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ORIGINAL PREFACE IN THE
YEAR 182z1.

r
I mr¥ present you, courteous reader, with the récord
of ,a remarkable period of my hfe, and according to my
application of 1t, I trust that it will prove, not -merely an
mteresting record, but, i a considerable degree, mnstruc-
Jbuve  In 2kt hope 1t isthat 1 have drawn it up , and iat
must be mv apology for breaking through those restraints
of delicate reserve, which, for the most part, intercept the
public exposure of our own errors and infirmities
Gult and musery shrink, by a natural mstinct, from
public notice they court privacy and solitude, and,
even in the choice of a grave, will sometimes voluntanly
sequester themselves from the general population of the
churchyard, as if declining to claim fellowship with the
great famly of man, thus, in a symbolic language
universally understood, seeking (1n the affecting language
of Wotdsworth)
Humb-ly to express
A penitential loneliness

It 1s well, upon the whole, and for the interest of us
all, that 1t should be so, nor would I willingly, ir my
own, prison, mamifest a disregard of such salutary
feehngs but, on the one hand, as my self-accusation
does not amount to a confession of guwlt, so, on the
other, 1t 1s possible that, if it did, the benefit resulting
to others, from the tecord of an experience purchaled

Aat so heavy a prnce of suffering and of self-conquest,
5
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might compensate, by a vast overbalance, any violence
done to the feelings I have noticed, and justify a breach
of the general rule Infirmity and miseryedo not, of
necessity, imply guilt They approach, or recede from,
the shades of that dark alliance, 1n proportiongto the
progable motives and prospects of the offender, and to
the palliations, known or secret, of the offgnce, @n
proportloﬁ as the temptations to 1t were potent from
the first, and as the resistance to 1t, 1n act or i eflort,
wa¥ earnest to the last For my own part, without
breache of truth or modesty, I may affirm that my hfe
has been, on the whole, the hie of a philosopher from
my birth, I was made an intellectual creature, and
intellectual 1 the highest sense my pursuits and
pleasures have been, even from my schoolboy days
If opum eating be a sensual pleasure, and if I am
bound to confess that I have indulged in it to an
excess not yet secorded of any other man, 1t 1s no less
true that I have struggled against this fasciffation with
a fervent zeal, and have at length accomplished what
I never yet heard attributed to any other man, have
untwisted, almost to its final hnks, the chain which
fettered me Such a self-conquest may reasonably be
set off in counterbalance to® any kind or degree®of
selfgndulgence  Not to insist that, In my case, the <elf-
conquest Wwas uno*tstlona.ble, but the $ltandulgence
open to doubts of casuistry, according as®that name
shall be extended to acts aiming at the bare relief of
pamn, or shall be restricled to such as aim at the
pexcitement of superfluous pleasure

Guilt, therefore, I do not acknow}edge , and, f T did,
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it 18 possible that I mught still resolve on the presept
act of confession, in consideration of the service which
I may thereby render to the whole class of opium-eaters
But who are they? Reader, I am bound to say, a
very nymerous class jndeed Of this I became con-
vinced, some years ago, by computing, at that time,
th. number of those in one small class of English
society (the class of men distingwshed for tilent and
notoriety) who were known to me, directly or in-
directly, as opium-eaters, such, for instance, as %he
eloquent and benevolent Wilhlam Wilberforce, ghe late
Dean of Carlisle, Dr Isaac Milner ,* the first Lord

® W Isaac Milner” —He was nominally known to the public
as Dean of Carlisle, being colloquially alw ivs called Dean
Milner, but wirtually he was best known in his ewn aircle
as the head of Queens College, Cambridge, where he usnally
resided In common with his brother, Joseph of Hull, he was
substantially 2 Weslevan Methodist , and in that character, as
regarded principles and the general direction of his sympathies,
he pursued his deceased brother's History ot the Christian
Church down to the era of Luther In these days, he would
perhap® not be styled a Methodist, but simply a Low-Church-
man By whatever title desciibed, it 18 meantime remarkable
that a man confessedly so conscicntious as Dean Milner could
bave reconciled to lhis moral views the holding of Church
prﬁ'crmenl so important as®his deanery in combination with
the headship of an important college One or other must have
been consciouqly neglected  Such a record, meantime, p@wer-
fully 1llustrates the advances made by theqChurch dunng thelast
generation if practical homage to selt-dcnying religious scruples.
A very lax man would not in these days allow himself to do
that which thirty years ago a severe Church-Methodist (re-
garded by many even as a fanatic) permisted in doing, without
feeling hamself called o for apology IfI have not misappre ,
hended its tenor, this case serves most vividly to illustrate the
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Egskine, Mr ,* the philosopher, a late under-
secretary of State (viz, Mr Addington, brother to the

higher standard of moral responsibility which prrvails 1n this
current generation We do injustice daily to our own age;
which, by many a sign, palpable and secret, I feel to be more
emphkatically than any since the perioc of Queen Elizabeth and
Charles 1, an intellectual, a moving, and a selfconflicting age
and inevilably, where the intellcct has been preternatura'ly
awakened, the moral sensibility must soon be commensuratcly
stirred The very distinctions, psychologic or metaphysical, by
whigh, as its hinges and articulations, our modern thinking
moves, proclaim the subtler character of the questions which
now oc Jpy our thoughts Not as pedantic only, but as
suspiciously unintelligible such distinciions would, one bhundied
and thirty years ago, bave been viewed as indictable, and
perhaps (in company with Mandeville’'s Political Economy)
would have been sernously presented as a nuisance to the
Middlesex Quarter-Sessions Recurring, howcver, to Dean
Milner, and the recollections of his distinguished talents
amongst the contemporary circles of the first generation in
this nineteenth century, I wish to mention that these talents
are mosl feebly measured by any of his occasional writings, all
drawn from him apparently by mere pressure of casual con-
venience In conversation it was that be asserted adeguately
his pre-eminent place Wordsworth, who met him often at the
late Lord Lonsdale’s table, spoke of him uniformly as the chief
potentate colloquially of his own generation, and as the man
beyand all others (Burke being departed) who did not live upon
his recollections, but met the demunds of every question that
engaged his sympathy by spontineous and elastic movunents
of novel and onginal thought As an opium-eater, Dean Miiner
was understood to be.a strenuous wrestler with the physical
necessity that coerced him into this dabit Fsom several
quarters I have heard that s daily rafwon was 34 grans (or
about B850 drops ol laudanum), divided into four portions, and
administered to Inm at regular intervals of six hours by a

~confidential valet. v
* Who 18 Mr Dash, the philosopher ? *° Really I bave forgot.
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first Lord Sidmouth, who described to me the sensatign
which first drove him to the use of opium in the very
same words as the Dean of Carlisle—wviz, *that he
felt as though rats were gnawing at the coats of his

stomach ” ), Samuel Taylor Coleridge, and many others,
hardly less celebrated Now, if one class comparan:rely
so hmitgd, could furnish so many scores of cases (and
those within the instant reach of one sudden and
brief inquiry), it was a natural inference that the entire
population of England would furmish a number tHat,
on first startng mm such an mnquiry, would have
seemed mcredible The soundness of this mference,
however, I doubted, until some facts became known
to me, which satisfied me that it was not incorrect
I will mention two  Fuirst, three respectable London

Not through any fault of my own, but on the motion of some
absurd coward baving a voice potential at the press, all the
names were struck out behind my back wn the first edition of the
book, thirty¥five years ago I was not consulted, and did not
discover the absurd blanks until months afterwards, when I was
taunteds with them very reasonably by a caustic reviewer
Nothing could bave a more l8dicrous effect than this appeal
to shadows —to my Lord Dash, to Dean Dash, and to Mr
Secretary Dash  Very naturally it thus happened to Mr.
Phlosopher Dash that his buming hght, alas | was extinguished
irrecoverably 1n the general mélde Meantime, there was no
excuse whatever for this absurd interference such as might
have begn nlleg’ed in any personality capaple of causing pain to
any one pers#n concerifed  All the cases, except, perhaps, that
of Wilberforce (about which I have at this moment some shght
lingering doubts), were matters of notonety to large circles of
friends. It 13 due to Mr John Taylor, the accomplished
publisher of the work, ,hat 1 should acquit 41 of any share 1,
this absurdity
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druggists, ;n widely remote quarters of London, from
whom I happened to be purchasing small quantities of
opium, assured me that the number of ema’eur oprum-
eaters (as I may term them) was at this time immense,
and_that the difficulty of distingushing these persons,
to whom habit had rendered oprum necessaiy, from
such as mere purchasmg it with a view to swade,
occasioned them daily trouble and disputes ‘Lhis
evidlence respected London only  But, secondly (which
will possibly surprise the reader more), some years
ago, onlpassmg through Manchester, I was informed
by several cotton manufacturers, that their work-people
were rapidly getting into the practice of opium-eating »
so much so, that on a Saturday afternoon the counters
of the druggists were strewed with pills of one, two or
three grains, in preparation for the known demand of
the evening The immediate occasion of this practice
was the lowness of wages, which at that time would
not allow them to indulge 1n ale or spints, andp wages
nsing, it may be thought' that this practice would
cease but, as I do not readily believe that any man,
having once tasted the divine luxunes of opmum, ¥ill
afterwards descend to the gross and mortal enjoyments
of alcohol, I take 4t for granted .

]
That those eat now who ucver ate before ,
And those who always ate, now eat the nore.

Indeed, the fascinating powers of opium are admitted
L]
even by those medial wnters who are its greatest
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enenues thus, for instance, Awsiter, apothecary to
Greenwich Hospital, in s Essay on the effects of
Opwm (ptblished n the year 1763), when attempting
to explain why Mead had not been sufficiently exphent
on the properties, COuxlmter-agents, etc, of this drug,
expresscs humself in the following mysterious terms
(perfectly intellhgible, however, to those whoeare 1n the
secret) —* Perhaps he thought the subject of too
delicate a nature to be made common, and, as rtany
people might then indiscriminately use it, g would
take from that necessary fear and caution which should
prevent their experiencing the extensive power of this
drug, for there are many properties 1n #t, of unmiversally
known, that would habituale the use, and make it more
n request with us than the Turks themselves, the result
of wluch knowledge,” he adds, “must prove a general
misfortung” In the necessity of this conclusion I do
not at all concur, but upon that pomt I shall have
occaslon to speak more freely in the body of the
work tself And at this point I shall say no more
than that opwum, as the one sole carkolrz anodyne
which hitherto has beeh revealed to man, secondly,
as the one sole anodyne which in a vast majority of

cases |s wrresustible, thirdly, as by many degrees the
most potent of al known counter-agents to nervous
irntation, and to the formidable curse of ‘fedmm rue,
fourthly, as by possibility, under an argument undeni-
ably plausible, allegbd by myself, the sole known agens™
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—not for cuning when formed, but for intercepting
whilst likely to be formed—the great English scourge
of pulmonary consumption—I say that opiumf, as wear-
ing these, or any of these, for beneficent character-
sticc—I say that any agent wHatever making good
such pretensions, no matter what itz name, 15 entitled
haughtily to refuse the ordinary classificauon and
treatment which opium receives in books I say that
oprim, or any agent of equal power, 18 entitled to
assume. that 1t was revealed to man for some higher
object than that it should furmish a target for moral
denunciations, ignorant where they are not hypocritical,
childish where not dishonest, that 1t should be set
up as a_theatrical scarecrow for superstitious terrors, of
which the reswif 1s oftentimes to defraud human suffering
of its readiest alleviation, and of which the puspose s
# Ut puer:s placeant et declamatio fiant ” *

In one sense, and remotely, all medicines and modes
of medical treatment offer themselves as anodynes—
that 1s, so far as they promise ultimately to reheve
the suffering connected with physical maladies or 1n-
firmties DBut we do not, in the special and ordinfry
sense, designate a« “anodynes” those remedies which
obtain the relef gom pain only as a secondsry and
distant effect following out from the cure of the aillment ,
but those only we call anodynes which obtain this

* That thcy may win the applause of uchoolboys, and furnish
matter for a prize essay
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relief and pursue 1t as the primary and smmediate object
If, by giving tonics to a child suffering periodic pains
in the stofnach, we were ultimately to bamsh those
pamns, this would not warrant us in caling such tomcs
by thé’ name of andlynes for the neutrahisatior: of
the pains would be a circuitous process of nature, and
mught probably require weeks for its evoluton But
a true anodyne (as, for instance, half a dozen drops
of laudanum, or a dessert-spoonful of some wdrm
carminative mixed with brandy) will often bagash the
misery suffered by a child in five or six minutes
Amongst the most potent of anodynes, we may rank
hemlock, henbane, chloroform, and opium  But un-
questionably the three first have a most narrow field
of action, by comparison with opium This, beyond
all other agents made known to man, is the mightiest
for its conmand, and for the extent of its command,
over pamn, and so much mightier than any other, that
I should think, in a Pagan land, supposing 1t to have
been adequately made known * through experimental
acquamntance with its revolutionary magic, oplum would
haVe had altars and priésts comsecrated to its bemgn

.u Adrquateiy made known —Precisely this, however was
mnposasitie  No feature of ancient Pagar#ife has more entirely
escaped noti€e than th@extrcme rarity, costliness, and circuitous
accessibibty of the more powerful drugs, especially of mineral
drugs, and of drugs requinng elaborate preparation, or re-
quiring much manufactuning skill.  When the process of obtain-

ing any manulactured?drug was slow and intricate, it could:
most rarely be called for And rarely called for, why should o
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and tutelary powers But this 1s not my own object
m the present httle work Very many people have
thoroughly misconstrued this object, and therefore 1
beg to say here, 1n closing my Original Preface, a
httlec remodelled, that what I c8ntemplated m these
Confessions was to emblazon the power of opium-—
not_over vodily discase and pain, but over the grander
and more shadowy world of dreams
L]

be produced? By looking into the history and times of Herod
the Grez as reported by Josephus, the reader will gain some
notion of the mystery and the suspicion surrounding all attempts
at umporting such drugs as could be applied to inurderous

purposes, const quently of the delay, the difficulty, and the penil
i forming any familiar acquamtance with opiim



PREFATORY NOTICE.

WHEN it had been seétled that, in the general series of
these republications, the Confessions of an English Oprum-
Fater should occupy the Fifth Volume, I resolved to
avail myself most carefully of the opening thus made
for a revision of the entire work By acudent, a Jon-
siderable part of the Confessions (all, 1n shorp, except
the Dreams) had originally been wniten hastily, and,
from various causes, had never received any strct
revision, or, zerfually, so much as an ordinary verbal
correction But a great deal more was wanted than
this The main narrative should naturally have moved
through a succession of secondary incidents, and with
leisure for recalling these, it might have been greatly
mspirited  Wanting all opportunity for such advantages,
this narrative had been negdlessly impoverished  And
thus 1t had happened, that not so properly correction
ang retrenchment were called for, as integration of what
had been left mmperfect, or amphfication of what, from
the first, had been msufficiently expanded *
With thgse views, it would not fhave been difficult
(though toilsome) to re-cast the lttle work in a better
mould , and the result mught, in all reason, count upon
the approbation atgleast of its own former readers ,

Compared with its own former self, the book must
15
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certainly tend, by its very principle of change, whatever
should be the executzon of that change, to becc.Jme better
and in my own opinion, after all drawbacks and allow
ances for the faulty exemphﬁca.nor.x of a good prynciple,
it stbetter This should be a matter of mere logical
or inferential necessity, since, in pure addtion to
everything previously approved, there would now be
a clear surplus of extra matter—all that might be good
in the old work, and a great deal beside that was new
Meantifue, this improvement has been won at a price
of labour and suffering that, if they could be truly
stated, would seem incredible A nervous malady, of
very peculiar character, which has attacked me inter-
muttingly for the last eleven years, came on 1m May
last, almost concurrently with the commencement of
this revision, and so obstinately has this malady pursued
its noiseless, and what I may call subterraneous, siege,
since none of the symptoms are externally maniested,
that, although pretty m_arly'dedlcatmg myself to this
one solitary labour, and not mtermitting or relaxing
it for a single day, I have yet*spent, within a very few
days, six calendar months upon the re-cast of this one
small volume
The consequences have been distressing to all con-
cemed. The press has groaned under the chronic
visitation, the compositors shudder‘at the sight of my
““handwriting, though not objectionatfie on the score of
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legibility, and I have much reason to fear that, on
days when the pressure of my complaint has been
heaviest, I" may have so far given way to 1t, as to have
suffered greatly in clearness of critical vision Some-
times T may have overlooked blunders, mis-statexents,
or repetitions, implicit or even express But more often
I may have failed to appreciate the true effects from
faulty management of style and its colourings Some-
times, for instance, a heavy or too intricate arrangeﬁmnt
of centences may have defeated the tendencye®f what,
under 1ts natural presentation, would have been affecting ,
or 1t 1s possible enough that, by unseasonable levity
at other times, I may have repelled the sympathy of
my readers—all or some Endless are the openings for
such kinds of mistake—that 15, of mistakes not fully
seen as such But even mm a case of unequivocal
mistake, seen and acknowledged, yet when 1t 1s open
to remedy only through a sudden and energetic act,
then or never, the pres$ being for twenty minutes,
suppose, free to receive an alteration, but beyond that
tupe closed and sealed 1nexorably such being supposed
the circumstances, the humane reader will allo,w for
the mfirmity which even wilfully and consciously sur-
renders itself to the error, acquiescing 1n 1t deliberately,
rather than face the cruel exertion of correcting 1t most
elaborately at a moment of sickening misery, and with
the prevision that ¢he main correction must draw aftce=
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it half a dozen others for the sake of decent consistency.
I am not speaking under any present consciousness of
such a case existing aganst myself I beliete there
none such  But I choose to suppose an extreme case of
even,conscious error, in order that‘vemal cases of over-
sight may, under shelter of such an outside llcm}:.e, find
toleration srom a lberal cntic To fight up against
the wearing sicge of an abiding sickness, 1mposes a
fiery combat I attempt no description of this combat,
knowmg the uninteligibility and the_repulsiveness _of
all attempts to commumcate the Incommunicable But
the generous reader will not, for that forbearance on
my part, the less readily show his indulgence, if a case
should (unexpectedly to myself) anse for claiming 1t
I have thus made the reader acquainted with one out
of two cross currents that tended to thwart my eliorts for
improving this httle work  There was, meantlm::, another
less open to remedy from my own uttermost efforts.
All along I had relied upon 4 crowning grace, which [
had reserved for the final pages of this volume, i a
succession of some twenty or(twenty-five dreams artl
noon-day wisions, which had ansen under the latter
stage§ of opum mfluence These have disappeared:
some under circumstances which alloly me a teasonable
prospect of recovermng them, some unaccountably;
and some dishonourably Five or six, I believe, were
exurned in & sudden conflagration ‘which arose from
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the spark of a candle falling unobserved amongst a very
large pile of papers 1n a bedroom, when I was alone
and readinfy Falling not os, but amongst and within
the papers, the fire would soon have been ahead of
conflic, and, by contmunicating with the shght wpod-
work and draperies of a bed, it would have immediately
enveloped the laths of a ceiling overhead, and thus the
house, far from fire-engines, would have been burned
'down 1n half an hour My attcntion was first drawn
by a sudden hight upon my book and the whgle difler-
ence between a total destruction of the premises and
a trivial loss (from books charred) of five guineas, was
due to a large Spamish cloak This, thrown over, and
then drawn down tightly, by the aid of one sole person,
somewhat agitated, but retaiming her presence of mund,
effectually extinguished the fire Amongst the papers
burned pattally, but not so burned as to be absolutely
wrretrigvable, was the Daughter of Lebanon, and this 1
have printed, and have imtentionally placed 1t at the
end, as appropniately closing a record 1n which the tase
ofe poor Ann the Outcast formed not only the most
memorable and the most suggestively pathetic incident,
but also fkemwhich, more than any other, coloured—or
(more .truly I should say) shaped, moulded and re-
moulded, composed and decomposed—the great body
of opjumdreams The search after the lost features of
Ann, which I spok¢ of as pursued in the crowds of,
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London, was 1n a more proper sense pursued through
many a year in dreams The general idea of a search
and a chase reproduced itself in many shapes The
person, the rank, the age, the scemcal position, all varied
themselves for ever, but the samte leading traits more
or less faintly remained of a lost Pariah woman, and ot
some shadowy malice which withdrew her, or attempted
to withdraw her, from restoration and from hope Such
1s the explanation which I offer why that particular
addition. which some of my friends had been authorised
to look for, has not mn the main been given, nor for the
present cou/d be given, and, secondly, why that part
which s given has been placed mn the conspicuous
situation (as a closing passage) which it now occupies

November, 1858.
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Confessions of an English
. Opium-Eater.

I HAVE often been asked—how it was, and thsough

what series of steps, that I became an opium-eater

Was 1t gradually, tentatively, mistrustingly, as one goes
down a shelving beach into a deepening sea, and with

a knowledge from the first of the dangers lymng op that
path, hall-courting those dangers, i fact, whilst seeming
to defy them? Or was 1it, secondly, in pure 1gnorance of
such dangers, under the mislcadings of mercenary fraud ?
since oftentimes lozenges, for the relief of pulmonary affec-
tions, found their efficacy upon the opium which they
contain, upon this, and this only, though clamorously
disavowing so suspicious an alhance and under such
treacherous disguises multitudes are seduced mto a
dependency which they had not foreseen upon a drug
which they had not known, not known even by name or
by sight and thus the case 1s not rare—that the chain
of abject slavery 1s first detected when 1t has inextricably
wound 1tself about the constitutional system Thirdly,

amd lastly, was it (Yes by passionate anticipation, I
answer, before the question is finished)—was it on a
sudden, ov-rmastering impulse denved from bodily
angwish? , Loudly I repeat, Yes, 1udly and indignantly
—as In answer to a wiful calumny Simply as an
anodyne 1t was, under the mere coercion of pamn the
severest, that I first resorted to opium, and precisely
that same torment it 1s, or some vanety of that tormens;-
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which drives most people to make acquaintance with
that same msidious remedy Such was the fact, such
by accident. Meantime, without blame 1t mjght have
been otherwise If in early days I had fully under-
stood the subtle powers lodged mn this mghty drug
(when judiciously regulated), (1) to tranqullhse all
intations of the nervous system, (2) to sumulate the
capacittes df enjoyment, and (3) under any call for
extraordinary exertion (such as all men meet at times),
to slistain through twenty-four consecutive hours the
else droamng amimal energies—most certainly, knowing
or suspecting all this, I should have inaugurated my
opium career m the character of one seeking exira
power and enjoyment, rather than of one shrinking
from extra torment And why not? If fha¢ argued
any fault, 1s 1t not a fault that most of us commt
every day with regard to alcohol? Are we entitled to
use that only as a medicine? Is wine unlawful, except
as an anodyne? I hope not else I shall b¢ obliged
to counterfeit and to plead some anomalous #¢ mm my
Ittle finger, and thus gradually, as 1n any Owdian
metamorphosis, I, that am at present a truth-loving
man, shall change by daily inches into a dissembler
No the whole race of man' proclaim 1t lawful w
drnink wine without pleading a medical ceruficate as a
qualxﬁcatlon That {ame license extends 1itse!'f, therefore,
to the use of opium, what a man may lawfully seek
n wine surely he may lawfully find 1n opium, and
much more so 1 those many cases (of which mine
happens to be one) where opium deranges the animal
economy less by a great deal than an equivalent
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quantity of alcohol Coleridge, therefore, was doubly 1n
error when he allowed himself to aim most unfriendly
blows at emy supposed voluptuousness in the use of
opwm, 1n error as to a principle, and 1n error as to
a facq A letter of, his, which I will hope that he
aid not desmign to have pubushed, but which, “how-
ever, 4as been published, pomnts the attention of his
correspondent to a broad distinction sepatating my
case as an oplum-eater from his own Te, 1t seems,
had fallen excusably (because unavoidably) into’this
habit of eating opium—as the one sole {hsrapeutic
resource available against his particular malady, but
I, wretch that I am, being so notoriously charmed by
fairies against paimn, must have resorted to opiumn in the
abommnable character of an adventurous voluptuary,
anglng 1n all streams for variety of pleasures  Coleridge
1s wrong to the whole extent of what was possible,
wrong 1n his fact, wrong m his doctrme, 1 lus httle
fact, and his tig dourine I did not do the thing
which he charges upon me, and if 1 Zad done 1,
this would not convict me as a citizen of Sybans or
Daphne There never was a distinction more ground-
less and visionary than that wlich it has pleased him
{0 draw between my rfotives and his own, nor could
Colenidge have possibly owed this mus-statemgnt to
any false fnformation, since no- man surely, on a
question *of my bwn pnvate expenence, could have
pretended to be better informed than myself Or, if
there really 1s such a person, perhaps he will not
think 1t too much etrouble to re-wnte these Confessxon_e_,,
from first to last, correcting their mnumerable faults,
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ané, as it happens that some parts of the unpublished
sections for the present are missing, would he kindly
restore them—brightening the colours that may have
faded, rekindling the inspiration that may have drooped,
filing up all those chasms which else are hk.ly to
remain as permanent disfigurations of my lttle work?
Meantime the reader, who takes any interest in such a
question, will find that I myself (upon such a theme
not sumply the best, but surely the sole authornty)
have, without a shadow of vamation, always given a
different”-~~count of the matter Most truly I have
told the reader, that not any search after pleasure,
but mere extremity of paimn from rheumatic toothache
-—this and nothing else 1t was that first drove me into
the use of opium Colendge’'s bodily affliction was
simple rheumatism Mine, which intermitungly raged
for ten years, was rheumatism 1n the face combined
with toothache This I had inherited from my father,
or mherited (I should rather say) from my own desperate
ignorance, smce e trifing dose of colocynth, or of
any similar medicine, taken three times a week, would
more certainly than opum have delivered me from
that ternific curse ¥ 1In this 1gnorance, however, which

* « That ternific curse” —Two things blunt the general sense
of hon or, which would else connect itself wilh toothache—wiz.,
first, its enormous diftision, bardly a household :n Europe
being clear of 1it, each in turn baving som@ one chanber inter.
mittingly echoing the groans extorted by this cruel torture.
1here—wiz, 1n its ubiquity—lies one cause of its shght valua.
tion A second cause ia found in its smmunity from danger

=iThis latter ground of undervaluation i noticed 1n a saying
ascribed (but on what authonty I know not) to Sir Philip Sidney
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misled me mto making war upon toothache when
npened and manifesting itself mn effects of pan, rather
than upon 1ts germs and gathering causes, I did but
follow the rest of the world To intercept the evil
whilsé yet in elemewtary stages of formation, wgs the
true policy, whereas I m my blindness sought only
for somme mitigation to the evil when already formed,
and past all reach of mterception In this stage of
the suffering, formed and perfect, I was thrown passively
upon chance advice, and therefore, by a natural con-
sequence, upon opium—that being the one s@®anodyne
that 1s almost notoriously such, and which n that great
function 1s universally appreciated

Coleridge, therefore, and myself, as regards our
baptismal mitiation into the use of that mighty drug,
occupy the very same position We are embarked in the
self-same boat, nor 1s it within the compass even of

—wviz , thgt supposing toothache liable in ever so small a
proporlion of its cases to a fatal issue, 1t would be generally
ranked as the most dreadful amongst human maladies , whercas
the certamnty that it will in no extremuty lead to death, and the
knowledge that in the very midst of its storms sudden changes
may be looked for, bringing long halcyon caims, have an unfair
effect 1n lowering the appreciation of this malady considered as

a trial of fortitude and patience No stronger expression of its
intensity and.scorclung' fierceness can be imigined thin this
fact—that, within my private knowledg:, two persons, who had
suffered alfke under Poothache and cancer, have pronounced the
former to be, on the scale of torture, by many degrees the
worse In both, there are af fames what surgeons tall *‘ lancin-
Hlng” pangs—keen, glancing, arrowy radiations of anguish, _
uid -Jpansthege the bims of rompansod Was rpﬂt}eﬂ-f—pal‘uﬂ;xﬁi
igasnst paroxysm—with the result that I have stated.” = ' ]

dn~n a/g_af .
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angehc hair-sphtting, to show that the dark shadow
thrown by our several trespasses in this field, mine
and his, had by so much as a pin’s point any ussignable
difference  Trespass against trespass (if any trespass
there were)~—shadow agamst shadow (if any skadow
were really thrown by this trespass over the snowy
disk of puic ascetic morality), in any case, that act
mn cther of us would read into the same meaning,
would count up as a debt into the same value, would
meature as a delinquency into the same burden of
responsit 'ty  And vainly, indeed, does Colendge
attempt to differentiate two cases which ran into
absolute idenuity, differing only as rhenmatism differs
from toothache Amongst the admirers of Coleridge,
I at all times stood in the foremost rank, and the
more was my astonishment at bemng summoned so
often to wuness his carelessness 1 the management
of controversial questions, and his demomac naccuracy
in the statement of facts The more also was my
sente of Colendge’s wanton imustice mn relation to
mysclf individually  Coleridge’s gross mus-statement of
facts, in regard to our several opium experiences, had
its origu, sometimes i flighty reading, sometimes i
partial and incoherent reading, sometimes 1n subsequent
forgetfulness, and any one of these lax habits (it will
occur to the reader) 18 a vemal infirmity' Certaimly
it 15, but surely zo# vemal, when 1t 15 allowed to
operate disadvantageously upon the character for self-
control of a brother, who had never spoken of Az but
m the spint of enthusiastic admiratiun, of that admura-
tion which his exquisite works so amply challenge.
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Imagine the case that I really ked done sometlyng
wrong, still 1t would have been ungenerous—me 1t
would hase saddened, I confess, to see Coleridge
rushing forward with a public denunciation of my
fault «—“Know all men by these presents, that I,
S T C, a notieable man with large gray eyes,® am a
licensed opium-eater, whereas this other man 15 a
buccaneer, a pirate, a flibustier,f and can have none
but a forged licence i his disreputable pocket In
the name ot Virtue, arrest hun!'” But the truth 15,
that maccuracy as to facts and citations from books
was 1 Coleridge a mere necessity of nature Not
three days ago, in rcading a short comment of the
late Archdeacon Hare (Guesses at Truth) upon a bold
speculation of Colendge's (utterly baseless) with respect
to the machinery of Etonian Latin verses, I found my
old feelings upon this subject refreshed by an instance
that 1s wresistibly comic, since everything that Coleridge
had relied upon as a citation from a book n support of
his own hypothesis, turns out to be a pure fabrication
of his own dreams, thopgh, doubtless (which indeed

* See Wordsworth s exquisite picture of S T C and himself
#& occasional denizens in the Castie of Indolence

+ This word—in common use, and so spelled as I spell it,
amongst the grand old French and English buccaneegs con
tempogary with our own admirable Damrpier, at the close of the
seventeenth century-has recently been revived in the journals
of the United States, with a view to the special case of Cuba,
but (for what reason I know not) 1s now written always as
Jillibusters Meantime, written 1n whatsoever way, it is under.
stood to be a Franc8-Spamish corruption of the English word_
freebooter.
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it 1s that constitutes the charactenstic interest of the
case), without a suspicton on his part of his own
funous romancing The archdeacon’s gaod-natured
smile upon that Etoruan case naturally reminded me
of the case now before us, with regard to the hustory
of our separate careers as opium-eaters Upen which
case I need say no more, as by this time the yreader
15 aware taat Colernidge's entire statement upon that
subject 1s perfect moonshine, and, like the sculptured
imagery of the pendulous lamp in Christabel,

" @Al carvéd from the carver’s brain

This case, therefore, might now be counted on as
disposed of, and what sport it could yeld mght
reasonably be thought exhausted Meantime, on
consideration, another and much deeper oversight
of Coleridge’s becomes apparent, and as this
connects itself with an aspect of the case that
furnishes the foundation to the whole of thesé easuing
Confessions, 1t cannot altogether be neglected Any
attentive reader, after a few, moments’ reflection, will
perceive that, whatever may have been the casual
occaston of mine or Colenidge’s opium-eating, this could
not have been the permanent ground of opium-eating,
because neither rheumatism nor toothache 1s any abuding
affection of the systemm  Both are intermitting maladies,
and not at all capable of accounting for a permanent
habit of opium-eating Some months are requisite to
found #shar Making allowance for constitutional
differences, I should say that in Zess. than 120 days no
“Rabit of opium-eating could be formed strong enough
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to call for any extraordinary selt-conquest in renounging
it, and even suddenly renouncing it On Saturday
you are an opium-eater, on Sunday no longer such
What then was 1t, after all, that made Colendge a
slavesto opium, and a slave that could not breztk his
cham? He fancies, in his headlong carelessness, that
he has accounted for this habit and this slavery, and
in the meantime he has accounted for nothing at all
about which any question has ansen  Rheumatism,
he says, drove him to opium Very well, but *with
proper medical treatment the rheumatism Zuld soon
have ceased, or even, without medical treatment,
under the ordinary oscillations of natural causes And
when the pain ceased, then the opuum should have
cecased Why did 1t not? Because Coleridge had
come to taste the gemal pleasure of opium, ard thus
the very impeachment, which he fancied himself 1n some
mysterious way to have evaded, recoils upon him mn
undimimshed force The rheumatic attack would have
retired before the habit could have had time to form
itself Or suppose that I underrate the strength of
the possible habit—this tells equally i my favour,
and Coleridge was not entitled to forget in my case a
plea remembered 1n s own It 1s really memorable
mn the annals of human self deceptions, that Coleridge
could,ha.ve. held such language :n the face of such
facts I, °boasting not at all of my self-conquests, and
owning no moral argpument against the free use of
opium, nevertheless on mere grudenfial motives break
through the vassalge more than once, and by efforte
which I have recorded as modes of transcendent
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suffering  Colenidge, professing to believe (without
reason assigned) that oplum-eating 1s criminal, and
In some mysterious sense more criminal than wine-
drnking  or porter-drinking, having, thercfore, the
strongest moral motive for abstaining from 1f, yet
suffe’s himself to fall into a captivity to this same
wicked opium, deadlier than was ever heard of, and under
no coerciof whatever that he has anywhere explamed
tous A slave he was to this potent drug not less
abjeét than Caliban to Prospero—his detested and
yet despptic master Like Caliban, he frets his very
heart-strings against the nivets of his chamm Still, at
intervals through the gloomy vigils of his prison, you
hear muttered growls of impotent mutineering swelling
upon the breeze
Irasque leonum
Vincla recusantum

recusantum, 1t 1s true, stll refusing yet still accepting,
protesung for ever against the fierce, overmantering
curb-chamn, yet for ever submitting to receive it into
the mouth It 1s notorious that in Bnstol (to s4ar I
can speak myself, but probably in many other places)
he went so far as to hire men—porters, hackney-
coachmen, and others—to oppose by force his entrance
into any druggist’s shop But, as the authonty for
stopping bhim was derived simply frém himself,
paturally these poor men found themselves 1in a
metaphysical fix, not provided for even by Thomas
Aquinas or by the prince of Jesuitical caswists And
in  this excruciating dilemma would occur such
scenes as the following —
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“Oh, sir,” would plead the supphant porter—supphgnt,
yet semi-imperative (for equally if he 44, and if he did
nof, shows fight, the poor man’s dailly 5s seemed
endangered) — “really you must not; consider, sir,
your gife and——"

Transcendental Philosopher —'* Wife') what wife? 1
have ng wife ” ¥

LPorter —* But, really now, you must not, &ir Didn"t
you say no longer ago than yesterday. "

Transcend Philos —* Pooh, pooh! yesterday ¥ a
long time ago Are you aware, my man, }_}.W people
are known to have dropped down dead for timely
want of opium ?”

Porter —* Ay, but you tell't me not to hearken ”

Transcend [lhilos —*Oh, nonsense An emergency,
a shocking emergency, has arisen—quite unlooked for
No matter what I told you in times long past That
which 1 now tell you, 1s—that, if you don’t remove
that arm® of yours from the doorway of this most
respesta.ble druggist, I shall have a good ground of
action agatnst you for assgult and battery ”

Am I the man to reproach Coleridge with this
vassalage to oplum? Heaven forbid! Having groaned
myself under that yokd, I pity, and blame him not
But undeniably, such a vassalage must have been
created wilftilly and consciously by his own craving
after gemAal stimulation, a thing which I do not blame,
but Coleridge 4id For my own part, duly as the
torment relaxed in relief of which I had resorted to
optum, I laid aside ¢he oprum, not under any mentorious

*  ® Vide Otiello.
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effort of self-conquest, nothing of that sort do I pretend
to, but simply on a prudential mstinct warming me
not to triffe with an engine so awful of ronsolation
and support, nor to waste upon a momentary uneasiness
what might eventually prove, mn the midst gf all-
shatturing hurncanes, the great elixir of resurrection.
What was 1t that did in reality make me an, opwum
eater? That affecion which finally drove me mto
the habitual use of opium, what was n? Pamn was
1t? «No, but misery Casual overcasting of sunshine
was 1t?  No, but blank desolation Gloom was 1t
that might nave deparled? No, but settled and abiding

darkness
Total eclipse,
Without all hope of day | #

Yet whence derived? Caused by what? Causea, as
I might truly plead, by youthful distresses mn London,
were 1t not that these distresses were due, n therr
ultimate onigm, to my own unpardonable felly;,, and
to that folly I trace many rumns  Oh, spint of merciful
interpretation, angel of forgiveness to youth and its
aberrations, that harkenest for ever as if to some
sweet choir of faroff female intercessions! will ye,
chorr that intercede—wilt thouy angel that forgivesti-
jomn together, and charm away that mighty phantom,
born ‘amidst the gathering musts of remborse, which
strides after me i pursuit from forgotsan days—~-towering
for ever mnto proportions more and more colossal,
overhanging and overshadowing my head as if close
behind, yet dating 1ts nativity from hours that are
»

[

* Samson Agonisies
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fled by more than half a century? Oh, heavens! that
it should be possible for a child not seventeen years
old, by 3 momentary blindness, by lstenmng to a
false, false whisper from his own bewildered heart,
by ong erring step, by a motion this way or that, to
change the currents of his destiny, to powson’ the
fountaigs of his peace, and in the twinkling of an
eye to lay the foundations of a lhfelong repentance!

Yet, alas| I must abide by the realties of the case

And one thing 15 clear, that amidst such bitter ®self-
reproaches as are now extorted from me by the,anguish

of my recollections, 1t cannot be with any purpose of
weaving plausible excuses, or of evading blame, that I
trace the ongin of my confirmed opium-eating to a
necessity growing out of my early sufferings in the
streets of London Because, though true it 1s that
the re-agency of these London sufferings did in after
years enforce the use of opium, equally 1t 1s true that
the sufferings themselves grew out of my own folly

What really calls for excuse, 1s not the recourse to
opium, when opum had become the one sole remedy
available for the malady, but those follies which had
themselves produced that malady

®], for my part, afer I had become a regular
opium-eater, and from mismanagement had fallen nto
miserable efkesses 1n the use of opium, did, neverthe-
less, four * several « times, contend successfully agamnst
the dominion of this drug, did four several times
renounce 1t, renounced 1t for long intervals, and
finally resumed 1t ypon the warrant of my enlightened
and deliberate judfment, as being of two evils by very
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mych the least In this I acknowledge nothing that
calls for excuse I repeat agam and again, that not
the application of opium, with its deep tranquillsing
powers to the mitigation of evils, bequeathed by my
London hardships, 1s what reasongbly calls for sprrow,
but that extravagance of childish folly which precipitated
me 1nto scenes naturally producing such hardships

These dcenes I am now called upon to retrace
Possibly they are sufficiently interesting to ment, even
on their own account, some short record , but at present,
and at &is pont, they have become mdispensable as
a key to the proper understanding of all which follows
For m these incidents of my early hfe 18 found the
entire substratum, together with the secret and under-
lymmg motive * of those pompous dreams and dream-
sceneries which were in reality the true objects—first
and last—contemplated 1n these Confessions

My father died when I was i my seventh year,
leaving six children, including myself (viz, fous sons
and two daughters), to the care of four guardians and
of our mother, who was Jjnvested with the lerral
authority of a guardian  This word * guardian” kindles
a fiery thnlling 1n my nerves, so much was that spec1a]
power of guardianship, as w1elded by one of the four,
concerned in the sole capital error of my boyhood
To this error my own folly would hardly®have, been
equal, unless by concurrence with *the obs‘tnmcy of

® 4 Motiwe" —Thewordmotireishereused inthe senseattached
by artists and connoisseurs to ihe techniwcal word mofize,
mpplied to pictures, or to the separate motements in a muscal
L]
theme
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others From the bitter remembrance of this erros n
myself—of this obstinacy in my hostile guardian, suffer
me to draw the prnivilege of making a moment’s pause
upon this subject of legal guardianship

Thgre 1s not (I pelieve) n human society, under
whatever form of civilisation, any trust or delegated
duty which has more often been neglgently or even
perfidiously administered In the days &f classical
Greece and Rome, my own private impression, founded
on the collation of many incidental notices, 15—>that
this, beyond all other forms of domestic authorty,
furfiished to wholesale rapine and peculatlon their very
amplest arena The relation of father and son, as was
that of patron and client, was generally, m the practice
of life, cherished with religious fidelity whereas the
solemn duttes of the fuztor (1¢, the guardian) to s
ward, which had therr very root and ongin in the
tenderest adjurations of a dying friend, though subse-
quently refreshed by the hourly spectacle of helpless
orphanage playing round the margins of pitfalls hidden
by flowers, spoke but seldjom to the sensibilities of a
Roman through any language of oracular power
Few indeed, if any, were the obligations, in a proper
séhse moral, which pr8sed upon the Roman ‘lhe
main fountamns of moral obligation had in Romg, by
law or by ciAtom, been thoroughly poisoned Marnage
had cbrrlfpted itself through the faciity of divorce,
and through the consequences of that facillity (wviz,
levity 1in choosing, hnd fickleness in adhering to the
choice), into so exguisite a traffic of selfishness, that
# rould not yield®so much as a phantom model of
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sanctity The relation of husband and wife had, for
all moral impressions, perished amongst the Romans
The relation of father and child had all ite capacities
of holy tenderness crushed out of 1t under the fierce
pressure of penal and vindictive enforcementss The
duties of the client to his patron stood upon no basis
of simple gratitude or simple fidelity (correspording to
the feudal fezlty), but upon a basis of prudential terror,
terror from positive law, or from social opinion
From the first intermeddling of law with the movement
of the ¢k ~her moral affections, there 15 an end to
freedom 1n the act—to purity in the motive—to dignity
in the personal relation. Accordingly, in the France
of the prerevolutionary period, and mn the China of all
penods, 1t has been with baleful effects to the national
morals that positive law has come 1mn aid of the
paternal nights And in the Rome of ancient history
it may be said that this one original and rudimental
wrong done to the holy freedom of human aflections,
had the effect of extinguishing thenceforward ah con-
sctentious movement in whatover direcion And thus,
amongst a people naturally more highly principled than
the Greeks, if you except ebulhtlons of public spirit
and patriotism (too often of mere 1gnoble na.txonahty),
no class of actions stood upon any higher basis of
motive than (1) legal ordinance, (z) superstitious fear,
or (3) servile comphance with the’ msolent exactions
of popular usage Strange, therefore, 1t would have
been if the rufor of obscure orphans, with exfra
temptations and exfra facihities for mdulging them,
should have shown himself more faithful to his trust
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than the governor of provinces—pretorian or pre-
consular Yet who more treacherous and rapacious
than he? ®Rarest of men was the upright governor
that accepted no bribes from the criminal, and extorted
no ranspms from theytimid He, nevertheless, as a
public trustee, was watched by the jealousy of political
competitqrs, and had by possibility a solemn audit to
face mn the senate or in the forum, perhaps®in both
But the tutor, who administered a private trust on
behalf of orphans, might count on the certainty tRat
no pubhc atiention could ever be attracted to, cencerns
so obscure, and politically so uninteresting Reasonably
theretore, and by all analogy, a Roman must have
regarded the ordinary domestic Zufor as almost inevitably
secret delinquent, using the opportunities and privileges
of his office as mere instruments for working spohation
and rum upon the inheritance confided to his care
IMis deadly and besetting evil of Pagan days must
have deepehed a hundredfold the glooms overhanging
the d(ath beds of parents Too often the dying father
could not fail to read m s own Iifelong experience,
that, whilst seeking special protection for his children,
he might himsJJf be mtroducing amongst them a
separate and imminent dinger Leaving behind him
a httle household of infants, a little fleet (as 1t mignt
be represented) of fairy pmnaces, just raising then
anchors i preparatibn for crossing the mighty deeps
of hfe, he made signals for “convoy” Some one or
two (at best imperfectly known to him), amongst those
who traversed the same seas, he accepted m that
B character, but doubtfully, sorrowfully, fearfully; and
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nt the very moment when the faces of his children
weie disappearing amongst the vapours of death, the
miserable thought would cross his prophetic soul—
that too probably this pretended “convoy,” under the
strong temptations of the case, might eventuallv become
prrates , robbers, at the least, and by possibility wilful
misleaders to the mexperience of his children |,

From this dreadful aggravation of the anguish at any
rate besetting the death-beds of parents summoned away
from a group of infant children, there has been a
might;” deliverance wrought n a course of centuries by
the vast diffusion of Christanity In these days, where-
soever an atmosphere 1s breathed that has been purified
by Chnstian chanties and Chnistian principles, this
household pestilence has been continually dwindling
and in the England of this generation there 1s no class
of peculation which we so seldom hear of one proof of
which 1s found in the mailerence with which most of us
regard the absolute security offered to children by the
Court of Chancery My father, *herefore, as regarded
the quiet of his dying hours, benefited by the felicity of
his ttimes and his country He made the best selection
for the future guardianship of his six children that
his opportumities allowed, fiom his circle of ntunate
frignds, he selected the four who stood highest in his
estimation for honour and practical wisdorn  which
done, and relying for the redrcssing ol any harsh
tendencies 1 male guardians upon the discretional
power lodged 1 my mother, thenceforth he rested
from his anxiettes Not one of these guardians but
Justiied his choice so far as nonour and integrty
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were concerned Yet, after all, there 1s a hmt (atnd
sooner reached perhaps in England than 1n other
divisions o Christendom) to the good that can be
achieved in such cases by prospective wisdom For
we, 1n gngland, moresabsolutely then can be assegted
of any other nation, are not fzindants mnch and poor,
all of us have something to do To Italy it 1s that
we must look for a peasantry idle through two-thirds
of therr tme To Spamn it 1s that we must look for
an anistocracy physwally® degraded under the ignoble
traming of women and priests, and for prig-=8 (such
as Ferdinand VII) that make 1t the glory of therr
lives to have embroidered a petticoat. Amongst our-
selves of this current generation, whilst those functions
of guardianship may be surely counted on which
presume conscientious loyalty to the interests of their
wards , on the other hand, all which presume continued
vigilance and provision from afar are, in simple truth,
hardly eompatible with our English state of society
The guardians chosen by my father, had they been
the wisest and also the mest energetic of men, could
not In many conceivable emergencies have fulfilled
his .secret wishes Of t‘he four men, one was a

* It 1s assurted by travellers—Enghsh, French, and German
alike—that the ducal order in Span (as that order of “the
Spanish peerage most carefully withdrawn from what Keatucky
would call the rough-anB-tumble discipline of a popular educa-
tion) exhibit 1n their very persons and bodily development
undisguised evidences of effeminate habits operating through
many generations It would be satisfactory to know the
unexaggerated truth on, this pont, the truth unbiassed alike
by national and by democratic prejudices
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merchant (not mn the narrow sense of Scotland,
derived orniggnally from France, where no class of
merchant princes has ever existed, but 1z the large
noble sense of England—of Florence—of Venice)
consequently, his extensive re’ations with seaports
and distant colomes continually drawing off his
attention, and even his personal presence, from Jdomestic
affairs, made 1t hopeless that he should even attempt
more on behalf of his wards than shghtly to watch
the administration of their pecumary interests A
second” ¢ our guardians was a rural magistrate, but
n a populous district close upon Manchester, which
even at that tuime was belted with a growing body
of turbulent aliens—Weish and Insh  He therefore,
overwhelmed by the distractions of his official station,
rightly, pethaps, conceived himself to have fulfilled s
engagements as a guardian, if he stood ready to come
forward upon any difficulty ansing, but else 1 ordinary
cases devolved his functions upon those whc enjoyed
more leisure In that category stood, beyond a doubt,
a third of our guardians,,the Rev Samuel H, who
was at the time of my father’s death a curate at some
church (I believe) in Manchester or 1n Salford * This
gentleman represented a class—large enough at all
times by necesstty of human nature, but in those
days far larger than at present—that class, I mean,

* Salford 15 a large town legally distinquished from
Manchester for parliamentary puiposes, and divided from it
physically by a niver, but else virtually, as regards intercourse
and reciprocal influence, 13 a quarter‘of Manchester, in facy,
holding the same relation to Manchester that Southwark does
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who sympathise with no spintual sense or spintual
capacities 1n man, who understand by religion simply
a respectable code of ethics—leaming for support upon
some great mysteries dimly traced in the background, and
commegiorated 1n certain great church festivals by the
¢lder churches of Christendom, as, ¢ g, by the Lnghsh
which dges not stand as to age on the Reformation
epoch, by the Romish, and by the Greeh ° He had
composed a body of about 330 sermons, which thus,
at the rate of two every Sunday, revolved througﬁ a
cycle of three years, that perniod being  nwodestly
assumed as suffient for insuring to ther eloquence
total oblivion Possibly to a cynic, some shorter cycle
might have seemed equal to that effect, since therr
topics rose but rarely above the level of prudential
ethics, and the style, though scholarly, was not im-
pressive  As a preacher, Mr H was sincere, but not
earnest. He was a good and conscientious man, and
he made £ high valuation of the pulpit as an organ
of cvilisation for co-operating with books, but it was
1mpossﬂ)le for any man, starting from the low ground
of themes so umimpassioned and so desultory as the
benefits of industry, the danger from bad companions,
the® importance of setung® good example, or the value
of perseverance—to pump up any persistent stream
.

to London , %r, if th® reader 1nsists upon having a classical
illustration of the case, the same relation that 1n ancient days
Argos did to Mycene An nvitation to dinner given by the
public herald of Argos could be heard to the centre of Mycena,
and by a gourmand, i.f the dinner promused to be specually
good, in the remoter suburb
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of earnestness either 1n himself or in his auditors
These auditors, agam, were not of a class to desire
much earnestness There were no nau_,hty people
among them. most of them were rich, and came to
church n carriages, and, as asnatural result .of their
esteem for my reverend guardian, a number of them
combined to builld a church for him—wviz, St Peter’s,
at the point of confluence between Moseley Strect and
the newly-projected Oxford Strect—then existing only
as a sketch mm the portfoho ot a surveyor  But what
connec.ed mysell mmdividually with Mr H was, that
two or three years previously I, together with one of
my brothers (five years my senior), had been placed
under his care for classical instruction This was
done, I believe, in obedience to a dying injunction
of my father, who had a just estcem for Mr S H as
an upright man, but apparently too exalted an opmnion
ot his scholarship for he was but an 1indifferent
Grecian In whatever way the appomntmert arose,
so it was that this gentleman, previously #wfor in the
Roman sense to all of us, now became to my brother
and myself tutor also in the common Enghsh sense
From the age of eight, up to eleven and a half, the
character and intellectual attainments of Mr H were
thetefore influentially important to myself m the
development of my powers, such as they were Even
his 330 sermons, which rolled dverhead' with such
slender effect upon his general congregation, to me
became a real instrument of improvement One-half
of these, indeed, were all that i heard, for, as my
father’s house (Greenhay) stood at this time m the
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country, Manchester not having yet overtaken i, the
distance obliged us to go in a cammage, and only to
the morning service , but every sermon 1 this morning
course was propounded to me as a textual basis upon
whichel was to raiseea mimic duplicate—sometimgs a
pure mumuature abstract—sometimes a rhetorical ex-
pansione—but preserving as much as possible of the
oniginal language, and also (which puzzled me paimn-
fully) preserving the exact succession of the thouglts,
which mght be easy where they stood 1n some
dependency upon each other, as, for mstagz®in the
development of an argument, but in arbitrary or chance
arrangements was often as trying to my powers as
any feat of rope-dancing I, therefore, amongst that
whole congregation,* was the one sole careworn auditor
—agitated about that which, over all -other heads,
flowed away like water over marble slabs—wviz, the
somewhat . torpi] sermon of my somewhat torpid

 « Thut ~whole tongregation ' —Onginally at churches which
I do ngt remember, where, however, 1n consideration of my
tender age, the demands leviad upon my memory were much
hghter Two or three years later, when I must have been
nearing my tenth year, and when St Peter’s had been finished,
ocamrred the opeming, and eonsequently (as an indispensable
pre-condition) the consecration of that edifice by the bishop
of the diocese (Anz , Chester) I, as a ward of the incumbent,
was naturally amongst those specially invited to the festival,
and T remerfiber a litlle incident which exposed broadly the
conflict of feelings inherited by the Church of England from
the Purttans of the seventeenth century The architecture of
the church was Greclan and certainly the enrichments, inside
or outside, were few eqpugh neither flond nor obtrusive. But
in the centre of the ceiling, for the sake or breaking the
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guirdian  But this annoyance was not wholly lost,
and those same 230 sermons, which (lasting only
through sixteen minutes each) were apptoved and
forgotten by everybody else, for me became a perfect
palmstra of intellectual gymnaswtcs far better »suited
to my childish weakness than could have been the
sermons of Isaac Barrow or Jeremy Taylor In
these last, the gorgeous 1magery would have dazzled
my, fecble vision, and 1n both the gigantic thinking
would haye crushed my efforts at apprehension I drew,
n fact,‘th~ deepest benefits from this weekly exercise
Perhaps, also, in the end 1t ripened into a great
advantage for me, though long and bitterly I com-
plained of 1t, that I was not allowed to use a penci
in taking notes all was to be charged upon the
memory Bus 1t 1s notorious that the memory strengthens
as you lay burdens upon 1it, and becomes trustworthy
as you trust it So that, m my third year of practice,
I found my abstracting and condensing powérs sensibly
monotony of so large a bilank white surface, there was
moulded, in plaster-of-Paris, a large tablet or shield, charged
with a cornucopia of fruits and flowers And yet, when we
were all assembled in the vest¢y wailing — rector, chutch-
wardens, archilect, and trains of dependants—there arose a
deep’buzz of anxiety, which soon ripened ngo an articulate
expression of fear, that the bishop would think himself bound,
Iike the horrid etkonoclasts of 1643, to 1¥sue his decree of utter
averruncation to the simp 1¢ decoration overhead  Fearfully did
we all tread the lttle 7 1sles i1n the procession of the prelate
Earnestly my lord lr,oked upwards, but finally —were it
courtesy or doubtfulr,ess as to his ground, or approbation—he
passed on
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enlarged My guardian was gradually better satisfitd :
for, unfortunately (and in the begmnning it was un-
fortunate), *always one witness could be summoned
against me upon any impeachment of my fidelity—
viz, the sermon itsel?, since, through lurking amgngst
the 330, the wretch was easily forhed out But these
appeals® grew fewer, and my guardian, ag I have
said, was continually better satisfied Meantime, might
not 1 be continually less satisfied with A andg his
330 sermons? Not atall loving and trusting, with-
out doubt or reserve, and with the deepess phnuples
of vencration rooted iIn my nature, I never, upon
meeting something more impressive than the average
complexion of my guardian’s discourses, for one
moment thought of him as worse or feebler than
others, but simply as different, and no more
quarrelled with him for his charactenstic languor, than
with a green nband for not bemng blue By mere
accidedt, 1 one day heard quoted a couplet which
seemed to me sublime It descnbed a preacher such
as sometimes arises in difficult imes, or in fermenting
times, a son of thunder, that looks all enemies 1n the
fage, and volunteers a ,dehance even when 1t would
have been easy to evade it The lines were writien
by Richard, Baxter—who baffled often with *self-
created sto.rms from the first dawn of the Parhamentary
War 1n 1642, through the period of Cromwell (to
whom he was personally odious), and, finally, through
the trying ragns of the second Charles and of the
second James Asa pulpit orator, he was perhaps the
Whitfield of the seventeenth century—the Leuconomos
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of Cowper And thus 1t 1s that he describes the
impassioned character of his own preaching

1
I preach’d, as never sure to preach aga'm;

(Even that was teling, but then followed this thunder-
peal)
And s a dying man to dving men .

This couplet, which seemed to me equally for weight
and for splendour like molten gold, laid bare another
aspect of the Catholic Church, rcvealed st as a Church
militant, apd crusading

Not even thus, however, did I descry any positive
mmperfection 1n my guardian He and Baxter had
fallen upon different generations Baxter's century,
from first to last, was revolutionary Along the entire
course of that seventeenth century, Lthe great principles of
representative government and the rights of conscience *
were passing through the anguish of conflict and fiery
trral Now again 1n my own day, at the close of the
eighteenth century, 1t 1s true that all the elements of
social life were thrown into the crucible—but on behalf
of our neighbours, no longer of ourselves No longer,
therefore, was invoked the heroic pleader, ready for
martyrdom, preaching, therefore, “as never sure“to

preach again”, and I no more made 1t a defect
Ly

& @ The rights of conscience” —With ‘whxch it 1s pantul to
know that Baxter did not sympatlise, Religious toleration
he called *‘ Soul-murder* And, if you remmnded him that the
want of Lthis toleration had been his own capital grievance, he
replied, ‘* Ab, but the cases were very different 1 was in the
right, whereas the vast majority of those who will benefit by
this new-fangled toleration are shockingly in the wrong "
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my guardian that he wanted energies for combating evils
now forgotten, than that he had not in patriotic fervour
leaped nto®a gulf, hike the fabulous Roman martyr
Curtius, or n zeal for hberty had not mounted a
scaffold® like the real English martyr Algernon Sidwey
Every Sunday, duly as 1t revolved, brought with 1t
this crutl anxiety On Saturday mght ypder sad
anticipation, on Sunday mght under sadder experi-
mental knowledge, of my trymng task, I slept ill gy
pllow was stuffed with thorns, and until Monday
morning’s mspection and armiustrium  hade Jimissed
me from parade to “stand at ease,” verly I felt like
a false steward summoned to some killing audit
Then suppose Monday to be mvaded by som~ horrble
wntruder, visitor, perhaps, fiom a band of my guirdian’s
poor relations, that 1n some undiscovered nook ot
Lancashire seemed 1n fancy to blacken all the fields,
and suddenly at a single note of *caw, cew,” rose n
one vasf cloud like crows, and settled down for weeks
at theotable of my guardian and his wife, whose
noble hospitality would hever allow the humblest
among them to be saddened by a famnt welcome In
suchh cases, very possibly, the whole week did not see
the end of my troubles

On these tgrms, for upwards of three and a thalf
years—that 1s, from Jny eighth to beyond my eleventh
blrthday—my guardmn and I went on cordially he
never once angry, as indeed he never had any reason
for anger, I never once treating my task either as
odious (which mn the’ most abominable excess it was),
o, on the other hand, as costing but a trivial effort,
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wnich practice might have taught me to hurry through
with contemptuous ease To the very last I found
no ease at all in this weekly task, which riever ceased
10 be “a thorn 1n the flesh” and I believe that my
guardian, Irkke many of the gnm Pagan d.vinities,
nhaled a flavour of fragrant incense, from the fretting
and stinging of anxiety which, as it were scme holy
vestal fire, he kept alive by this peniodic exaction It
gave him pleasure that he could reach me 1n the very
recessts of my dreams, where even a Panah might look
for res\,v-o that the Sunday, which to man, and even
to the brutes within his gates, offered an interval of rest,
for me was signalised as a day of martyrdom Yet mn
this, after all, 1t 1s possihle that he did me a scrvice  for
my constitutional infirmity of mind ran but too determin
ately towards the sleep ot endless reverie, and of dreamy
abstraction from hfe and 1ts realities

Whether serviceable or not, however, the connection
between my guardian and myself was now driwing to
rts close Some months after my eleventh berthday,
Greenhay * was sold, and my mother's establishment—
both children and servants—was translated to Bath only
that for a few months I and one brother were still left
unner the care of Mr Samuel H , so far, that 1s, as
regurded our education  Else, as regardeg the luxurious

* ¢ Greenhay” —A counlry-house built by m_}l' father, and
at the time of its foundation (say mn 1791 or 1792) separated
from the last outskirts of Manchester by an entire mile, but
now, and for many a yeair, overlaken by the hasty strides
of this great city, and long since (I presume) absorbed into
1its_mighty uproar.
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comforts of a thoroughly English home, we became ¢he
guests, by special mnvitation, of a young married couple
in Manchester—viz, Mr and Mrs K 1 This
incident, though otherwise without results, I look back
upon with feelings mexpressibly profound, as a jewelly
parenthesis of pathetic happiness—such as emerge$ but
once meanv man’s ife Mr K was a young and rising
American merchant, by which I mean, that®he was an
Enghshman who exported to the United States He
had marrnied about three years previously a pretty®and
amla.ble young woman—wdcll educated, and éndowed
with singular compass of ntellect  But the dlstmgmshmg
feature in this household was the spint of love which,
under the benign superintendence of the mistress, diffused
itself through all its members

The late Dr Arnold of Rugby, amongst many novel
ideas, which found no welcome even with his iriends,
nsisted earnestly and often upon this—wviz, that a
great dafiger was threatening our social system 1n
Great, Britan, from the austere separation exisling
between our educated and, our working classes, and that
a more conciliatory style of intercourse between these
two bisections of our social body must be established,
of else—a tremendous révolution ‘Lis 1s not the place
to discuss so large a question, and I shall content myself
with makind two remarks The first 1s this — that,
although % changt of the sort contemplated by Dr
Arnold might, if considered as an operative cause, point
forward to some advantages, on the other hand, 1if
considered as an sfzcf, it pomts backward to a less
noble constitution &8f society by much than we already
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enioy Those nations whose upper classes speak
paternally and caressingly to the working classes, and
to servants in particular, do so because they speak from
the lotty stations of persons having civil nights to those
who have none Two centuries back, when a pulitary
chieitain addressed his soldiers as “my children,” he did
so because he was an irresponsible despot erercising
uncontroliLd powers of life and death From the moment
when legal rights have been won for the poorest classes,
meiiable respect on the part of the higher classes ex-
tinguishes for ever the affectionate style which belongs
naturally tothe state of pupilage or inlantine bondage
That 1s my first remark my second 1s this—that the
change advocated by Dr Arnold, whether promising or
wot, 1~ practically imposaible, or possible, 1 should say,
through one sole channel—v1z,, that of domestic servitude
‘There only do the two classes concerned come hourly
into contact On that stage only they meet without
intrusion upon each other There only 1s an epening
for change And a wise mistross, who possesses tact
enough to combine a gracipus affability with a self-
respect that never slumbers nor permuts her to descend
into gosstp, will secure the attachment of all young
and impressible women Such a mistress was Mis
K—— 5She had won the gratitude of her servants from
the hrst, by making the amplest provisfon for therr
comfort, their confidence, by hstening with patience,
and counseling with prudence, and therr respect,
by refusing to mtermeddle with gossiping personahties
always tending to slander To this extent, perhaps,
most mustresses might follow her eéxample But the
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happiness which reigned in Mrs K 's house at this
time depended very much upon special causes All the
zight persomy had the advantage of youth, and the three
young female servants were under the spell of fascina-
tion, sugh as could ragly be counted on, from a spec-
tacle held up hourly before their eyes, that specticle
which of all others i1s the most touching to womanly
sensibililities, and which any one of these servahts. might
hope, withoat presumption, to realise for herself—the
spectacle, I mean, of a happy marriage unmon betw®n
two persons, who hived in harmony so absolufje with
each other, as to be independent of the world outside
How tenaer and self-sufficing such an union might be,
thhey saw with their own eyes The season was then
mud winter, which of itself draws closer all household
ties ‘Their own labours, as generally in respectable
English services, were finished for the most part by
two o'cloch, and as the hours of evening drew nearer,
wnen the Master’s return might be looked for without
fall, b%a.utlful was the smile of anticipation upon the
gentle features of the migtress even more beautiful
the reflex of that smile, half-unconscious, and half-
repressed, upon the features of the sympathising
hafd-maidens One chil, a lttle girl of two years
old, had then crowned the happiness of the K s
She naturallf lent her person at all tumes, "and
apparently *in all places at once, to the improve-
ment of the family groups My brother and myself,
who had been trammed from infancy to the courteous
treatment of servanmts, filled up a vacancy m the
graduated scale of &scending ages, and felt 1n varymg
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degrees the depth of a peace which we could not
adequately understand or appreciate Bad tempers
there were none amongst us, nor any gppenmng for
personal jealousies, nor, through the privilege of our
common youth, either angry recollections brpathing
froill the past, or fretting anxietics gathering from the
future The spirit of hope and the spirit ¢f peace
(so 1t setmed to me, when looking back upon this
profound calm) had, for therr own enjoyment, umted
m ‘a sisterly league to blow a solitary bubble ot
visionagy happiness—and to sequester from the un-
resting hurricanes of lLfe one solitary household ot
eight persons within a four months’ lull, as it within
some Arablan tent on some untrodden wilderness,
withdrawn from human ntrusion, or even from
knowledge, by worlds of mist and vapour

Ylow deep was that lulll and yet, as ;n a4 bhuman
atmosphere, how fraill Did the wvisionary bubble
burst at once? Not so but silently and by measured
steps, like a dissolving palace of snow, 1t collapsed
In the superb expression of Shakespeare, minted by
himself, and drawn from his own aenal funcy, hke
a cloud 1t “dnlimned” , lost 1ts hneaments by stealthy
steps  Already the word “phremg” (for myself dnd
my brother were under summons for Bath) hoisted
the first signal for breaking up Next, 8nd not very
long afterwards, came a mixed sigmal alternate words
of joy and grief—marmage and death severed the
sisterly union amongst the young female servants
Then, thirdly, but many years later, vamished from
earth, and from peace the deepest that can support
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itself on earth, summoned to a far deeper peacep the
mistress of the household herself, together with her
first-bornychild  Some years later, perhaps twenty
from this time, as I stood sheltering myself from rain
in a ghop within the most public street of Manchester,
the master of the establishment drew my attention
to a gentleman on the opposite side of the street—
roaming along 1 a reckless style of movement, and
apparently insensible to the notice which he attracted
“That,” said the master of the shop, *“was once 4
lea,dmg merchant i our town, but he met with great
commercial embarrassments There was Do impeach-
ment of his ntegnty, or (as I beheve) of his discre-
tion But what with these commercial calamities, and
deaths 1 his famly, he lost all hope, and you see
what sort of consolation n 1s that he seeks "—meaning
to say that his style of walling argued intoxication
I did not think so There was a settled misery n
his ewpe, *but complicated with #kez an expression of
nervous distraction, that, if it should increase, would
make life an intolerable, burden I never saw him
agamn, and thought with horror of his being called
in old age to face the fierce tragedies of lfe For
many reasons, I recoldd from forcing myself upon his
notice but I had ascertained, some time previously
to this casdh! rencontre, that he and myself were, at
that date,” all that® remained of the once joyous house
hold At present, and for many a year, I am myself
the sole rehc from that household sanctuary—sweet,
solemn, profound-sthat concealed, as in some ark
floating on solitary seas, eight persons, since called
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awazy, all except myself, one after one, to that rest
which only could be deeper than ours was then

When I left the K——s, I left Manchester, and
during the next three years I was sent to two very
different schools, first, to a piblic one—wviz, the
Bath Grammar School, then and since famous for
its excellence —secondly, to a private scheol 1
Wiltshire At the end of the three years, I found
myself once again in Manchester I was then fifteen
year$ old, and a trifle more, and as it had come to
the knowledge of Mr G, a banker in Lincolnshire
(whom hitherto I have omitted to notice amongst my
guardians, as the one too generally prevented from
interfering by his remoteness from the spot, but whom
otherwise I should have recorded with honour, as
by much the ablest amongst them), that some
pecumary advantages were attached to a residence
at the Manchester Grammar School, whilst 1n other
respects that school seemed as eligible as any cother,
he had counselled my mother to send me thither
In fact, a three years’ residence at this school obtained
an annnal allowance for seven years of nearly (if not
quite) 450, which sum, added to my own patrimonial
income of 4150, would have'made up the annudl
4200, ordinanly considered the proper allowance for
an Ozxford under-graduate No objectlon ansing
from any quarter, this plan was adopted, and soon
afterwards carried into effect.

On a day, therefore, it was in the closing autumn
(or rather in the opening winter) of 1800 that my
first ntroduction took place to * the Manchester
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Grammar School The schoolroom showed alremdy
m its ample proportions some hint of its pretensions
as an endowed school, or school of that class which
I beheve peculiar to England To this himited extent
had ¢he architecturel sense of power been tigmdly
and parsimoniously invoked Beyond that, nothing
had bgen attempted, and the dreary expanse of
whitewashed walls, that at so small a cost r.mght have
been embellished by plaster-of-Paris friczes and large
[ 4
medallons, illustrating to the eye of the youthful
btud_ent the most memorable glorifications gf #iterature
—these were bare as the walls of a poor-house or a
lazaretto, buildings whose functions, as thoroughly
sad and gloomy, the mind recoils from drawing into
rehef by sculpture or pamnting But this building was
dedicated to purposes that were noble The naked
walls clamoured for decoration and how easily might
tablets have been moulded —exhibiting (as a first
homage o lhterature) Athens, with the wisdom of
Athens, in the person of Pisistratus, concentrating the
general energies upon the revisal and the re-casuing
of the Jiad Or (second) the Athemian captives
m_ Siwialy, withn the fifth century Bc, as wmnning
noble mercy for themsefVes by some

Repeated aur
Of sad Electra's poet

Such, and so sudden, had beex the oblivion of earthly
passions wrought by the contemporary poet of Athens
that 1n a moment*the wrath of Sicily, with all 1its
billows, ran down into a heavenly calm, and he that
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cold plead for his redemption no closer relation to
Euripides than the accident of recalling some scatter-
ings from his divine verses, suddenly found this chains
dropping to the ground, and himself, that in the
morning had nsen a despairng' slave 1n a stone-
quarry, translated at once as a favoured brother mto
a palace of Syracuse Or, agamn, how essy to
represent (third) ‘“the great Emathian conqueror,”
that mn the very opening of his career, whilst visiting
Thebes with vengeance, nevertheless relented at the
thought f |iterature, and

Bade spare
The house of Pindarus, when Temple and tower
Went to the ground

Alexander might have been represented amongst tne
colonnades of some Persian capital — Ecbatana or
Babylon, Susa or Persepolis—in the act of receiving
from Greece, as a wuszur more awful than anything
within the gift of the “barbaric East,” a jewelled
casket contaming the Jlzad apd the Odyssey, creations
that already have hved almost as long as the Pyramids
Puritamically bald and odious therefore, in my eyes,
was the hall up which my gudrdian and myself pac:e'd
solemnly—though not Miltomically ““nding up to the
Soldan’s chair,” yet in fact, within a thore limuted
kingdom, advancing to the chair of a mork absolute
despot ~ This potentate was the head- master, or
archididoscalus, of the Manchester Grammar School,
and that school was variously disunguished It was
(1) ancient, having 1n fact been founded by a bishop
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of Exeter in an early part of the sixteenth century, so
as to be now, in 1856, more than 330 years old, (2)1t
was rich,%and was annually growing ncher, and (3)
1t was dignified by a beneficial relation to the magnificent
University of Oxford*

The head-master at that ime was Mr Charles La.wson
In tormer editions of this work, I created hm.1 a doctor,
my object being to evade too close an approach to the
realities of the case, and consequently to personalities,
which (though indiflerent to myself) would have been
i gome cases displeasing to others A dodor, how-
ever, Mr Lawson was not, nor in the account of law
a clergyman Yet most people, governed unconsciously
by the associations surrounding ther composite wdea
of a digmfied schoolmaster, invested him with the
clerical character And in reality he /ad taken deacon’s
orders 1n the Chuich of England But not the les
he held himsell to be a layman, and was addressed as
such By all his correspondents of rank, who might be
suppgsed best to understand the technical rules of
Enghsh etiquette  Etiquette 1n such cases cannot
entirely detach itsell from law  Now, in Englsh law,
ag was shown 1n Horne ‘looke’s case, the rule 1s, once
a clergyman, and always a clergyman  The sacred
character with which ordination clothes a man 1s -
delible But, on the otlier hand, who z a clergyman?
Not he that has “taken simply the mmtial orders of a
deacon, so at least I have heard, but he that has taken
the second and full orders of a priest If otherwise,
then there was a ’great mistake current amongst Mr
Lawson’s fiends 1n addressmg him as an esquire
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Squire or not a squire, however, parson or not a
parson—whether sacred or profane—Mr Lawson was
in some degree interesting by his position and#his recluse
habits Life was over with him, for its hopes and
for its trials Or at most one tr.al yet awaied him.
which was—to fight with a painful malady, and fichting
todie He still had his dying to do he was 1n arrear
as to zkat else all was fimshed It struck me (but, with
such limited means for judging, I might easily he wrong)
that his understanding was of a narrow order DBut
that did*nat disturb the interest which surrounded tim
now m his old age (probably seventy-five, or more),
nor make any drawbacks from the desire I had to spelt
backwards and re-compose the text of his life What
had been his fortunes mn this world®? Had tbev
travelled upwards or downwards? What trmmphs
had he enjoyed i1n the sweet and solemn cloisters of
Oxford? What mortifications in the harsh world out-
side? Two only had survived in the malicious traditions
of “his friends” He was a Jacobite (as were so many
amongst my dear Lancastnian' compatniots) ; had drunk
the Pretender’s health, and had drunk it 1n company
with that Dr Byrom who had graced the symposium by
the famous equivocating smpromptu* to the health of

* ¢ Egurvocating smpromptu” —The party had gathered 1n a
tumultuary way, so that some Capulets had mingled with
the Montagues, one of whom called upon Dr Byrom te
drink The King, God bless him ! and Confusion to the Pretender /
Upon which the doctor sang out.

% God bless the king, of church and éitate defender 3
God bless (no harm 1n blesszng) the Pretender !
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that pnnce Mr. Lawson had therefore been obhged
to witness the final prostration of his political party
That was s earliest mortification His second, about
seven years later, was, that he had been jlted, and
with arcumstances (at least so I heard) of cruel sgorn
Was 1t that /e had interpreted 1n a sense too flattering
for himself ambiguous expressions of favour in the
lady? or that she in cruel caprice had .disowned the
hopes which she had authorised? However this mlght
be, half a century of scothing and reconciling )ears
had, aicatnsed the wounds of Mr Lawson's heat The
lady of 1752, if living 1n 1800, must be furiously
wrinkled And a strange metaphysical question arises
Whether, when the object of an impasstoned love has her-
self faded 1nto a shadow, the fiery passion itself can still
survive as an abstraction, still mourn over its wrongs,
still clamour for redress I have heard of such cases
In Wordsworth's poem of Ruth (which was founded,
as I h&ppen to know, upon facts), it 1s recorded as an
aflectjng incident, that, some months after the first
frenzy of her disturbed mand had given way to medical

But who Pretender is, and who the King—

. God bless us all ! that's quite another Lung

Dr Byrom wAs otherwise fimous than as a Jacobite—wiz,
as the author of a very elaborate shorthand, which (according
to some who have txamined it) rises even to a philosophic
digmty Dawid Hartley in particular said of it “‘that, f
ever a philosophic language (as projected by Bishop Wilkins,
by Leibnitz, etc) should be brought to bear, in that case
Dr Byrom's work wpuld furnish the proper character for its
notation,”
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tredtment, and had lapsed into a gentler form of lunacy,
she was dismissed from confinement, and upon finding
herself uncontrolled among the pastoral scemes where
she played away her childhood, she gradually fell
back.to the original habits of her hfe whilst yet:andis-
turbed by sorrow Something similar had happened
to Mr Lawson, and some time after his firste shock,
amongst other means for effacing that deep-grooved
mmpression, he had laboured to replace himself, as
much as was possible, 1n the situation of a college
student ¢ Ip this effort he was assisted considerably
by the singular arrangement of the house attached
to his official station For an English house i1t was
altogether an oddity, being, in fact, built upon a Roman
plan  All the rooms on both storeys had their windows
looking down upon a httle central court This court was
quadrangular, but so imited 1n its dimensions, that by a
Roman 1t would have been regarded as the wmpluvium
for Mr Lawson, however, with a lttle exeruon of
fancy, 1t transmuted 1itself mto a college quadrangle
Here, therefore, were held «¢he daily *callingsover,”
at which every studemt was obliged to answer
upon bemng named And thus the unhappy man, re-
newing continually the fancy that he was still standing
in an Oxford quadrangle, perhaps che‘a.led himself
nto the belef that all had been a dream which con-
cerned the caprices of the lady, and the lédy herself
a phantom College usages also, which served to
strengthen this fanaiful ahbi—such, for instance, as the
having two plates arranged before‘him at dinner (one
for the animal, the other for the vegetable, food)—were
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reproduced 1n Millgate One sole luxury also, some-
what costly, which, hke most young men of easy income,
he had aMowed himself at Oxford, was now retained
long after 1t had become practically useless This
was ashunter for hirAself, and another for his groom,
which he continued to keep, in spite of the increasing
war-taxes, many a year after he had almost ceased to
nde Once mn three or four months he would have
the horses saddled and brought out Then, with con-
siderable effort, he swung himself into the sagdle,
movgd off at a quiet amble, and, in aboyt #fieen or
twenty minutes, might he seen returming from an
excursion of two mmles, under the imagination that
he had laid in a stock of exercise sufficient for another
period of a hundred days Meantime Mr Lawson
had sought his mam consolation in the great classics
of elder days His semor alumnt were always working
their way through some great scemc poet that had
shaken® the stage of Athens, and more than one of
his classes, never ending, still beginning, were daily
solacing him with the gaieties of Horace, in his Epistles
or in his Satires The Horatian jests indeed to Am
neyer grew old On coming to the Pplagosus Orbilus,
or any other sally of pleasantry, he still threw hirself
back in s jarm-chair, as he /ad done through fifty
years, with what .seemed heart-shaking bursts of sym-
pathetic merrment Mr Lawson, indeed, could afford
to be sincerely mirthful over the word plagosus There
are gloomy tyrants, exulting in the discipline of fear,
to whom and to whose pupils this word must call up
remembrances too aegradmg for any but affected mirth
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Allusions that are too fearfully personal cease to be
subjects of playfulness Sycophancy only 1t 1s that
laughs, and the aruificial memment 1s but the langaage
of shrinking and groveling deprecation  Different,
indeed, was the condition of the Manchester Grammar
School It was honourable both to the masters and
the upper boys, through whom only such a rewnit was
possible, that, in that school, during my knowledge of
it (viz, dunng the closing year of the eighteenth century,
and the two opening years of the mineteenth), all purish-
ments, ¥iat appealed to the sense of bodily pain, had
fallen into disuse, and this at a period long belore
any public agitation had begun to stir in that auection
How then was disuphne mamntained? It was mamn
tamned through the self-discipline of the senior boys,
and through the efficacy of theirr example, combined
with therr system of rules Noble are the mmpulses
of opening manhood, where they are not utlerl‘y 1gnoble
at that perod, I mean, when the poetic sense* begins
to blossom, and when boys are first made sensiple ot
the paracdise that lurhs in female smiles Had the
school been entirely a day-school, too probable it 1is
that the vulgar brawling Lenficnc1es of boys left to
themselves would have prevalled  But 1t happened
that the elder section of the school—those‘on the brink
of manhood, and by incalculable degrees the more
scholar-like section, all who read, n'ledltated,' or began
to kindle mnto the love of hterature—were boarders in
Mr Lawson's house The students, therefore, of the
house carried an overwhelming influence nto the school
They were bound together by links of brotherhood ;
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whereas the day-scholars were disconnected Qver
and above this, 1t happened luckily that there was no
playground, not the smallest, attached to the school,
that 1s, none was attached to the upper or grammar
schooly But there was also, and resting on the same
liberal endowment, a Jower school, where the whole
machinery of teachirg was applied to the lowest
mechamical accomplishments of reading afld wnting
1he hall in which this servile business was conducted ran
under the upper school, 1t was, therefore, I presfime,
a subterraneous duphcate of the upper hall  And, since
the upper rose only by two or three feet above the
level of the neighbouring strects, the lower school should
naturally have been at a great depth de/ew these streets
In that case it would be a dark crypt, such as we see
under some cathedrals, and it would have argued
a singular want of thoughtfulness in the founder to
have laid one part of his establishment under an
original turse of darkness As the access to this
plebejan school lay downwards through long flights
of steps, I never found gurplus energy enough for in-
vestigating the problem  But, as the ground broke
awyay precipitously at that pomnt into lower levels, I
presume, upon considération, that the subterranean
crypt will be found open on one side to visitations
from sun and moon So that, for this Lase mechame
school thére may! after all have been a playground
But for ours 1n the upper air, I repeat, there was none;
not so much as would have bleached a lady’s pocket-
handkerchief, and tlus one defect carried along with
it unforeseen advantages
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Lord Bacon 1t 1s who notices the subtle policy which
may lurk mn the mere external figure of a table A
square table, having an undemable head and foot, two
polar extremittes of what 1s highest and lowest, a
perthelion and an aphelion, together with equatorial
sides, opens at a glance a large career to ambition,
whilst a circular table sternly represses all such aspiring
dreams, atid so does a tniangular table Yet, if the
tnangle should be rght-angled, then the Luufer seated
4t tae rght angle mught argue that he swblended all
the tungts of the hypothenuse, beimng, therefore, as
much noblér than they as Atlas was nobler than the
globe which he carried It was, by the way, some
arrangement of this nature which constituted the
onginal feature of distinction in John o’ Groat's house,
and not at all (as most people suppose) the hign
northern latitude of this house  John, 1t seems,
fimshed the feuds for preccduncy, not by legislating
this way or that, but by cutting away the ‘possibility
of such feuds through the assistance of a round
table The same principle must have guided King
Arthur amongst his kmights, Charlemagne amongst
his paladins, and sailors mn their effectual distribution
of the peril attached to a mitimous remonstrance by
the admirable device of a “round-robn” Even two
Iittle guls, as Harrington remarks in his Uccana, have
oftenttmes hit upon an expedient, throbgh pure
mother-wit, more effectual than all the schools of
philosophy could have suggested, for msunng the
impartial division of an orange, which expedient 1s
that either of the two shall divide, but then that
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the other shall have the nght of choice You diqide,
and I choose Such 1s the formula, and an angel
could not, devise a more absolute guarantee for the
equity of the division than by thus forcing the divider
to begome the inherstor of any possible disadvantages
that he may have succeeded m creating by his’ own
act ofy divisson  In all these cases one seemingly
trivial precaution opens, 1n the next .sta}{e, into a
world ot 1rresistible consequences  And, 1n our case,
an ettect not less disproporuonate {uvllowed ot of
thaﬁ one accident, apparently so slight, thag we had
no playgioun! We of the senionty, who,” by thought-
fulness, and the conscious dignity ot dealing largely
with literature, were already indisposud to boyish
sports, found through the defect of a playground, that
our choice and our pride were also our necessity
Even the proudest of us benefited by that coercion
for many would else have soll their privilege of prnide
for am hbur's amusement, and have become, at least,
occa.s.lonal conformists A day more than usually
fine, a trial of skill mgqre than usually irntating o
the sense of special superionity, would have seduced
most of us in the end nto the surrender of our
exclusiveness  Indiscrifninate familiarity would have
followed as an uncontrollable result, since to mingle
with others® m common acts of business may leave
the sense®of reserve undisturbed but all reserve gives
way before a common intercourse In pleasure As 1t
was, what with our confederation through house-
membership, whate with our recprocal sympathies n
the problems suglested by books, we had become a
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club of boys (amongst whom might be four or five
that were even young men, counting eighteen or
nineteen years) altogether as thoughtful and as self-
respecung as can often exist even amongst adults
Even the subterraneous school eontributed somgthing
to our selfesteem It formed a subordinate section
of our own establishment, that kept before our eyes,
by force of contrast, the digmity inherent in our
own constitution Its object was to master humble
accomphishments that were within the reach of meckansc
efforts rverything mechanic 1s hmited, whereas we
felt that oir object, even if our name of grammar
school presented that object 1n what seemed too
Ihmited a shape, was substantially noble, and tended
towards the nfimte But mn no long time I came
to see that, as to the name, we were all ol us andcr
a mistake Being asked what a grammar school
indicates, what 1t professes to teach, there 1s scarcely
any man who would not reply, “Teach? why, 1t
teaches grammar, what else?” But this 1s a mistake-
as I have elsewhere explained, gremmatica m this
combination does not mean grammar (though grammar
also obeys the movements of a most subtle philos-
ophy), but liuferature Look ito Suetonius Those
“ grammalics” whom he memonalises as an order
of men flocking to Rome in the days of“the Flavian
family, were not grammarians at ull, but what the
French by a comprehensive name style lufdrazenrs—
that 1s, they were men who (1) studied literature,
(2) who taught literature, (3) who practically produced
Iterature  And, upon the whole, gremmatica 1s
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perhaps the least objectionable Latin equivalents for
our word Jiterature

Having, thus sketched the charactenistic points dis-
tingwshing the school and the presiding master (for
of masters, senior and jumior, there were four n this
upper school), I return to my own inaugura! examina-
tion On this day, memorable to myself, as furmishing
the starting-pomt for so long a series of gays, saddened
by haughty obstinacy on one side, made effective by
folly on the other, no sooner had my guardian retired
than Mr Lawson produced from his desk » volume
of the Spectator, and instructed me to throw into as
good Latin as I could some paper of Steele’s—not
the whole, but perhaps a third part No better exercise
could have been devised for testing the extent of my
skill as a Latimist. And here I ought to make an
exvlanation In the previous edition of these Con-
fesswns, wnting sometimes too rapidly, and with Ittle
precisien®in cases of little importance, I conveyed an
mmpression which I had not designed with regard to
the true nature of my pgetensions as a Grecian, and
something of the same correction will apply to that
narrower accomphshment which was the subject of
mfy present examinatioh Neither 1 Greek nor
Latin was my enowledge very extensive, my age made
that 1mpossiBle, and especially because in those days
there were® no decent guides through the thorny jungles
of the Lauin language, far less of the Greek When
I mention that the Port Royal Greek Grammar trans-
lated by Dr Nugent was about the best key extant
in English to the®innumerable perplexities of Greek
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diction and that, for the res metsrca, Morell's valuable
Thesaurus, having then never been reprinted, was rarely
to be seen, the reader will conclude that a s:hoolboy’s
knowledge of Greek could not be other than slender
Slender indeed was mmme Yes stop! whal was
slender? Simply my Znowledge of Greek, for that
knowledge strctches by tendency to the infimite, but
not, therefore, my command of Greek The knowledge
of Greek must always hold some gross proportion to
the time spent upon it —probably, therefore, to the
age of the student, but the command over a language,
the power of adapting it plastically to the expression
of your own thoughts, 1s almost excluwively a gift of
nature, and has very lttle connection with time
"ake the supreme 1tnimity of Greek scholars that
flounished between the Englhsh Revolution of 1683
and the beginning of the nineteenth century—which
trimity I suppose to be, confessedly, Bentley, Valckenaer,
and Porson such are the men, it will be geuerally
fancied, whose aid should be invoked, i1n the event of
our needing some eloquent Greek 1nscription on a
public monument I am of a different opinion The
greatest scholars have usually proved to be the poorest
composers 1 either of the classic languages Sixuy
years ago, we had, from four separate doctors, four
separate Greek versions of Gray's Elrgy, all unworthy
of the national scholarship Yet orfe of these doctors
was actually Porson’s predecessor in the Greek chair
at Cambridge But, as he (Dr Cooke) was an obscumn
man, take an undeniable Grecian, «of punctilious pre
cision — vir,, Richard Dawes, the well- known autho
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of the Miscellanea Critiea This man, a very mariinet
in the delicacies of Greek composition—and who s/ould
have been 2 Greek scholar of some mark, since often
enough he flew at the throat of Richard Bentley—
wrote :J.md published § specimen of a Greek Paradise
Lost, and also two more sycophantic idyls addreSsed
to George II on the death of his “august” papa
It 1s difficult to 1magine anything meaner jn fonception
or more childish 1n expression than these attempts
Now, agamnst them 1 will stake 1n competition a «8py
of 1ambic verses by a boy, who died, I belgve, at
sixtedh—viz, a son of Mr Pitt’s tutor, Tomfne, Bishop
of Winchester * Unmniversally I contend that the facully
of clothing the thoughts in a Greek dressis a function
of natural sensibility, 1n a great degree disconnected
from the extent or the accuracy of the wnter's gram-
matical skill m Greek

N These explanations are too long The reader will

understand? as thewr sum, that what I needed in such

R | 'mpy of wmbic verses | —They will be found in the
wotk on the Greck article by Middleton, Bishrp of Calcutta,
who was the hoys tutor On tlus occasion I would wish to
obsgrve that verses nke Dages s, meant to mimic Homer or
Theocritus, or more genurally dartylic hexameters, are pei-
fectly uscless as tests of power to tlunk ficely in Greek 1f
such verses are examined, it will be {ound that the orchestrat
magnficence %of the metre, 1nd the sonorous cadence of each
separate line, absolutely force upon the thoughts a mere
necessity of being discontinuous  From this signal defect
only 1ambic senarn are free, Lhis metre possessing a power
of plastic interfusion surfilar 1n hind, though inferior in degree,
to the English blank vefse when Miltonically written



70 CONFESSIONS OF

a case was, not so much a cntical famihanty with the
syntax of the language, or a copia verborum, as great
agility mn reviewing the relations of one 1dea to another,
so as to present modern and unclassical objects under
such aspects as might suggest periphrases mn substitu-
tion for direct names, where names could not be had, and
everywhere to colour my translation with as rich a display
of 1diomauc forms as the circumstances of the case would
aliow I succceded, and beyond my expectation For
once—being the first time that he had been known to do
such a, thing, but also the very last—Mr Lawson did
absolutely pay me a compliment  And with aunother
compliment more than verbal he crowned his gracious
condescensions—viz, with my provisional instalment in
his highest class , not the highest at that moment, since
there was one other class above us, but this other was
on the wing for Oxford within some few weeks, which
change bemng accomplished, we (viz, I and two others)
immediately moved up into the supreme place

Two or three days after this exammation—viz, on
the Sunday following—I transferred myself to head-
quarters at Mr Lawson’s house About nine o’clock
m the evening, I was conducted by a servant up a
shoit fight of stairs, througa a senes of gloomy and
unfurnished lhittle rooms, having small windows but
no doors, to the common room (as i Cxford 1t would
technically be called) of the semiar boys Everything
had combined to depress me To leave the society
of accomphshed women—rtias was already a signal
privation The season besides was rainy, which 1n
stself 1s a sure source of depression, and the forlorn
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aspect of the rooms completed my dejecton Rut
the scene changed as the door was thrown open faces
kindling with ammation became visible, and from a
company of boys, numbering sixteen or eighteen,
scattered about the room, two or three, whose afe
entitled® them to the rank of leaders, came forwar® to
receive me with a courtesy which I had not looked for
The grave kindness and the absolute sincery of therr
manner 1mpressed me most favourably "I had hved
famiharly with boys gathered from all quarters of ehe
1sland at the Bath Grammar School and for some time
(wher wisiting Lord Altamont at Eton) with boys of
the highest arnstocratic pretensions At Bith and at
Eton, though not equally, there prevailed a tone of
higher polish, and in the air, speech, Jdeportment of
the majonty could be tiated at once a premature know-
ledge of the world They had indeed the advantage
vover my new friends m graceful sell-possession, but,
on the other hand, the best of them suffered by com-
parison “with these Manchester boys 1h the qualities
of wvisiBle self-restraint and of self-respect At Eton,
high rank was distributed ‘pretty liberally but in the
Manchester school the parents of many boys were
artisans, or of that ranke some even had sisters that
were menial servants, and those who stood higher by
pretensions of dirth and gentle blood were, at the most,
the sons of mural genjry or of clergymen And I believe
that, with the exception of three or four brothers,
belonging to a clergyman’s family at York, all were,
hke myself, natives of Lancashire At that time my
expenience was too limited to warrant me in expressing
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any opinion, one way or the other, upon the relative
prEtensmns —-moral and intellectual — of the several
provinces 1n our island But since then 1 have seen
reason to agree with the late Dr Cooke Taylor 1n
awarding the pre-eminence, as re)gards encrgy, power to
tace suffering, and othur high qualitics, to the ' natives
of Lancashire Even a century back, they were dis-
tingwished for the culture of refined tastes In musical
skill and sensibility, no part of Europe, with the ex-
ceytion of a few places 1n Germany, could pretend to
rival them and, accordingly, even mm Handel's days,
but forthe chorus-singers from Lancashire, his ora‘orios
must have remamned a treasure, 1if not absolutely sealed,
at any rate most imperfectly revealed

One of the young men, noticing my state of dejection,
brought out some brandy—a form of alcohol which I,
for my part, tasted now for the first time, having
previously taken only wmne, and never once 1
quantities to affect my spirins  So much | he greater
wds my astomishment at the rapid change worked 1n
my state of feeling—a change which at once remstalled
me in ny natural advantages for conversation Towards
this nothing was wanting but a question of sufficient
mterest And a question rrose naturally out ¢ a
remark addressed by one of the boys te myself, imply-
ing that perhaps I had intentionally timed my arrival
so as to escape the Sunday evening exerrise. No, I
rephed, not at all, what was that exercise? Simply
an offhand translation from the httle work of Grotius *
on the Evidences of Christamty Did I know the

* Entuitled De Veritate Chnstiana R lrgionss
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book? No, I did not, all the direct knowledge whigh
I had of Grotius was built upon his metrical trans-
lations into Latin of various fragments surviving from
the Greek stenical poets, and these translations had
struck me as exceedpigly beautiful On the other
hand, hit work of highest pretension, De Jure Belll ef
Pacis, so signally praised by Lord Bacon, I had not
read at all, but I had heaid such an accoént of it
from a vcry thoughtful person as made 1t p.roba.ble that
Grotius was stronger, and felt himself stionger, ®n
literary thun on philosophic ground  Thery with
regarce to his little work on the Mosaic an® Christian
tevelations, I had heard very disvaraging opinions
about it, two especially One amounted to no more
than this—that the question was argued with a logic
far mferior, In point of cogency, to that of Lardner
and Paley Iere several boys mterposed therr loud
“assent, as regarded Paley i particular Puley’s
Evidences; at that time just seven years old, had
already become a subject of study amongst them
But the® other objecuion 1mpenched not so much the
dialectic acuteness as the learning of Grotwus—at least,
the appropnate learning According to the anecdote
currént upon this subjectt Dr Edward Pococke, the
great Orental scholar of England in the seventeenth
century, when ®alled upon to translate the little work
of Grotius snto Arabic or Turkish, had replied by
pointing to the idle legend of Mahomet’s pigeon or
dove, as a reciprocal messenger between the prophet
and heaven—which legend had been accredited and
adopted by Grotius m the blindest spit of credulity
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Snch a baseless fable, Pococke alleged, would work a
double mischief not only 1t would rum the authonty
of that particular book in the East, but would damage
Christiamity for generations, by making known to
the followers of the Prophet that their Master was
unuervalued amongst the Franks on the authonty of
nursery tales, and that these tales were accredited by
the leading Frankish scholars

A twofold result of evil would follow not only would
oul Chrnstian erudition and our Christian scholars be
scandalously disparaged, a consequence that in some
cases migiit not be mcompatible with a sense anlongst
Mahometans that the strength of Christiamty itself was
left unaffected by the errors and blunders of 1s
champions, but, secondly, there would be in this case
a strong reaction against Christianity itself Plausibly
enough 1t would be inferred that a vast relig;ious phil-
osophy could have no powerful battery of arguments
in reserve, when 1t placed its main anti“Mohometan
rellance upon so childish a fable since, allowing even
for a blameless assent to this fable amongst’ nations
having no direct intercourse with Mussulmans, still it
would argue a shocking fraity i Christianity that its
main pleadings rested, not apon any strength ol 1ts
own, but simply upon a weakness in its antagonist

At this pomnt, when the cause of Girotius seemed
utterly desperate, G- (a boy whom subsequently I
had reason to admire as equally courageous, truthful,
and far-seemng) suddenly changed the whole field of
view He offered no defence for the ndiculous fable
of the pigeon, which pigeon, en the contrary, he
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represented as drawing 1n harness with that Chnstian
goose which at one time was umversally believed by
Mahometang to lead the vanguard of the earhest
Crusaders, and which, 1n a limited extent, really had
been a true historicalspersonage So far he gave up
Grotius as indefensible  But on the main question, dnd
the very, extensive question, of his apparent imbecility
when collated with Paley, etc, suddenly anfl i one
sentence he revolutionised the whole logic of that
companson Paley and Lardner, he said, what Was
it that they sought! Z%er object was avowgdly to
beneft by any argument, evidence, or pFfesumption
whatsoever, no matter whence drawn, so long as 1t
was true or probable, and fitted to sustain the credibihity
of any element in the Chrstian creed Well, was not
that object common to them and to Grotius? Not at
all. Too often had he (the boy G ) secretly noticed

“the abstinence of Grotius (apparently unaccountable)

from cerfaih cbvious advantages of argument, not to
suspect that, in narrowing his own field of disputation,
he had® a dehberate purpose, and was moving upon
the line of some very different policy Clear it was to
/um that Grotwus, for some reason, declined to receive
evidence except from one® special and limited class of
witnesses Upon this, some of us laughed at such a
self-lmitation Bs a wild bravado, recallng that rope-
dancing fea? of some verse-wnters who, through each
several stanza 1n its turn, had gloried 1n dispensing with
sOme one separate consondant, some vowel, or some
diphthong, and thug achieving e tnumph such as
crowns with laurel shat pedestnian athlete who wins
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a race by hopping on one leg, or wins it under the
mmhuman condrtion of confinng both legs within a
sack % Vo, no,” 1impatiently interrupted G “ All
such fantastic conflicts with self-created difficulties
terminate 1n pure ostentatior, and profit nobody
But the self-imposed hmitations of Grotius had a
special purpose, and realised a value not otherwise
attainabie” If Grotius accepts no arguments or pre-
sumptions except from Mussulmans, from Infidels, or
from those who rank as Neutrals, then has he adapted
his brok to a separate and peculiar audience The
Neutral man wil hearken to authorties notoriously
Neutral, Mussulmans will show deference to the state-
ments of Mussulmans, the Sceptic will bow to the
reasonings of Scepticism Al these persons, that would
have been repelled on the very threshold from such
testimonies as begin 1n a spint of hostility to themselves,
will Listen thoughtfully to suggestions offered 1n a spinit
of conciiation, much more so if offered ty people
occupving the same ground at starting as themselves

At the cost of some disproportion, I have ventured
to rehearse this inaugural conversation amongst the
leadcrs of the school Whether G were entirely
correct 1 this application ol a secret key to the “httle
work of Grotius, I do not know I take blame to
myself that I do not, for I also must have been
called upon for my quota to the Sunday evening studies
on the De Verilate, and must therefore have held in my
hands the ready means for solving the question *

* Some excuse, however, for my'own want of energy 1s
suggested by the fact that very sood after my matriculation
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Meantime, as a solitary act of silent observation th
a boy not fifteen, this deciphering 1dea of G s,
in direct reystance to the recetved idea, extorted my
admuration, and equally, whether true or false as
regarded the immediate fact That any person,, in
the very middle storm of chase, when a headlong
movemend carries all umpulses into one current, should
i the twinkling of an eye recall himself @ the unex-
pected “doubles” of the game, wheel as tkas wheejs,
and sternly resist the instincts of the one preoccupying
assumption, argues a sagacity not often hegard® of m
boyhood Was G right? In that case he picked
a lock which others had failed to pick Was he wrong?
Jn that case he sketched the idea and outhne of a
better work (better, as more original and more special
in 1ts setvice) than any which Grotius has himself
\a.ccomphshed

Not, however, the particular boy, but the particular
school, 1t* was my purpose, i this place, to signalise
for praige and gratutude In after years, when an
under-graduate at Oxford, d had an opportunity of
reading as 1t were mn a murror the charactenstic pre-
tensions and the average success of many celebrated
schools Such a murror” I found 1n the ordinary
conversation argd in the favounte reading of young

Mr Lawson shbstituted® for Grotius, as the Sunday evening
lecture-book, Dr Clarke’s Commentary on the New Testa-
ment. *“QOut of sight, out of mind”, and n that way only
can I account for my own neglect to clear up the question.
Orc perhaps, after all, 1°did clear it up, and i a long lfe.
march subsequently may have dropped 1t by the wayside.
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gawnsmen belonging to the many different colleges
of Oxford Generally speaking, each college had a
filal connection (strict* or not strict) with some one
or more of our great publc schools These, for
turately for England, are difiused through all her
counties and, as the mamn appointments to the
capital offices in such public schools are often vested
by law i’ Oxford or Cambridge, this arrangement
grrarantees a sound system of teaching, so that any
failures 1n the result must presumably be due to the
individiual, student  Failures, on the whole, I do not
suppose that there were Classical attainments, that
might be styled even splendid, were not then, nor are
now, uncommon And yet in one great feature many
of those schools, even the very best, when thus
tried by their fruits, left a painiul memento of failure,
or rather not of failure as in relation to any purpose
that they steadily recognised, but of w:lful and sm
tentional disregard, as towards a purpose alien from
any duty of theirs or any task which they had ever
undertaken—a fa'lure, namely, 1n relation to wmodern
hterature—a neglect to unroll its mighty charts. and
amongst this modern lterature a special neglect
(such as seems almost brutal) of our own Erglsh
literature, though pleading its patent of precedency
In a voice so trumpet-tongued To! myself, whose
homage ascended might and day towards the great

® ¢ Strict or mol strict™ —In some colleges the claims of
alumns from certain schools were absolute, 1o some, I believe,
econditional , 1n others, again, concurrent with nval claims
from favoured scbools or favoured counties.
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altars of Enghsh Poetry or Eloquence, 1t was shockiftg
and revolting to find 1in high-minded young country-
men, burning with sensibiity that sought vamly for
a corresponding object, deep unconsciousness of an
allsufficsent object—natnely, 1 that great inhertapce
of our literature which sometimes kindled enthusiasm
in our public enemies How painful to see or to
know that vast revelations of grandeur sand beauty
are wasting themselves for ever—forests teeming with
gorgeous hfe, floral wildernesses hidden maccessxbfy,
whilst, at the same time, in contraposition to that evil,
behold a corresponding evil—wviz, that with equal
prodigality the pgreat capacities of enjoyment are
runming also to waste, and are everywhere burning
out unexercised—waste, 1n short, in the world of things
emjoyable, balanced by an equal waste m the organs
and the machineries of enjoyment! This picture—
would 1t not fret the heart of an Englishman? Some
years (sdy 'twenty) after the era of my own entrance
at that, Oxford which then furnished me with records
so pamful of shght regards to our national literature,
behold at the court of London a Fiench ambassador,
a man of gemus blazin (as some people thought)
with nationality, but, in fact, with something inex-
pressibly nobler and deeper —viz, patriotism For
true and unaffected patrioism will show 1its love m a
noble form ‘Jy sincehity and truth But nationality, as
I have always found, 1s mean, 1s dishonest, 1s un-
generous, 1s incapable of candour, and, being con-
tinually besieged with temptations to falsehood, too
often ends by becoming habitually mendacious. This
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Fienchman above all things valued Iterature Hhis
own trophies of distinction were all won upon that
field and yet, when called upon tor review the
Iiterature of Europe, he found himself conscientiously
cogrced into making lus work®a mere monwnent to
the glory of one man, and that man the son of a
hostile land  The name of Milton, 1n /s ‘ estunate,
swallowed wp all others This Frenchman was
Chateaubniand The personal splendour which sur-
rounded lum gave a corresponding splendour to his
act ning because he, as an ambassador, was a
representative man, this act might be interpreted as
a representative act lhe tutelary genwus of France
i this instance might be regarded as bending before
that of England But homage so free, homage so
noble, must be mterpreted and received 1n a corre-
sponding spirit of generosity It was not, hke the
testtmony of Balaam on behalf of Israel, an unwilling
submission to a hateful truth 1t was a concéssion, in
the spint of samntly magnanimity, to an interest of
human nature that, a@s such, transcended by many
degrees all considerations merely national

Now, then, with this unlimited devotion to one great
lummary of our literary system emblazoned so con-
spicuously in the tesimony of a Frenchman—that 1s,
of one trained, and prnivileged to be a public enemy—
contrast the humiliating spectacle of young Enghshmen
suffered (so far as their training 1s concerned) to ignore
the very existcnce of this mighty poet Do I mean,
then, that 1t would have been advisable to place the
Paradise Lost, and the Paradise Regained, and the
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Sampson, 1n the hbrary of schoolboys? By no meats
That mode of sensibiity which deals with the Miltonic
sublimity 1s,rarely developed m boyhood And these
divine works should n prudence be reserved to the
period of mature mahhood But then it should, be
made known that they are so reserved, and upon
what prmciple of reverential regard for the poet him-
self In the meantime, selections from Mll{)on, from
Dryden, from Pope, and many other wrnters, though
not everywhere appreciable by those who have But
small_ experience of life, would not generallv transcend
the mtellect or sensibility of a boy sixteen or seventcen
years’ old And, beyond all other sections of literature,
the two which I am going to mention are fitted (or
might be fitted by skiltul management) to engage the
interest of those who are no longer boys, but have
,reached the age which 1s presumable m Engush
university matnculzmon —viz, the close of the
eighteerth year Search through all languages, from
Benareg the mystical, and the banks of the Ganges,
travelling westwards to the fountains of the Hudson,
I deny that any two such Jwdlwrhece for engaging
yoyghful interest could be brought together as these
two which follow —

First, In cogtradlctlon to M Cousin’s recent audacious
assertion (redeemed from the suspicion of mendacity
simply by the extremity of ignorance on which 1t
reposes) that we Enghsh bave no tolerable writer of
prose subsequent to Lord Bacon, 1t so happens that
the seventeenth century, and specially that part of it
concerned i this case—viz, the latter seventy years
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(A0 1628-1700)—produced the highest efforts of elo-
quence (philosophic, but at the same time rhetorncal
and impassioned, in a degree unknown tp the prose
Iterature of France) which our hterature possesses,
and not a lne of it but 1s postenor to the death
of Lord Bacon Donne, Chilingworth, Sir Thomas
Browne, Jeremy Taylor, Milton, South, Barrew, form
a pleiad, a gonstellation of seven golden stars, such as
no literature can match 1n therr own class  From these
seven writers, taken apart from all their contemporaries,
I wouM undertake to buld up an entre body of
phllo:ophy' upon the supreme interests of humamty
One error of M Cousin’s doubtless lay 1n overlooking
the fact that all conceivable problems of philosophy can
reproduce themselves under a theological mask and
thus he had absolved himself from reading many
English books, as presumably mere professional plead-
ings of Protestant polemics, which are in fact mines
mexhaustible of eloquence and philosophic specu'la.tlon
Secondly, A full abstract of the English Drama from
about the year 1580 to the.period (say 1635) at which
1t was killed by the frost of the Puritanical spint season
ing all flesh for the Parhameqtary War No lterature,

® “ Phiosopny ° —At this pont 1t 1s that the main ms-
conception would arise Theology, and not ghulosophy, most
people will fancy, i1s likely to form the staple of these writers
But I have elsewhere maintamned that the mam bulk of
English philosophy has always hidden itself in the Enghsh
divinity In Jeremy Taylor, for instance, are exhibited all
the practical aspects of philosophy , of philosophy as it bears
upon Life, upon Ethics, and upon 1rangcendent Prudence—we,
brefly upon the Greek summum bonum.
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not excepting even that of Athens, has ever presented
such a multiform theatre, such a carmval display, mask
and ant- mask of impassioned life—breathing, moving,
acting, suffermg, laughing

Quicyquid agunt homthes—votum, timor, 1ra, voluptag,
Gaudia, discursus ¥

—all this, but far more truly and adequately,than was
or could be effected in that field of compdsition which
the gloomy satinist contemplated—whatsoever, 1n fgct,
our medizval ancestors exhibited m therr “Dance of
Death,” drunk with tears and laughter—maay here be
reviewed, scenically grouped, draped, and gorgeously
coloured What other national drama can pretend to
any competition with this? The Athemian has in a
great proportion penished, the Roman was killed pre-
maturely by the bloody realities of the amphitheatre,
as candlebght by daylight, the Spamsh, even 1n the
hands of Qalderon, offers only undeveloped sketchings,
and the Fiench, besides other and profounder objections,
to whith no justice had yet been done, lies under the
signal disadvantage of not*having reached its meridian
untd sixty years (or two generations) after the English
In reality, the great period of the English Drama was
exactly closing as the French opened 1 consequently

* 1All that ¥s done by men—movements of prayer, pinic,
wrath, revets of thg voluptuous, festivals of triumph, or
gladiatorship of the intellect — ju=enal, in the prefatory hnes
which rehearse the prevailing themes of lus own Satires
gathered in the gre it harvests of Rome

t It 1s remarkable #hat in the period immediately antenor
to that of Corneille, & stronger and more /iving nature was
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the French lost the prodigious advantage for scemical
effects of a romantic and picturesque age This had
vanished when the French theatre culminated, and
the natural result was that the fastidiousness of French
taste, by this time too powerfully developed, stlﬂed or
distorted the free movements of French genius

I beg the reader’s pardon for this dlbpropomoned
digression; into which I was hurned by my love for
our great national lterature, my anxiety to see it
amengst educational resources invested with a ministerial
agency of far ampler character, but at all events to
lodge a pretest agamnst that wholesale neglect of our
supreme authors which leaves us open to the stinging

struggling for utterance in French tragedy Guzot bas cited
from an early drama (I forget whether of Rotrou or of Hardy)
one scene most thoroughly impassioned The situation s
that of a prince who has fixed his love upon a girl of low
barth  She 1s faithful and constant but the courtiers about
the prince, for malicious purposes of thur own, calumniate
her the prince 1s deluded by the plausible air of thewslanders
which they disperse he believes them, bul not with the
result (anticipated by the courtieis) of dismissing the girl
from his thoughts On the contrary, he 1s haunted all the
more morbidly by her image, and, in a scene which brings
before us one of the vilest amongst these slanderers exeryng
hunself to the uttermost in drawing off the prince’s thoughts
to alien objects, we find the prince vainly attempting any
self-control, vdinly striving to attend, till he % overruled by
the tenderness of his sorrowing love into finding new occa-
sions for awakening thoughts of the lost girl in the very words
chiefly relied on for caling off his feehngs from her image.
The scene (as Guizot himself remarks) is thoroughly Shake.
spearian, and 1 venture to think that this judgment would
bave been countersigned by Charles Lamb.
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reproach of “treading daily with our clouted shoen”
(to borrow the words of Comus) upon that which high.
minded foreigners regard as the one paramount jewel
in our national diadem

Thqt reproach felld heavily, as my own lumted. ex-
pertence inchned me to fear, upon most of our great
public ,schools, otherwise so admirably conducted *
But from the Manchester Grammar Schpof any such
reproach altogether rebounded My very first con-
versation with the boys had ansen naturally updh a
casual topic, and had shown them to be &olerably
famliar with the outline of the Christiar®” polemics 1n
the warfare with Jew, Mahometan, Infidel, and Sceptic.
But this was an exceptional case, and naturally it
happened that most of us sought for the ordinary sub-
jects of ows conversational discussions 1n hterature—viz ,
In our own hative Jilerature  Here it was that I learned
to teel a deep respect for my new school-fellows deep
it wase ten, and a larger expernience has made 1t
dceper I have since known many lterary men,
men whose profession wag lhitcrature, who were under-
stood to have dedicated themselves to hteiature, and
who sometimes had with some one speual section or
ltfde nook of lteratur® an acquaintance cntically

* It will stnnke everybody that such works as the Microcosm,
conducted n8toriously*by Eton boys, and therefore, in part, by
Canning as one of theirr leaders at that period, must have
an admirable effect, since not only it must have made it the
mterest of each contributor, bul must even have made 1t his
necessity, to cultivalé some acquaintance with his native
hiterature. '
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minate But amongst such men I have found but
three or four who had a knowledge which came as
near to what I should consider a comprehensive know-
ledge as really existed amongst those boys collectively
What one boy had not, another had, and thus, by
continual intercourse, the fragmentary contribution of
one being integrated by the fragmentary contrihutions
of others, gradually the attainments of each separate
mdwldua.l became, 1In some degree, the collective
attainments of the whole semior common room It
1s true, «undoubtedly, that some parts of hterature
were ma.ccéssxble, sinply because the books were
maccessible to boys at school—tor instance, Froissart
m the old translation by Lord Berners, now more than
three centuries old, and some parts were, to the young,
essentially repulsive  But, medsuring the general
qualifications by that standard which I have since
found to prevail amongst professional /wttérafenrs, 1
felt more respectfully towards the majonty eof my
senior school-fellows than ever I had fancied 1t possible
that I should find occasion to feel towards an}" boys
whatever My intercourse with those amongst them
who had any conversational talents greatly stlmulated
my intellect

This intercourse, however, fell within narrower limits
soon after the time of my entrance I‘"acknowledge,
with deep self-reproach, that every ‘possible ‘indulgence
was allowed to me which the circumstances of the
establishment made possible I had, for example, a
prnivate room allowed, in which I not only studied,
but also slept at mght. The‘room beng airy
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and cheerful, I found nothing disagreeable 1 this
double use of 1t Naturally, however, this means of
retirement 4tended to sequester me from my com-
panions for, whilst liking the society of somc¢ amongst
them,«I also had a‘deadly lking (perhaps a merbid
hking) for solitude To make my present solitude
the more fascinating, my mother sent me five guineas
extra, for the purchase of an admision to the
Manchester Library, a lbrary which I should ngf at
present think wery extensive, but which, however, bene-
fited in 1ts composition, as also in its admurfistration,
by the good sense and inteligence of some amongst
its oniginal commitices These two luxuries were
truly and indeed such but a third, from which I
had anticipated even greater pleasure, turned out
a total failure, and tor a reason which it may be
useful to mention, by way of caution to others
This was a pianoforte, together with the sum
required for regular lessons from a music-master
But the first discovery I made was that practice
through eight or even #en hours a day was n-
dispensable towards any great proficiency on this
nsjrument  Another ciscovery finished my dis-
enchantment 1t was this For the particular
purpose which I had in view, it became clear that
no mastery of tk:e mstrument, not even that of
Thalberg, would be available Too soon I became
aware that to the deep voluptuous enjoyment of
music absolute passiveness 1 the hearer 1s ndis
pensable. Gain wP!a.t skill you please, nevertheless
activity, Vigilance, anxiety must always accompany
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an ‘elaborate effort of musical execution and so far
1s that from bemng reconcilable with the entrancement
and lull essential to the true fruition of music, that
even 1f you should suppose a vast piece of mechanism
capable ot executing a whole oraforio, but requiring, at
intervals, a co-operating 1mpulse from the foot of the
auditor, even fZaf, even so much as an occasion.l touch
of the foot, vould utlerly unde mine all your pleasure
A gingle psychological discovery, therefore, caused my
musical anticipations to evanesce Consequently, one
of my luxuries burst ke a bubble at an early stage
In this state of things, when the instrument had turned
out a bubble, 1t followed naturally that the music-master
shnuld find himself to be a bubble But he was so
thoroughly good-natured and agreeable that I could
not reconcile myself to such a catastrophe Meantime,
though accommodating within certain lunits, this music-
master was yet a conscientious man, and a man of
honourable pride On finding, therefore, that*1 was
not seriously making any effort to improve, he shook
hands with me one fine day, and took his lcave for
ever. Unless 1t were to point a moral and adorn a
tale, the prano had then become useless It was too
big to hang upon willows, and willows there were none
in that neighbourhood But it remaingl for months
as a lumbering monument of labour misapplied, of
bubbles that had burst, and of musical visions that,
under psychological tests, had foundered for ever

Yes, certanly, this particular luxury—one out of
three—had proved a bubble, too surely this had
foundered, but not, therefore, the other fwo The
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quiet study, hfted by two storeys above the vapburs
of earth, and liable to no unseasonable intrusion, the
Manchestar Library, so judiciouslv and symmetncally
mounted 1n all its most attractive departme nis—no class
dispreportioned to the rest these were no bupbles,
these had not foumdered Oh, wherefore, then, was
t—through what incxplicable growth of evil n myself
or 1in others—that now 1n the sammer of 1802, when
peace was brooding over all the land, peace succegding
to a bloody seven ycars’ war, but peace which already
gave signs of breaking into a far blooder war, some
dark sympithising movement withn my own heart,
as if echomng and repeating i mimicry the pohtical
menaces of the earth, swept with storm-clouds across
that oth:rwise serene and radiant dawn which should
have heralded my approaching entrance into hfe?
Ineaplicabre | have allowed myself to call this fatal
error 1n my hfe, because such 1t smust appear to others,
since, ‘even to myself, so often as I fail to realise the
case ,by reproducing a reflex impression m kind, and
in degree, of the suffemng before which my better
angel gave way—ycs, even to myself this collapse of
my resising energies geems inexplicable Yet again,
in simple truth, now that it becomes possible, through
changes woghed by time, to tell the whole truth (and
not, as 1p former. editions, only a part of i), there
really was no absolute mystery at all But this case,
in common with many others, exemplifies to my mind
the mere 1mpossihity of making full and frank
“ Confessions,” Whl!St many of the persons concerned in
the incidents are themselves surviving, or (which 1s worse
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stull) if themselves dead and buried, are yet vicariously
surviving In the persons of near and loving kinsmen
Rather than inflict mortifications upon peogle so cir-
cumstanced, any kind-hearted man will choose to
mutilate his narrative, will suppress facts, and will
mystify explanations For nstance, at this pomnt in
my record, 1t has become my right, perhaps I. might
say my du‘ty,-.to call a particular medical man of the
penultimate generation a blockhead, nay, doubtfully,
to call hm a criminal blockhead But, could 1 do
this withvut deep compunction, so long as sons and
daughters of his were still iving, from whom I, when
a boy, had recened most hospitable attentions? Often,
on the very same day which brought home to my
suffering convictions the atrocious ignorance of papa,
[ was benefiing by the courtesies of the daughters,
and by the scientific accomplishments of the son Not
the less this man, at that particular moment when a
crisis of gloom was gathering over my path, became
effectually my evil genius Not that singly, perhaps,
he could have worked any dumable amount of mischief
but he, as a co-operator unconsciously with others,
sealed and ratified that sentence of stormy sorrow then
hanging over my head ‘lhree separate persons, in
fact, made themselves unintentional accomplices i that
ruin (a rwin reaching me even at this day by its shadows)
which threw me out a homeless vagrant upon the earth
before I had accomplished my seventeenth year Of
these three persons, foremost came myself, through my
wilful despair and resolute adjuration of all secondary
hope since, after all, some mmgﬁtlon was possible,
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supposing that perfect relief might mor be possible
Secondly, came that medical ruffian through whose
brutal ignprance it happened that my malady had
not been arrested before reaching an advanced stage
Thirdly, came Mr YLawwon, through whose growing
infirmities 1t had arjsen that this malady ever reached
its vemy earhest stage Strange 1t was, but not the
less a fact, that Mr Lawson was graduzllf becoming
a curse to all who fell under his influence, through
pure zealotry of conscientiousness. Being a Worse
man, he would have carnied far deeper blessings into
his circle  If he could have reconciled Bimself to an
umperfect discharge of his duties, be would not have
betrayed his insufficiency for those duties. But this
he would not hear of He persisted in travelling over
the appointed course to the last inch, and the conse-
quences told most pamifully upon the comfort of all
around him By the old traditionary usages of the
schoolp gding 1n at seven A M., we ought to have becn
dismissed for breakfast and a full hour’s repose at
nine This hour of rest was m strict justice a ded? to
the students—hable to no discount either through the
caprice or the tardiness of the supreme master Yet
such were the gradual®encroachments upon this hour
that at length the bells of the collegiate church—
which, by an ancient usage, rang every morning from
half-past fine to ten, and through varying modifications
of musical key and rhytimus that marked the advanc
ing stages of the halfhour—regularly announced to us,
on 1ssuing from the schoolroom, that the bread and
milk ~-which compbsed our simple breakfast must be
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despatched at a pace fitter for the fowls of the air
than students of Grecian philosophy Dut was no com-
pensatory encroachment for our benefit allowed upon
the next hour from ten to eleven? Not for so much
as the fraction of a second Ine.orably as the  bells,
by stopping, announced the houy of ten, was Mr
Lawson to be seen ascending the steps of the <chool,
and he tha. guffered most by this rigorous exactions
of duties could not allege that Mr Lawson suffered
less ~ If he required others to pay, he also paid up
to the last farthing The same derangement took place,
with the samé refusal to benefit by any indemnification,
at what shou/d have been the two-hours’ pause for dinner
Only for some mysterious reason, resting possibly upon
the family arrangements of the day-scholars—which,
if once violated, might have provoked a rebellion of
fathers and mothers—he still adhered faithfully to five
o’clock Py as the closing hour of the day’s labours
Here then stood arrayed the whole machmery of
mischief 1n good working order, and through six months
or more, allowing for one shqrt respite of four weeks,
this machinery had been operating with effect Mr
Lawson, to begin, had (without meaning 1it, or so much
as perceiving 1t) barred up all avenues from morning
to mght through which any bodily exercise could be
obtained Two or three chance intervals of live minutes
each, and even these not consecutivery arranged, com-
posed the whole available fund of leisure out of which
any stroll 1nto the country could have been attempted
But in a great city hike Manchester: the very suburbs
had hardly been reached before that httle fractica of
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time was exhausted Very soon afier Mr Law3on's
increasig nfirmities had begun to tell severely m the
contraction, of our spare time, the change showed itself
powerfully in my drooping health  Gradually the hver
becare affected afld connected with that affgction
arose, what often agcompanies such ailments, profound
melanoholy In such circumstances, mdced under any
the slhightest disturbance of my health, I had authority
from my guardians to call for medical advice but I
was not left to my own discretion 1n selecting the
adviser This person was not a phy stc1an, who would,
of course, have expected the ordmary fee of a gumnea
for every visit, nor a surgeon, but simply an apothecary,
In any case of sertous 1lllness a physician would have
been called 1n But a less costly style of advice was
reasonably held to be sufficient i any illness which
left the patient strength sufficient to walk about
Certainly 1t ought to have been sufficient here for no
case could possibly be simpler  Three doses of calomel
or blye pill, which unhappily I did not then know, would
no doubt have re-established me mn a week But far
better, as acting always upon me with <. magical celenity
and a magi~al certainty, would have been the authorn-
tahive prescription (privately notified to Mr Lawson)
of seventy miles’ walking 1 each weck Unhappily
my professlonal adviser was a comatose old gentleman,
rich beyond all hi% needs, careless of his own practice,
and standing under that pamful necessity (accord-
Ing to the custom then regulating medical practice,
which prohibited fees to apothecaries) of seeking his
remumerstion in excessive deluges of medicine Me,



94 CONFESSIONS OF

however, out of pure idleness, he forbore to plague with
any variety of medicines. With sublime simplicity he
confined himself to one horrid mixture, that must have
suggested 1itself to him when prescribing for a tiger

In ordinary circumstances, and wih plenty of exercise,
no creature could be healthier than myself But my
orgamsation was perilously fral  And to fighf simul-
taneously with such a malady and such a medicine
seemed really too much The proverb tells us that
three “flittings” are as bad as a fire Very possibly

And I should think that, 1n the same spint of reasonable
equation, thrée such tiger-drenches must be equal to
one apoplectic fit, or even to the tiger himsell. Having:
taken two of them, which struck me as quite enough
for one life, I declined to comply with the injunction
of the label pasted upon each several phial—wiz,
Repetatur haustus ,® and, mnstead of doing any such
dangerous thing, called upon Mr. (the apothecary),
hegging to know if his art had not amongst its reputed
mfinity of resources any less abominable, and less
shattening to a delicate system than this. “None what-
ever,” he replied. Exceedingly kind he was, insisted
on my drnnking tea with his really amable daughters,
but continued at intervals to répeat, “ None whateyel—
none whatever,” then, as if rousing himself to an effort,
he sang out loudly, *“ None whatever,” ‘which in this
final utterance he toned down syllabigally into “ whatever
—ever—uyver—er" The whole wit of man, 1t seems,
had exhausted itself upon the preparation of that one
infernal mixture

® ¢ Let the draugbt be repeated.”




AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER o5

Now then we three—Mr Lawson, the somnelent
apothecary, and myself —had amongst us accom-
phshed a clmax of perplexity Mr Lawson, by
mere dinf of conscientiousness, had made health
for me impossible +The apothecary had subscribed
ks little contnbutlc.)n, by ratfying and treblmg' the
ruinoug effects of thic sedentarmess And for myself,
as last in the series, it now remamecd td®clench the
operation by my own little contribution, all that 1
really had to offer—viz, absolute despair 7Those’who
have ever suffered from a profound derangement of
the fiver may happen to know that of huthan despond-
encies through all thewr mnfimte gamut none 1s more
deadly Hope died within me I could not look
for medical rehef, so deep being my own ignorance,
so equally deep being that of my official counsellor
I could not expect that Mr Lawson would modify
his system—his 1nstincts of duty bemng so strong,
his mmgapacity to face that duty so steadily -
creasing  “It comes then to this,” thought I,
“that' in myself only there lurks any arrear of
help ” as always tor every man the ultimate
rehance should be on himself But this sef
of®* mine seemed absoiitely bankrupt, bankrupt of
counsel or device—of effort 1n the way of action, or
of suggestion $n the way of plan I had for two months
been pursifing with: one of my guardians what I meant
for a negouation upon this subject the main object
being to obtain some considerable abbreviation of my
school residence But msgofiation was a selfflattering
namefos such a vorrespondence, since there never
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had.been from the beginning any the slightest leaning
on my guardian’s part towards the shadow or pretence
of a compromise What compromise, indeed, was
possible where neither party could concede a par,
however small the whole muy¢ be conceded, or
nothing since no mezzo fermine was conceivable In
reality, when my eyes first glanced upon that dis
agreeable t.uth—that no opening oftered for reciprocal
concession, that the concession must all be on one
side—naturally 1t struck me that no guardian could
be expected to do zhaz At the same moment 1t also
struck me that my guardian had all along never for
a moment been arguing with a view to any pracfical
result, but simply in the hope that he mught win over
my assent to the reasonableness of what, reasonable
or not, was settlad immovably These sudden dis-
covene-, flashing upon me simultaneously, were quite
sufficient to put a summary close to the correspond-
ence And I saw also, which strangely had escaped
me tll this general revelation of disappointments, that
any mdividual guardian—even 1f he %agd been disposed
to concession—was but one after all amongst five
Well this amongst the gencral blackness really
brought a gleam of comfort - If the whole object on
which I had spent so much excellent paper and
midnight tallow (I am ashamed to dse so wvile a
word, and yet truth forbids me %o say di), if this
would have been so nearly worthless when ganed,
then 1t became a kind of pleasure to have lost 1t
All considerations united now In nrging me to waste
no more of either rhetorc, tallow; or logic,. npon my
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impassive granite block of a guardian Indeed, !
suspected, on reviewmng his last communication, that
he had just reached the last inch of his patience, or
(n nautical diction) had ‘“paid out” the entire cable
by which he swung, so that, if I, acting on the
apothecary’s precedent of ‘repefatur laustus,” “had
endeavoured to admlinister another bolus or draught
of expostulation, he would have followed me course as
to the tigerdrench, in applying his pot'enual Mo to
any such audacious attempt 7To my guardian, mtan-
time, I owe this justice—that, over and above the
absence on my side of any arguments ‘earing even
a colourable strength (for to him the suffering from
biliousness must have been a mere word), he had the
tollowing weighty consideration to ofter, “which even
this foolish boy” (to himselt he would say) *“will think
material some three years ahead” My palnimonial
~mcome, at the moment of my father's death, hke that
of all my brothers (then three), was exauly £iso
per annum * Now, according to the current belief,
or boMly, one might say, according to the avowed
traditional maxim throught;ut England, such an income
was too httle for an under-graduate, keeping his four
terms annually at Oxford or Cambnidge Too little—

® Li150 per bannum ' —Why m a long minonty of more
than fourtcem years this was not improved, I never could
learn Nobody was open to any suspicion ot positive ¢ mbezzle-
ment* and yet this case must be added to the other cases
of passive neglects and negative injuries which so extensively
disfigure the representative picture of guardianship all over

Chnistegdop, .
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by how much? By {50 the adequate income being
set down at just £200 Consequently the precise sum
bv which my mmcoms was supposed (falsely supposed,
as subsequently my own expenence con¥inced me)
to fall short of the income negded for Oxford, was
that” very sum which the funds of the Manchester
Grammar School allocated to every student resident
for a pericd of three years, and allocated not merely
through a corresponding period of three years, but of
seven years Strong should have been the reasons
that could neutralise such overwhelming pleadings of
just and hdnourable prudence for submitting te the
further residence required O reader, urge not the
crying arguments that spoke so tumultuously against
me Too sorrowfully I feel them Out of thirty-six
months’ residence required, I had actually completed
nineteen—:z ¢ , the better half Sull, on the other hand,
it 15 true that my sufferings were almost insupportable ,
and, but for the blind unconscious conspirzcy, of two
persons, these sufferings would either (1) never have
existed, or (2) would have been instantly relieved In
a great city ke Manchester lay, probably, a shipload
of that same mercury which, by one fragment, not so
large as an acorn, would have*changed the colour f a
human lLife, or would have intercepted the heavy
funeral knell —heavy, though 1t may~ be partally
mufllcdd—of his own fierce self-reproaches ¢

But now, at last, came over me, from the mere
excess of bodily suffering and mental disappointments,
a frantic and rapturous reagency In the United
States the case 1s well known, and many. tmes has
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been described by travellers, of that furious inslanct
which, under a secret call for saline vanations of
diet, drives all the tribes of buffaloes for thousands
of miles to the common centre of the *Saltlicks”
Under such a compuision does the locust, under such
a compulsion does the leeming, traverse 1ts myste;lous
path JThey are deaf to danger, deaf to the cry of
battle, deaf to the trumpets of death ,I%t the sea
cross their path, let armies with artillery bar the road,
even these terrific powers can arrest only by destroyTng,
and the most frightful abysses, up to the very last
menace of engulfment, up to the ver§ instant of
absorption, have no power to alter or retard the line
of their inexorable advance

Such an instinct 1t was, such a rapturous commanrd—
even so potent, and, alas! even so blind—that, under the
whirl of tumultuous indignation and of new-born hope,
" suddenly tramsfigured my whole being  In the twinkling
of an eye,'l came to an adamantine resolution—not as
if 1ssuing from any act or any chowce of my own, but
as 1f ﬁasswely received frgm some dark oracular legs-
lation external to myself That I would elope from
Manchester—this was the resolution Abdscond would
have been the word, f I had meditated anything
cnmmal But whence came the indignation, and the
hope? The 'mdngnatnon arose naturally against my
three tormentors (guardian, Archididascalus, and the
professor of tigrology) for those who 4o substantially
co-operate to one result, however little desigmng 1t,
unavoidably the mind unifies as a hostile confederacy
But the-4ope—how'shall I explain zkas? Was 1t the
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firstborn of the resolution, or was the resolution the
first-born of the hope? Indivisibly they went together,
hke thunder and hightning, or each interchangeably
ran before and after the other Under that transcendent
rapture which the prospect of sudé&en hiberation let loose,
all that natural anxiety which should otherwise have
interlinked 1itself with my anticipations was actually
drowned 1 the blaze of joy, as the light of the planet
Mercury 1s lost and confounded on sinking too far
within the blaze of the solar beams Practically I felt
no care at all stretching beyond two or three weeks
Not as being heedless and improvident, my tendencies
lay generally in the other direction No, the cause
lurked 1n what Wordsworth, when describing the festal
state of France during the happy mornming-tide of ner
First Revolution (1788-1790), calls “zke senselessness of
7oy”  this 1t was, joy—headlong—frantic—irreflective—
and (as Wa.dsworth truly calls it), for that very reason,
sublime *—vwhich swallowed up all capacities of -ankling
care or heart-corroding doubt I was, I had been
long, a captive I was mn = house of bondagé one
fulminating word—-ZLet there be frcedom—spoken fiom
some hidden recess in my own will, had as by an
earthquake rent asunder my’ prison gates At ‘any
minute I could walk out Already I trod by anticipa-
tion the sweet pastoral hills, already I breathed gales
of the everlasting mountarns, that to my feclings blew

® U The senselessness of joy was then sublime " —Wordsworth
at Calais 1n 180z (see lus sonncts), looking back through
thirtcen years to the great era of _soclal resurrection, in
1788-8g, from a sleep of ten centuries Dl
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from the garden of Paradise, and i that vestiHule
of an earthly heaven 1t was no more possible for me
to see vividly or m any hngenng detall the thorny
cares which might hereafter multiply around me than
amongst the roses o' June, and on the lovelies} of
June mornmgs, I cquld gather depression from the
glooms pf the last December

To go was settled DBut wwhen and whither? When
could have but one answer, for on rmore reagons
than one I needed summer weather, and as much of
it as possible Besides that, when August came, 1t
would bring along with it my own birthday now,
one codicill in my gencral vow of freedom had been
that my seventeenth birthday should not find me
at school Stull I needed some tnifle of preparation
Especially I needed a httle money I wrote, there-
fore, to the only confidential friend that I had—wviz,
“Lady Carbety Ongmnally, as early friends of my
mother’sy both she and Lord Carbery had distinguished
me at Bath and elsewhere, for some years, by flattenng
attentions, and, for the last three years m particular,
Lady Carbery, a young woman some ten years older
than myself, and who Was as remarkable for her
inteflectual pretensions as she was for her beauty and
her benevolenge, had mamtained a correspondence
with me upon questions of lterature She thought too
highly of my powtrs and attamnments, and every-
where spoke of me with an enthusiasm that, f I had
been five or six years older, and had possessed any
personal advantages,*might have raised smiles at her
expense--~10 her I' now wrote, requesting the loan
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of*five guneas A whole week passed without any
answer This perplexed and made me uneasy for
her ladyship was rich by a vast fortune removed
entirely from her husband's control, and, as 1 felt
assured, would have cheerfully went me twenty times
the sum asked, unless her sagacity had suggested
some suspicion (which seemed impossible) of the
real purpdses which I contemplated in the employment
of the five gumeas Could I incautiously have said any-
thing 1n my own letter tending that way ? Certainly not,
then why But at that moment my speculations
were cut sHort by a letter bearing a coroneted seal
It was from Lady Carbery, of course, and enclosed
ten guineas instead of five Slow in those days were
the mails, besides which, Lady Carbery happened to
be down at the seaside, whither my ietter had beer
sent after her Now, then, mncluding my own pocket-
money, 1 possessed a dozen guineas; vhich seemea
sufficient for my immediate purpose, and al' ulterior
emergencies, as the reader understands, I trampled
under foot This sum, however, spent at inns on the
most economic footing, could not have held out for
much above a calendar month, and, as to the plan
of selecting secondary nns, these are not always
cheaper, but the main objection 1s tha.t n the solitary
stations amongst the mountains (Cambna.n no less
than Cumbrian) there 1s often no-choice to be found .
the high-priced 1nn 1s the only one Even this dozen
of guineas it became necessary to diminish by three
The age of “vails” and perquisites to three or four
servants at any gentlemans houde where yeu-dined—
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this age, 1t 1s true, had passed away by thirty years
perhaps But that flagrant abuse had no connection
at all with the English custom of distributing money
amongst that part of the domestics whose daily
labours may have *heen increased by a visjtor’s
residence 1n the farquly for some consulcrible space
of tim¢, This custom (almost pecuhar, I believe, to
the Enghsh gentry) i1s honourable and _]“‘l.. I person-
ally had b.en tramed by my mother, who detgsted
sordid habits, to look upon 1t as ignomintous mn a
gentleman to leave a household without a.gknowledgmg
the obliging services of those who cannot openly re-
mind him of therr claims On this occasion, mere
necessity compelled me to overlook the housekeeper
for to her I could not have offered less than two or
three pumeas, and, as she was a fixture, I reflected that
I might send 1t at some future period To three inferior
“servants 1 found that I ought not to give less than one
gumea each so much, therefore, I left in the hands
of G——, the most honourable and upnght of boys,
since to have given it myself would have been pre-
maturely to publish my purpose These three guineas
deducted, I still had nine, or thereabouts And now all
things were settled, except one « the when was settled and
the kow, but ot the wkither That was still sub sudice

My plan onigmally had been to travel northwards
~—viz, to the regibn of the English Lakes That
httle mountainous district, lymng stretched like a
pavihon between four well-known pomnts—viz, the
small towns of Ulrerstone and Pennth as its two
poles, scwiand north, between Kendal, again, on the
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eas\, and Egremont on the west—measuring on the
one diameter about forty miles, and on the other
perhaps thirty-five—had for me a secret fascination,
subtle, sweet, fantastic, and even from my' seventh or
eighth year spintually strong The southern section
of that district, about eighteen or twenty miles long,
which bears the name of Furness, figures 1n the eccentric
geography o English law as a section of Lancashire,
though separated irom that county by the estuary
of Morecambe Bay aud therefore, as Lancashire
happened to be my own native county, I had from
childhood, on the strength of this mere legal fiction,
cherished as a mystic privilege, slender as a filament
of air, some fraction of demzenship 1n the fairy httle
domain of the Enghsh Lakes The major part of
these lakes lies in Westmoreland and Cumberland
but the sweet reposing little water of Lsthwaite, with
its few emerald fields, and the grander one of Coniston,
with the sublime cluster of mountain groups, and the
little network of quiet dells lurking about its head * all
the way back to Grasmere he mn or near the upper

® «Jis head” —That end of a lake which receives the
rvulets and biooks feeding s waters 1s locally called 1ts
lead, and, in continuation of the same constructive image,
the counter terminus, which discharges its surplus water, 1s
called its foof By the way, 45 a suggestion from tlhis obvious
distinction, I may remark that in all cuses the very existence
of a head and a foot to any sheet of water defeals the malice
of Lord Byron's sncer against the lake poets, 1n caling them
by the contemptuous designation of ! pond poets,” a variation
which some part of the public readily’caught up as a natural
reverberation of that spitefulness, so petty and “pmw.enily so
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chamber of Fuiness, and all these, together with the
ruins of the once glorious abbey, had been brought
out not many years before into sunny splendour by
the great enchantress of that generation—Anne Radchiffe
But more even than Amne Radcliffe had the landscape
pamters, so many and so various, contributed to "the
glonificagion of the Enghsh lake district, drawing out
and mmpressing upon the heart the sanctyy” of repose
m 1ts shy recesses—its alpine grandeurs in such passes
as those of Wastdale-head, Langdale-head, Borrowdkle,
Kirkstone, Hawudale, etc, together with the monastic
peace which seems to brood over its pec®liar form of
pastoral Iife, so much nobler (as Wordsworth notices)
mn 1ts stern sunpheity and continual conflict  with
danger hidden 1in the vast draperies of mist over-
shadowing the hills, and amongst the armies of snow
and hail arrivcd by fierce northern winters, than the
*ffemmate sbepherd’s hfe in the classical Arcadia, or
n the fiqwery pastures of Sic'ly

groundh.:ss, which notoriously, Loid Dyron chenished agnst
Wordsworth stcadily, and more Gtiully amainst Southey
The effect of transforming a lving image—an mmage of
restlpss motion—into an mmagge of foul stagnation was tangibly
apprehensible  But was it that that contradistinguished he
“arp1 lacus’ of Virgil from rotting ponds mantled with verdant
slime? To have, or nof to have, 1 head and a foot (z¢, a
principle of beipetualschange) 15 at the very heart of this
distinction, and to substitute lor /eke a term which ignores
and negatives the very differential principle that consti'utes
a lake—viz , its current and its eternal mob:lity—is to offer
an msult in which the msulted party has no interest or
concern. -
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Amongst these attractions that drew me <o strongly
to the Lakes, there had also by that time ansen n
this lovely region the deep, deep magnet (as to me only
in all this world 1t then was) of Wilhlam ‘Wordsworth
Inevitably this close connection, of the poetry which
mosét of all had moved me with the particular region
and scenery that most of all hid fastened upon my
affections,»and led captive my imagmation, was calcu
lated, under ordinary circumstances, to impress upon my
flud.uating dehberations a2 summary and decisive bias
But the very depth of the impressions which had been
made upon «me, either as regarded the poetry or the
scenery, was too solemn and (unaffectedly I may say 1t
too spiritual, to clothe uself in any hasty or chance
movement as at all adequately expressing its strength
or reflecting 1its hallowed character If you, reader,
were a devout Mahometan, throwing gazes of mystical
awe daily towards Mecca, or were a Chrigian devotee
looking with the same rapt adoration to St. Peter’s at
Rome, or to El Kodah, the Holy City of Jerusalem
(so called even amongst the Arabs, who hate both
Chrnistian and Jew)—how pamnfully would it jar upon
your senstbilities if some friend, sweeping past you
upon a high road, with a train"(according to the cir¢uam-
stances) of dromedarics or of wheel carnages, should
suddenly pull up, and say, “ Come, old rellow, jump up
alongside of me, I'm off for the Red Sea} and here's
a spare dromedary,” or “Off for Rome, and here’s a
well-cushioned barouche” Seasonable and convenient
1t might happen that the mnvitatipn were, but still 1t
would shock you that a journey which, witk_qr_without
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your consent, could not Jw¢ assume the chardcter
eventually of a saintly pilgrimage, should amnse and
take its initial movement upon a casual summons,
or upon a vulgar opening of momentary convenience
In the present case, inder no circumstances shoyld I
have dreamed of presenting myself to Wordsworth
The principle of ‘“ veneration” (to speak phrenologically:
was* by many degrees too strong in me £or any such
overture on my part Hardly could [ have found, the
courage to meet and to answer such an overture coming
from %z 1 could not even tolerate the prospect (as
a bare possibility) of Wordsworth’s hearing my name
first of all associated with some case of pecuniary em-
barrassment And, apart from all f3a, 1t vulgansed
the whole ‘““interest” (no othcr term can I find to express
the case collectively)—the whole “interest” of poetry
and the enchanted land—equally 1t vulgansed person
“and thing, the vineyard and the vintage, the gardens
and thesladies, of the Hesperides, together with all their
golden, fruitage, if I should rush upon them in a hurried
and thoughtless state of sexcitement [ remembered
the fine caution on this subject involved 1n a tradition
preserved by Pausanias  Those (he tells us) who visited
by mght the great field of Marathon (where at cer*an
times phanton), cavalry careered, flying and pursuing)
n a temper of vulgar sight-seeking, and under no higher
impulse than the dégrading one of cunosity, were met
and punished severely mn the dark, by the same sort
of people, I presume, as those who bandled Falstaff
so roughly in the venerable shades of Windsor whilst
loyal wisitdfs, who came bringing a true and filial
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sythpathy with the grand deeds of ther Atheman
ancestors, who came as children of the same hearth,
met with the most gracious acceptance, and fulfilled
all the purposes of a pilgrimage or sacred mission
Under my present circumstances, I saw that the very
rotives of love and honour, which would have inchned
he scale so powerfully 1n favour of the northera lakes,
were exacﬂ}*‘those which drew most heavily 1n the other
direction—the circumstances being what they were as
to hurry and perplexity And just at that moment
suddenly unvetled stself another powerful motive against
taking the northern direction—viz, consideration for
my mother—which made my heart recoil from giving
her too great a shock, and tn what other way could
it be mitigated than by my per<onal presence m a
case of emergency? For such a purpose North Wales
would be the best haven to make for, since the road
thither from my prcsent home lay throufh Chester—
where at that time my mother had fixed her resilence

If T had hcsitated (and hesitate I did very sincerely)
about such a mode of expressing the conwideration due
to my mother, it was not from any want of decision
i my feeling, but really because I fearcd to be taunted
with this act of tenderness, as arguing an exaggerated
estmate of my own importance in my, mother's eyes
To be capable of causing any alarming shock, must
I not suppose myself an object of special interest? No
I did not agree to that inference Dut no matter
Better to stand ten thousand sneers than one abiding
pang, such as time could not abolish, of bitter seli
reproach So I resolved to face this tabMT-without
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finching, and to steer a course for St John's Preory
—my mother's residence near Chester At the very
instant of coming to this resolution, a singular accident
occurred t¢ confirm 1t On the very day before my
rash journey commenged, I recerved through the post-
office a letter bearng this address m a foreign hand-
wnting 3— A Monsteur Monswnr de Quincy, Chester
This 1iteration of the Monsweur, as a cours®dus French
fashion * for effecting something equivalent to our own
Esguire, was to me at that time an unmnteligible novelty
The best way to explamn 1t was to read the letter,
which, to the extent of mon possible, 1 dif, but vainly
attempted to decipher. So much, however, I spelled
out as satisfied me that the letter could not have been
meant for myself The post-mark was, I think, Ham
burgh but the date within was from some place n
Normandy , and eventually it came out that the person
“addressed was a poor emigrant, some relative of Quatre-
mére da Quincy,} who had come to Chester, probably
as a Eea(.her of French, and now mm 180z found his

[ )
® ¢ As a courteous French fashion” —And nnt at all a modeen
fashion  That famous Countess of Derby (Charlotte de
Tresnouille) who presiled w the delence of Lathom House
(which, and not Knowsley, was then the capital domicue of
the Stanleys), gvhen addressing Piince Rupert, sometimes
superscribes her envelope 4 AMonseignewr le Prince Rupert,
but sometsmes A Momsienr Monsieur le Prince Rupert This
was 1n 1644, the year of Marston moor, and the penultimate

year of the Parliamentary War
t “De Quincy” ~The family of De Quincey, or Quincy, ot
Quincie (spelt, of coutse, Iike all proper mames, under the
anarchy prévaiing as to orthography wuntil the last one
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retun to France made easy by the brief and hollow
peace of Amiens Such an obscure person was naturally
unknown to any Enghsh post-office, and the letter
had been forwarded to myself, as the oldest male
member of a family at that ume necessanly well
known in Chester '

I was astonished to find myself translated by .a touch
of the perd~not only nto a Monsweur, but even nto
a self-multiplied Monsteur, or, speaking algebraically,
1nto 'the square of Monsieur, having a chance at some
future day of bemng perhaps cubed into Monsieur?
From the letter, as I had hastily torn 1t open, out
dropped a draught upon Smith, Payne & Smith for
somewhere about forty guineas At this stage of the
revelations opening upon me, 1t might be fancied that
the interest of the case thichened since undoubtedly,
if this windfall could be seriously meant for myselfs
and no mstake, never descended upon the h:ad of man,
in the outset of a penlous adventure, aid mére,season-
able, nay, more melodramatically cntical But, alast
my eye 15 quick to value the logic of evil chances
Prophet of evil I ever am o mysclf forced for ever
mto sorrowful auguries that I have no power to
hide from mine own heart, no, not through bne

hundred and fifty years, in every poss:ble‘ form open to
human caprice), was orginally Noiwegian Early mn the
eleventh century this family emigrated from Norway Lo the
South, and since then it has thrown off three separate swarms
~—French, English, and Anglo-Amencan—each of which writea
the pame with its own shght variatiofis A brief gutline of
their migrations will be found in the Appendix. ™ -
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mght's solitary dreams In a moment I saw %oo
plamly that I was not Monsieur?, I mght be
Monsieur, but not Monsieur éo the second power Who,
indeed, could be my debtor to the amount of forty
gumeas? If there really was such a person, phy
had he been so mapy years in hiqudating his debt?
How shameful to suffer me to enter upon my seventeenth
yearsbefore he made known his debt, or evew*his amiable
existence | Doubtless, 1n strict morals, this dreadful
procrastination could not be justified  Sull, as the man
was apparently testifying his penitence, and in the most
practical form (viz, payment), I felt perfectly willing
to grant him absolution for past sins, ,and a general
release from all arrears, if any should remain, through
all coming generations But, alas! the mere season-
ableness of the remittance floored my hopes A five-
guinea debtor might have been a conceivable being:
such a debtor might exist in the flesh /im I could
believe w,’ but further my faith would not go, and,
if the money were, after all, bona fide meant for myself,
clearly it must come from the Fiend 1n which case
1t became an open question whether I ought to take
it At this stage the case had become a Sphinx’s riddle;
and’ the solution, if any, "must be sought in the letter.
But, as to the letter, O heaven and earth ! if the Sphinx
of old conducted her intercourse with Oedipus by way
of letter, and propoudnded her wicked questions through
the post-office of Thebes, 1t strikes me that she needed
only to have used French penmanship in order to
baffle that fatal decipherer of riddles for ever and ever.
At Bath, wifére the French emigrants mustered in great
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strength (six thousand, I have heard) during the three
closing years of the last century, I, through my mother’s
acquaintance with several leading famibes amongst
them, had gained a large experience of ¥rench cal-
graphy From this eaperience F had leained that the
French anstocracy sull persisted (did persist at that
period, 1797-1800) 1n a traditional contempt for all
accomplishinents of that class as clerkly and plebeian,
fitted only (as Shakespeare says, when recording similar
prej'udxces amongst his own countrymen) to do * yeoman’s
service” One and all, they delegated the care of their
speling to ‘walets and femmes de chambre, sometimes
even those persons who scoured their blankets and
counterpanes scoured their spelling—that 15 to say,
their week-day spelling, but, as to therr Sunday
spelling, that superfine spelling which they reserved for
their efforts in literature, this was consigned to the care
of compositors Letters wrtten by the woyal family’
of France in 1792-93 still survive, in the ‘maemoirs of
Cléry and others amongst their most faithful servants,
which display the utmost excess of ignorance as to
grammar and orthography Then, as to the penmanship,
all seemed to wnite the same hand, and with the same
piece of most ancient wood, 'or venerable skewer all
alike scratching out stiff perpendxcula{ letters, as if
exccuted (I should say) with a pair of snuffers I do
not speak thusin any spint of defision Such accom-
plishments were wufully neglected, and even amhi-
tiously, as 1f 1n open proclamation of scorn for the arts
by which humbler people oftentimes got their bread
And a man of rank would no mlore con®ive himself
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dishonoured by any deficiencies 1n the snohbish
accomphshments of penmanship, grammar, or correct
orthography, than a gentleman amongst ourselves by
mnexpertneds 1n the mystery of cleaning shoes, or of
polishing furniture » The result, however, from this
systematic and ostentatious neglect of caligraphy is
oftentlmes most perplexing to all who are called upon
to .decxpher thesr MSS It happens, mndged, that the
product of this carelessness thus far dilfers always it
1s coarse and inelegant, but sometimes (say in ®zoth
of the cases) it becomes specially legible Far other-
wise was the case before me Being mreatly hurnied
on this my farewell day, I could not make out two
consecutive sentences  Unfortunately, one-half of a
sentence sufficed to show that the enclosure belonged
to some needy Frenchman living 1 a country not his
own, and struggling probably with the ordinary ewils
of such a gondimon—iriendlessness and emle Defore
the letterecame into my hands, it had already suffered
some days’ delay When I noticed this, I found my
sympathy with the poor_stranger naturally quickened
Already, and unavondably, he had been suffering from
the vexation of a letter delayed, but henceforth, and
cohtinually more so, lfe must be suffering from the
anxieties of a letter gone astray  Throughout this
farewell day ¥ wds unable to carve out any opportunity
for going dp to thesManchester Post-office, and, without
a distinct explanation in my own person, exonerating
myself, on the wrntten acknowledgment of the post-
office, from all fgrther responsibiity, I was most
reluctant 4 give up the letter It 1s true that the
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necgssity of committing a forgery (which crime in those
days was pumshed imexorably with death) before the
money could have been fraudulently appropriated would,
of made known to the public, have acquitted’any casual
holder of the letter from all syspicion of dishonest
intertuons  But the dangcr was that, during the sus-
pense and progress of the case 'whilst awaiting 1ts
final settlem:‘{lt, ugly rumours should arise and cjing
to one’s name amongst the many that would hear
only+a fragmentary version of the whole affar 9
At length all was ready Midsummer, hke an army
with banners,'¥as moving through the heavens, already
the longest day had passed, those arrangements, few
and wmperfect, through which I attempted some partial
evasion of disagreeable contingencies hkely to anse,
had been finished what more remained for me to do
of things that I was able to do? None, and yet,
though now at last free to move off, I hingered, lingered
as under some sense of dim perplexity, o gven of
relenting love for the very captivity itself which I was
making so violent an effort to abjure, but more' intel
ligibly for all the external ob}ects, living or 1nanimate,
by which that captivity had been surrounded and
gladdened What I was hastetung to desert, neverthe-
less 1 grieved to desert, and, but for the foreign letter,
I might have long continued to loiter and *procrastinate.
That, however, through various and urgefit motives
which 1t suggested, quickened my movements, and
the same hour which brought this letter into my hands
witnessed my resolution (uttered axdiély to myself m
my study) that early on the next day I wownsd take my
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departure A day, therefore, had at length amyed,
had somewhat suddenly arnved, which would be the
last, the very last, on which I should make my
appearancesin the school

It 1s a just and a fegling remark of Dr Johnson's that
we never do anything consciously for the last *time
(of things, that 15 td® say, which we have been long 1n
the, habit of domng) withcut sadness of I)eart The
secret sense of a farewell or testamentary act I ecarned
along with me mto every word or deed of ethis
memorable day Agent or patient, singly or one of
a crowd, I heard for ever some sullen «cho of vale-
diction 1n every change, casual or periodic, that varied
the revolving hours from morning to mght Most of
all, I felt this valedictory sound as a pathetic appeal
when the closing hour of five pM brought with it the
solemn evening service of the Enghsh Church—read
by Mr Lgwson, read now, as always, under a
reverentiad stillness of the entire school Already n
itself, without the solemnity of prayers, the decaying
hight &f the dying day suggests a mood of pensive and
sympathetic sadness And, if the changes In the
light are less impressively made known so early as
five o’clock 1n the depth of summer-tide, not the less
we are sensible of being as near to the hours of repose,
and to the selret dangers of the might, as if the season
were md-vinter JEven thus far there was something
that oftentimes had profoundly impressed me mn this
evening hturgy, and 1its special prayer agamst the
perils of darkness _But greatly was that effect deepened
by the syrabolic treatment which this liturgy gives to
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this darkness and to these perils Naturally, when
contemplating that treatment, I had been led vividly
to feel the memorable rkabdomancy* or magical power
of evocation which Christianity has put forth here and
in parallel cases The ordinary plysical rhabdomantist,
who undertakes to evoke from the dark chambers of

* ¢ Rhabdomancy”™ —The Greek word manfeia (5 avrela),
represenied B; the Enghsh form mancy, consulutes tthe
stationary element in a large family of compounds it means
divintion, or the art of magically deducing some weighty
inference (generally prophetic) from any one of the many
dark soumces sanctioned by Pagan superstition And um-
versally the particular source relied on is expressed in the
prior half of the compound Tor instance, onesros 1s the
Greek word for 4 dicam, and therefore onetromancy indiLates
that mode of prophecy which 1s founded upon the interpreta-
tion of dreyms  Ornas, again (1n the genitive case ornithos),
19 the common Greek word for a bird, accordingly, ornitho-
mancy means piruphecy founded on the particular mude of
flight noticed amongst any casual gathering of ®urds  Chesr
(xelp) 18 Greek for the hand, whence cheiromancp eypresses
the art of predicting a man’s fortune by the lines mn tis hand,
or (under its Latin form from palma) paimsiry Nekros, 4 dead
man, and consequently zccromanly, prophecy founded on the
answer extorted either from phantoms, as by the Wiich of
Endor, or from the corpse 1tself, as by Lucan's witch Erichtho
I have allowed myself to wander info this ample illustration’ of
the case, having for many years been taxed by ingenious
readers (confessing their own classical ignorince) with too
scanty explanations of my meaning I go on to sy that the
Greele word rhabdos (pdfdes), a rod—not that sort of rod which
the Roman lictors carried, viz., a bundle of twigs, but a wand
about as thick as a common cedar pencil, or at most, as the
ordinary brass rod of stair-carpets—thig, when made from a
willow-tree, furnished of old, and furnighes to twis day n a
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our earth wells of water lymg far below its surface,
and more rarely to evoke minerals, or hidden deposits of
jewels and gold, by some magnetic sympathy between
ns rod ands the occult object of his divination, 1s able
to mndicate the spot at swhich this object can be hopefully

southern county of England, a potent instrument of divination
But let # be understood that divinafion expresses an idea
ampler by much than the word prophecy wiffst even this
word ¢rophecy, already more himited than divination, 1s most
injuriously narrowed in our received translation of the Blble
To unveil or decipher what 1s hiddcn—that 1s, in eflect, the
meaning of divination And, accordingly, in the wntings of
SL Paul the phrase gi/fs of prophecy never once indicates what
the English reader supposes, butl evegelic gits, gifts of inter-
pretation applied to what 1s da: k, of analysis applied to what 1s
logically perplexed, of expansion apphed to what 13 condensed,
of practical improvement applied to what might else be over-
locked as purely speculative In Somersetshire, which 1s a
county the most ill-watered of all in England, upon building
a house, there %irises uniformly a difficulty in selecling a proper
spot for gnfing a well Ihe remedy 1s to call 1n a set of
local rhbabdomantists These men traverse the adjacent
ground, "holding the willow rod horizontally wherever that
dips, or mclines itself spontan.eously to the giound, there will
be found water 1 have myself not only seen the process
tried with success, but have witnessed the enormous trouble,
delay, and expense, accruing to those of the opposite faction
who refused to benelit by this art To pursue the tentative
plan (e the pldlf of trying for water by boring at haphazard)
ended, so far as I wgs aware, in multiplied vexation In
reahity, these poor men are, after all, more philosophic than
those who scornfully reject their services For the artists obey
unconsciously the logic of Lord Bacon #hey build upon a long
chain of induction, upon the umform results of their life-long
experience. Eaf the counter faction do not deny this experience
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sought for Not otherwise has the marvellous magnetism
of Christianity called up from darkness sentiments the
most august, previously inconceivable, formless, and
without hfe, for previously there had been fio religious
phn]osophy equal to the task of rnpening such sentiments,
but also, at the same time, by incarnating these sent:-
ments in umages of correspondihg grandeur, 1t has
so exalted herr characier as to lodge them e'terqal]y
1n human hearts.

Flowers, for example, that are so pathetic mn therr
beauty, frail as the clouds, and in their colouring as
gorgeous as “the heavens, had through thousands of
years been the herage of children—honoured as the
jewellery of God only by #kem—when suddenly the voice
of Chnistamity, countersigning the voice of infancy.
raised them to a grandeur transcending the Hebrew
throne, although founded by God himself, and pro-
nounced Solomon 1 all his glory not to beqarrayed hke-
one of these Winds agam, hurricanes, the, eternal
breathings, soft or loud, of Aohan power, wherefore had

all they bave to allege 15 that ag'reeablv to any laws known to
themselves a prior:, there ought not to be any such expenence
Now, a sulficient course of facta overthrows all antecedent
plausibiities Whatever science or scepticism may say, most
of the tea-kettles in the vale of Wrington are hlled by rkab-
domancy And, after all, the supposed a priors scruples against
this rhabdomancy are only such scruplegas would! antecedently
to a trial, have pronounced the mariner's compass impossible
There 1s in both cases alike a blind sympathy of some unknown
force, which no man can explain, with a passive index that
practically guides you aright—even lf- Mephistopheles should
be at the bottom of the affair, S~
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they, raving or sleeping, escaped all moral arrest and
detention? Simply because vain it were to offer a nest
for the reception of some new moral birth whilst no
religion 1s y®t moving amongst men that can furmish
such a birth  Vain i1s sthe image that should illustrate
a heavenly sentiment, if the sentiment 1s yet unborn
Then, firgt, when 1t had become necessary to the purposes
of a spintual rehgion that the spint of man, as#e fountain
of all religion, should 1n some commensurate reflex
image have its grandeur and its mysteriousness &m
blazoned, suddenly the pomp and mysterious path of
winds and tempests, blowing whither they 8¢, and from
what fountains no man knows, are cited from darkness
and neglect, to give and to receive reciprocally an im-*
passioned glorificalion, where the lower mystery enshrines
and 1llustrates the hugler  Call tor the grandest of all
earthly spectacles, what 1s #2e2¢? It 1s the sun going
% his rest «all for the grandest of all human senti-
ments, wpat'is £kat? It 1s that man should forget his
anger before he lies down to sleep And these two
g'randcurs, the mighty senyyment and the mighty spec-
tacle, are by Chnstianity married togcther

Here agamn, m his prayer “Lighten our darkness,
we beseech thee, O Lord!” were the darkness and the
great shadows of night made symbolically significant
these great powers, Night and Darkness, that belong
to a.bongma'l Chaos® were made representative of the
penls that continually menace poor affiicted human
nature  With deepest sympathy I accompanied the
prayer agamst the perils of darkness—perils that I
seemed to s€6, in tle ambush of midmght soltude,
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brboding around the beds of sleeping nations, penls
from even worse forms of darkness shrouded within
the recesses of blind human hearts, penls from tempta-
tions weaving unseen snares for our footing, penls from
the himitations of our own misleatling knowledge

Prayers had fimished The Lschool had dissolved
‘tself  Six o'clock came, seven, eight By three hours
nearer sto>l the dying day to its departure. By. three
hours nearer, therefore, stood we to that darkness
which our Enghsh liturgy calls into such symbolic
grandeur, as hiding beneath its shadowy mantle all
penils that™ besiege our human mfirmity But m
summer, 1n the unmediate suburbs of midsummer, the
vast scale of the heavenly movements 1s read in therr
slowness Time becoines the expounder of Space
And now, though eight o’clock had strucl, the sun
was still hngering above the horizon the hght, broad
and gaudy, having still two hours of #ravel to face
before 1t would assume that tender fading hue prelusive
to the twiight * Now came the last official ceremony
of the day the students were all mustered, and the
names of all were challenged according to the order of
precedency My name, as usual, came first f Steppmng

*“To the twrhght”™ —ie to the second twilight for 1
remember to have read in some German work upon Hebrew
antiquities, and also 1n a great English divine of 1630 (namely,
Isaac Ambrose), that the Jews in elder mes made two twilights,
first and second, the first they called the dove's twilight, or
crepusculum of the day, the second they called the raven's
twilight, or crepusculum of the mght

+ ¢ First” —Within the school I should nof have been first
for in the trimity which composed the head class there was no
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forward, I passed Mr Lawson, and bowed to him leok-
ing earnestly n his face, and saymng to myself, “ He 1s
old and infirm, and 1n this world I shall not see him
agam” I°was nght, I never 4« see him again, nor
ever shall He looked at me complacently, smiled
placidly , returned my salutation (not knowmng 1t to

ahsalute *or meritorious precedency, but simply 3 preccdency
of chance Our dignmity, as lcaders of the s.hool, raised us
above all petty competitions, yet, as it was unavmddble to
stand 1n some order, this was regulated by seniority 1,
therefore, as junior amongst the thrce, was Zerfius inter pares
But my two seniors happencd o be day-sch@lars, so that,
in Mr Lawson s house, I rose into the supreme place  There,
I was princeps senatls  Such trivial circumstantialitics I notice,
as checks upon all openings to iniccuracy, great or small
It would vitiate the interest which any reader might otherwise
take in this narrative, if for one monent it were supposed that
any feature of the case were varnished or distorted From
sthe very first, I had been faithful to the most rigorous law of
accuracy—eyen n absolute trifles But I became even more
jealous dver myself, after an Insh cutic, specially brilhant as
a wit and as a scholar, but also specially malicious, had
attempted to impeach the agcuracy of my narrative, 1 1ts
London section, upon alleged internal grounds

I wish it could have been said with truth, that we of the
leading form wcre, not a trgad, but a duad The facts, how-
ever, of the case will not allow me to say this. Facts, as
people generally remark, are stubborn things Yes, and too
often very spiteful things, as in this case, where, if 1t were
not for them, 1 mught describe myself as hiving one sole
assessor 1n the class, and 1n that case he and I might have
been likened to Castor and Pollux, who went up and down
like alternate buckets—one rising with the dawn (or Phos
phorus), and tl‘:_e other tviz , myself) rising with Hesperus, and
reigmng all night long *
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be ray valediction) , and we parted for ever Intellectu
ally, I might not have secen cause to reverence him
any emphatic sense But very sincerely I respected
him as a conscientious man, faithful to his’duties, and
as, even m his latter ineffectusd struggle with these
duties, inflicting more suffering upon himself than upon
others, finally, I respected him as a sound and pccurate
(though nd™ briliant) scholar Personally I owed-him
much gratitude, for he had been uniformly kind to
me, and had allowed me such indulgences as lay in his
power, and I gnieved at the thought of the mortification
I should inflict upon hum

The morning came which was to launch me Into
the world, that morming from which, and from 1ts
consequences, my whole succeeding life has, In many
important points, taken its colouring At half after three
I rose, and gazed with deep emotion at the ancient
collegiate church, “dress’d in earhest hghty” and begmn-
ning to crimson with the deep lustre of a cldud'ess July
morming I was firm and immovable in my purpose,
but yet agitated by anticipation of uncertain danger
and troubles To this agitation the deep peace of the
morning presented an affecting contrast, and in some
degree a medicitne The silence was more profound
than that of midmght and to me the silence of a
summer mormng 1s more touching than all other silence,
because, the hght being broad and strongI as that of
noonday at other seasons of the year, 1t seems to differ
from perfect day chiefly because man 1s not yet abroad,
and thus the peace of nature, and of the innocent
creatures of God, seems to be secure and“deep only so
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long as the presence of man, and lus unquiet spirit, ure
not there to trouble its sanctity I dressed myself, took
my hat and gloves, and lingered a Iittle 1n the room
For nearly 2 year and a half this room had hecn my
“ pensive citadel” heré I had read and studied thropgh
all the hours of mghl.;, and, though true it was that,
for the latter part of this time, i had lost my gaiety and
peace of mind during the strife and fever cf”contention
with my guardian, yet, on the other hand, as a bov
passionately fond of books, and dedicated to intellectual
pursuits, I could not fail to have enjoyed many happy
hours 1n the midst of general dejection

Happy hours? Yes, and was 1t certain that ever
agam I should enjoy hours as happy? At this pont
it 1s not impossible that, left to my own final 1mpressions,
1 might have receded from my plan But it seemed
to me, as too often happens 1n such cases, that no retreat
was now open The confidence which unavoidably I
had repesel In a groom of Mr Lawson’s made 1t
dangerous The effect of this distracted view was, not
to alter my plan, but to ,throw despondency for one
sad half-hour over the whole prospect before me In
that condition, with my eyes open, 1 dreamcd  Suddenly
a sort of trance, a frost as’of some death-like revelation,
wrapped round me, and I found renewed within me
a hateful re;membrdnce derived {rom a moment that I
had long left behind * Two years before, when I wanted
about as much of my fifteenth birthday as now of my
seventeenth, I happened to be in London for part of a
single day, with a friend of my own age Naturally,
amongst souie eight’ or ten great spectacles which
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chatlenged our earnest attention, St Paul’'s Cathedral
had been one This we had visited, and consequently
the Whispering Gallery * More than by all beside I
had been impressed by this and some halt-hour later,
as we were standing beneath the dome, and I should
imagine pretlty nearly on the very spot where rather
more than five years subsequently Lord Nelson was
buried—a $pot from which we saw, pompously flozting
to and fro in the upper spaces of a great aisle running
westwards from ourselves, many flags captured from
France, Spain, and Holland—I, having my previous
impressions dt awe deepened by these solemn trophies
of chance and change amongst mighty nations, had
suddenly been surprised by a dream, as profouna as
at present, 1n which a thought that often had persecuted
me figured triumphantly This thought turned upon
the fatality that must often attend an evil choice As
an oracle of fear I remembered that gieat Roman’
warning, MNescit vox mussa reverft (that a word once
uttered 1s 1rrevocable), a freezing arrest upon the
motions of hope too sanguine that haunted me
many shapes Long before that fifteenth year of mine,
I had noticed, as a worm lying at the heart of hife and
fretung its secunty, the fact that imnumerable acts of

® To those who have never visited the Whispering Gallery,
nor have read any aecount of it amongst other acoustic pheno-
mena described in scientific treatises, it may be proper to
mention, as the distinguishing feature of the case, that a
word or a question, uttered at one end of the gallery in the
gentlest of whispers, 18 reverberated at®the oth&- end 1n peals
of thunder.
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choice change countenance and are variously apprased
at varying stages of hife—shift with the shifting hours
Already, at fifteen, I had become deeply ashamed ot
judgments which I had once pronounced, of idle hopes
that I had once encotiraged, false admirations or con-
tempts with which once I had sympathised And; as
to acts,which I surveyed with any doubts at all, I
never felt sure that after some success#h of years
I might not feel withering doubts about them, both
as to principle and as to nevitable results °
This sentiment of nervous recoil from any word or
deed that could not be recalled had blen suddenly
re-awakened on that London morning by the impres-
stve experience of the Whispering Gallery At the
earhier end of the gallery had stood my fnend, breath-
ing n the softest of whispers a solemn but not
acceptable truth At the further end, after running
‘along the w%alls of the gallery, that solemn truth
reacheds me as a deafening menace 1 tempesiuous
uproars  And now 1n these last lingering moments,
when I dreamed ominoysly with open vyes m my
Manchester study, once acain that l.ondon menace
broke angnly upon me as out of a thick cloud with
redoubled strength, a °voice, too late for warning,
seemer! audxbv to say, *“ Once leave tlis house, and
a Rubicon 1s placed between thee and all possibility
of return Thou wilt not say that what thou doest
1s altogether approved in thy secret heart. Even now
thy conscience speaks agaimnst it in sullen whispers, but
at the other end of thy long hfe-gallery that same
conscience Wil spedk to thee m volleying thunders "
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4 sudden step upon the stairs broke up my dream,
and recalled me to myself Dangerous hours were
now drawing near, and 1 prepared for a hasty
farewell )

I shed tears as I looked *round on the chair,
hearth, wnting-table, and ol:he,r famihar  objects,
koowing too certainly that I looked upon them for
the last thwe Whilst I wrte this, it 1s ninetcen®
years ago, and yet, at this moment, I see, as if 1t
were but yesterday, the lineaments and expressions of
the object on which I fixed my parting gaze It was
the picture ‘of a lovely lady, which hung over the
mantelpiece, the eyes and mouth of which were so
beautiful, and the whole countenance so radiant with
divine tranquillity, that I had a thousand times laid
down mjy pen, or my book, to gather consolation from
it, as a devotee lrom his patron samntt Whilst I was
yet gazing upon 1t, the deep tones of thk: old church
clock proclaimed that it was six o'clock ‘I went up

* Wntten i1n the August of 182¢

t The housekeeper was in the habit of telling me that the
lady had /ved (meaning, perhaps, had been born) Lwo centuries
ago, that date would better agre: with the tradition that the
portrait was a copy from Vandyke All that she knew further
about the lady was that either to the grammar school, or to
that particular college at Oxford with which the school was
connected, or else to that particular ¢ollege at Oxford with
which Mr Lawson personally was connected, or else, fourthly,
to Mr Lawson himself as a private individual, the unknown
lady has been a special benefactress She was also a special
benefactress to me, through eighteen qionths, Ly means of her
sweet Madonna countenance. And in some degree it serves
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to the picture, kissed it, then gently walked out, and
closed the door for ever

So blended and intertwisted m this Ife are
occasions of laughter and of tears that 1 cannot yet
recall without smiing an ncident which occurred at
that time, and which had nearly put a stop to the
immediate execution of iny plan 1 hadsa trunk of
immense weight , for, besides my clothes, 1t contained
nearly all my library The difficulty was to get %this
removed to a carrier's, my room bemng at an smnal
elevation i the house, and (what was® worse) the
staircase which communicated with this angle of the
building was accessible only by a gallery, which
passed the head-musur's chamberdoor I was a
favounte with all the servants, and, knowing that any
of them would screen me, and act confidentially, I com-
Mmunicated my embarrassment to a groom of the head-
master's, “The groom declared his readiness to du
anything I wished, and, when the time arnved, went
upstairs to bring the trunk down This I feared was
beyond the strength of any one man however, the
groom was a man “of Atlantean shoulders,” and had
a back as spacious as Bahsbury Plans Accordingly
he persisted in bringing down the trunk alone, whilst
I stood waiting at the foot of the last flight, mn great

»

to spiritualise and to hallow this service that of her who
unconsciously rendered it I know neither the name, nor the
exact rank or age, nor the place where she lived and died  Slie
was parted fron} me by perhaps two centuries, I from her by
the gulf of etermity *



128 CONFESSIONS OF

anxiety for the event For some tune I heard him
descending with steps slow and steady, but, unfortu-
nately, from his trepidation, as he drew near the
dangerous quaiter, within a few steps of cthe gallery,
his foot shpped, and the mighty burden, falling from
his ‘shoulders, gained such incrcase of impetus at each
step of the descent, that on redching the bottom, 1t
trundled, omrather leaped, right across, with the poise
of twenty devils, against the very bedroom-door
of tne Archididascalus My first thought suggested
that all was lost, and that my wsole chance for
effecting a ‘rctivat was to sacrifice my baggage
However, on reflection, I determmed to abide the
1ssue  The groom, meantine, was 1n the utmost alarm,
both on his own account and mine but, in spite of
this, so mresistibly had the sense of the ludicrous, in
this unhappy centretemps, taken possession of his fancy
that he sang out a long, loud, and canq-ous peal of
laughter, that might have wakened the  “Seven
Sleecpers” At the sound of this resonant merriment,
withir the very ears of msulted authorty, I could not
forbear joining n 1t, subdued to this, not so much by
the comic wil(ulness of the trunk, trundling down from
step to step with acceleratdd pace and multiplying
uproar, like the \as draidis * (Lhe contumacious stone) of
Sisyphus, as by the effect 1t had upbn the groom
We both expected, as a matter of coursé¢, that Mr
Lawson would sally out of his room, for, in general,
if but a mouse stirred, he sprang out like a mastff
from his kennel Strange to say, however, on this
& 1t ASrie Execra webbvre culivdero hads dvaddis "Hom Odyss
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occasion, when the noise of laughter had subsidgd,
no sound, or rusting even, was to be heard in the
bedroom Mr Lawson had a pamful complamnt,
which, oftenttmes keeping him awake, made his sleep,
when 1t 4zd comne, pecudiarly deep  Gathering courage
from the silence, the groom hoisted his burden agim,
and accomplshed the femainder of his descent without
accident I waited untl I saw the trunk .placed on
4 wheel-barrow, and on 1ts road to the carrier's then,
“with Providence my guide,” or, more truly it m&ht
be said, with my own headstrong folly for law and
umpulse, I set off on foot, carrying a amall parce:
with some articles of dress under my arm, a favourte
Enghsh poet in one pocket, and an odd volume, con-
taimng about one-hall of Cantei’s Euripides, in the
other

On leaving Manchester, by a south-western route,
towards Che,ter and Wales, the first town that I
reachud (to’the best of my remembrance) was Altrin
cham—colloquially cailed Awtrigesn When a child o
three yéars old, and sullering from the hooping-cough,
I had been carried for change of air to ditferent places
on the Lancashire coast, and, in order to benefit by
as large 4 compass as postible of varyiag atmosplieres,
I and my nurse had buen made to rest for the first
night of our tolir at this cheerful little town of Altrin-
cham On "the next morning, which ushered m a
most dazzling day of July, I rose earlier than my
nurse fully approved but in no long time she found
it advisable to follow my example, and, after putting
me through ly morang’s dnll of ablutions and the
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Losd's-prayer, no sooner had she fully arranged my
petticoats than she lifted me up in her arms, threw
open the window, and let me suddcnly look down
upon the gayest scene I had ever behefd—wviz, the
Ittle market-place of Altrincham at eight o'clock in
the’ morning It happened to be the market-day, and
I, who till then had never consciously been in any
town whatever, was equally astomished and delighted
with the novel gaiety of the scene Fruits, such as
carl’be had 1in July, and flowers were scattered about
in profusion even the stalls of the butchers, from
their brilhant cleanhiness, appeared attractive and the
bonny young women of Altrincham were all tripping
about 1n caps and aprons coquettishly disposed The
general hilanty of the scene at this early hour, with
the low murmurings of pleasurable conversation and
laughter, that rose up hke a fountain to the open
window, left so profound an impression ¥pon me that
I never lost it All this occurred, as [ °hgve said,
about eght o'clock on a superb July morning
Exactly at that time of the morning, on exactly such
another heavenly day of July, dd 1, leaving
Manchester at six A M, naturally enough find myself
m the centre of the Altrmchdm market-place  Nothing
had altered There were the very same fruits and
flowers, the same bonny young woinen tripping up
and down m the same (no, nof the sameé) coquettish
bonnets, everything was apparently the same perhaps
the window of my bedroom was still open, only my
nurse and I were not looking out, for alas! on recollec-
tion, fourteen years precisely hatl passéd since then.
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Breaktast-ime, however, 1s always a cheerful stago of
the day, if a man can forget his cares at any season,
it 1s then , and after a walk of seven miles 1t 1s doubly
so I felt 1t at the time, and have stopped, therefore,
to notice it, as a singular coincidence, that twice, and by
the merest accident, I should find myself, prectsely' as
the clocks on a July morming were all striking eight,
drawing inspiration of pleasurable feelings from the
genial sights and sounds m the little market - place
of Altincham There I breakfasted, and already by
the two hours’ exercise 1 felt myself half restored to
health After an hour’s rest, I started agbin upon my
iourney all my gloom and despondency were already
retiring to the rear, and, as | left Altnncham, I said to
mvself, “ All places, 1t seems, are not Whispering
Gallenes ”

The distance between Manchester and Chester was
4bout forty railles What 1t ss under railway changes I
know nog ' This I planned to walk in two days for,
though the whole might have been performed in one, I
saw no use 1n exhausting myself, and my walking
powers were rusty from long disuse I wished to bisect
the'journey, and, as nearly as I could expect—z ¢, within
two or three miles—such ‘a bisection was attamned i a
clean roadside inn, of the class so commonly found 1n
England A kind, motherly landlady, easy in her circum-
stances, having no-motive for rapacity, and looking
for her hivelihood much less to her inn than to her faim,
guaranteed to me a safe and profound might's rest On
the following morming there remaimed not quite eighteen
miles between ‘myself’ and venerable Chester Before I
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reached it, so mighty now (as ever before and since) had
become the benefit from the air and the exercise that
oftentimes I felt inebriated and crazy with cbullient

spints.  But for the accursed letter, which sémetimes
«
Came over me,
As doth the raven o'er the 1 ifect: d house,

I should hitve too much forgot my gravity under this
new-born health  For two hours before reaching Chester,
from the accident of the south-west course which the
road itself pursued, I saw held up aloft before my eyes
that matchless spcctacle,

New, and yet as old
As the foundalions of the heavens and earth,

an elaborate and pompous sunset hanging over the
mountams of North Wales The clouds passcd slowly
through several arrangements, and 1n the last of these
I read the very scene which six months before 1'nad read
In a most exquisite poem of Wordsworth's, extracted
entire into a London newspaper (I think the St James's
Chromicte) It was a Canadian lake,

With all 1ts fairy crowds
Of 1slands that togcther he
As quielly as spots of sky
An ongst the evemng clouds

The scene in the poem (“ Ruth”), that had been
onginally mimicked by the poet from the sky, was
here re-mimicked and rehearsed to the life, as 1t seemed,
by the sky from the poet Was ‘I then, 1n July 1802,
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really quoting from Wordsworth? Yes, reader; ani I
only in all Europe In 1799, I had become acquainted
with “ We are Seven” at Bath In the winter of
1801-2 I hdd read the whole of “Ruth”, early mn
1803 I had wntten to Wordsworth In May 1803 I
had received a very long answer from Wordsworth

The next mormng’after reaching Chester, my first
thought on rising was directed to the vexzuous letter
m my custody The odious responsibnlity, thrust upon
me in connection with this letter, was now beconling
every hour more wnitating, because every hour more
embarrassing to the freedom of my own’movements,
since 1t must by this time have drawn the post-office
into the ranks of my pursuers Indignant I was that
this letter should have the power of making myself an
accomplice 1n causing anxiety, perhaps even calamity,
to the poor emigrant—a man doubly lable to unjust
suspicion, fiwst, as by his profession presumably poor,
and, secqnuly, as an alien Indignant I was that this
most filthy of letters should also have the power of
forcing me into all sorts, of indirect and cowardly
movements at inns, for beyond all things 1t seemed to
me important that I should not be arrested, or even
for a moment challenged, as the wrongful holder of
an mmportant letter, before I had testified, by my own
spontaneous transfer of it, that I had not dall..! with
any idea of ‘converuag it to my own benefit. In some
aay ] must contrive to restore the letter But was it
not that the simplest of all courses to take my hat
before sitting down tp breakfast, present mysclf at the
nost office,  terder nly explanation, and then {(like
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Christian 1n Bunyan’s allegory) to lay down my soul-
wearymng burden at the feet of those who could sign
my certificate of absolution? Was not #kz? simple?
Was not #hat easy? Oh, yes, beyond a aoubt. And,
if a favourite fawn should beescarried off by a lon,
would 1t not be a very simple and easy course to
walk after the robber, follow him into hs den, and
reason with the wretch on the indelicacy of his
conduct? In my particular circumstances, the post-
offite was 1 relation to myscf simply a hon’s den
Two separate parties, I felt satisfied, must by this time
be 1n chase¢ of me, and the two chasers would be
conlluent at the post-office Beyond all other objects
which I had to keep in view, paramount was that of
fencing agamst my own re-capture. Anxious I was
on behalf of the poor foreigner, but it did not strike
me that to this anxiety I was bound to sacrifice
myself Now, if I went to the post-offiee, I felt sure
that nothing else would be the result, and afterwards
it turned out that m this anticipation I had been
nght  For it struck me that the nature of the
enclosure 1n the French letter—viz, the fact that
without a forgery it was not negotiable—could not be
known certainly to anybody ‘out myself Doubts upon
that point must have quickened the anxieties of all
wonnected with myself, or connected with the case
More urgent consequently would have beén the apph-
cations of “ Monsieur Monsieur” to the post-office,
and consequently of the post-office to the Priory, and
consequently more easily suggested and concerted
between the post-office and the* Priory would be all
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the arrangements for stopping me, 1n the event of my
taking the route of Chester—in which case it was
natural to suppose that I might personally return the
letter to thé official authomties Of course, none of
these measures was ceértainly known to myself, but 1
guessed at them as reasonable probabilities, and 1t
was evijent that the fifty and odd hours since my
elopement from Manchester had allowed ample time
for concerting all the requisite preparations As a
last resource, n default of any better occurring, 1t 1s
likely enough that my anxiety would have tempted
me mto this mode of surrendering my® abominable
trust, which by this ume I regarded with such eyes
of burning malice as Sinbad must have directed at
intervals towards the venerable ruffian that sat astride
upon his shoulders But things had not yet come to
Sinpad’s state of desperation, so, immediately after
Breakfast, I 4ook my hat, determuning to review the
case and adopt some final decision mm the open air
For I have always found 1t easier to think over a
matter  of perplexaity  whylst walking m wide open
spaces, under the broad eye of the natural heavens,
than whilst shut up m a room But at the very door
of the inn I was suddenly brought to a pause by thc
recollection that some of the servants from the Priory
were sure ol every forenoun to be at times i the
streets The streets, however, could be evaded by
shaping a course along the city walls, which I did,
and descended into some obscure lane that brought
me gradually to the.banks of the niver Dee In the
infancy of its coulse amongst the Denbighshire
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meuntains, this rniver (famous 1n our pre-Norman
history for the earliest parade ®* of English monarchy)
18 wild and picturesque, and even below my mother’s
Priory 1t wears a character of interest °“But, a mile
or so nearer to its mouth, wllen leaving Chester for
Parkgate, it becomes miserably tame, and the several
reaches of the niver take the appearance of formal
canals. On the nght bankt of the nver runs an
artificial mound, called the Cop It was, I believe,
ongmally a Danish work, and certainly 1its name 1s
Danish (z¢, Icelandic, or old Danish), and the same
from which' 1s derived our architectural word copong
Upon this bank I was walking, and throwing my gaze
along the formal vista presented by the river. Some

® ¢ Earliest parade * —It was a very scemical parale, for
somewhere along tlns reach of the Dee—wviz , unmediately
below St Johns Priory—E-y ir, the first sgvereign of adl
England, was row.d by mine vassal reguls

t “Right bank’ —But which bank ss rirht, and ®which left,
under circumstances of position varying by possibilitv =asthout
end? This 1s a reasonible d~mur, but yet it a:igues an
mexperiencud reader  For always the position of the spectator
18 conventionally fixed. In mubtuy tactics, m puilosophic
geography, in lustory, elc, the wwuform assumption 18 that you
are standing with your back to the source ot the niver, and
your eyes travelling along with s current |, That bank of the
nver which under these cucumstance I s upon your right 1s
the right bank abwlutely, and not re/ # 1zely only (as would be
the case 1f a room, and nol a niver, wete conceined) Hence
it follows that the Midalrscx side of the 1himes 1s always he
left bank, and the Surrey side always the night bank, no matter
whether you are moving from London' to OxXpid, or revuisely
from Oxford to London
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uifle of anxiety might mingle with this gaze at the
first, lest perhaps Philistines might be abroad, for 1t
was Just possible that I had been walched But [
have generalfy found that, if you are in quest of some
certain escape from Pitiistines of whatsoever class—
snenit-officers, bores, no matter what—the surest refuge
15 to be found amongst hedgerows and fields, amongst
cows and sheep 1n fact, cows are amnongst the gentlest
of breathing creatures, none show more passionate
renderness to their young when deprnived of themn
and, 1n short, [ am not ashamed to profess a deep
ove for these quet creatures On the present
occaslon there were many cows grazing in the fields
velow the Cop but all along the Cop itself I could
Jdescry no person whatever answering to the idea of a
Philisune 1n fact, there was nobody at all, except
one woman, apparently middle aged (meaning by fhat
trdm thuty hve to forty-five), neatly dressed, though
verhaps 4n ' rustic fashion, and by no possibility
')elongmg to any dass of my enemies, for already I
was near enough to see sq much lhis woman might
e a quarter of a mile distant, and was steadily
12vancing towards me—face to facc  Soon, therefore,
« aas beginning to read the character of her features
retty dlstmctly, and her countenance nawrally served
1 a mirror to u,ho and reverberate my own teenngs,
rons quently my own norror (horror without exaggera-
von it was), at a sudden uproar of turaultuous sounds
wiung climorously ahead A4kead 1 mean in relation
- wyself, but 1o ken the sound was from the rear
Qur situation was bc fy tms. Nearly halt a mile
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behind the station of the woman, that reach ot the
nver along which we two were moving came to an
abrupt close, so that the next reach, making nearly
a nghtangled turn, lay entirely out of'view From
this unseen reach it was that"the angry clamour, so
passionate and so mysterious, arose and I, for my
part, having never heard such a fierce batthng outcry,
nor even heard ¢f such a cry, either mn books 'or on
the stage, in prose or verse, could not so much as
wfnsper a guess to myself upon 1ts probable cause
Only this I felt, that blind, unorganised nature it must
be—and nothing i human or in brutal wrath—that
could utter itself by such an anarchy of sea-hke
uproars What was 1t? Where was 1t? Whence was
it? Earthquake was 1t? convulsion of the steadfast
earth? or was 1t the breaking loose from ancient
chains of some deep morass lhke that of Solway?
More probable it seemed that the &w worduwr f
Eunipedes (the flowing backwards of rnivers to therr
fountains) now, at last, after ages of expectation, had
been suddenly realised . Not long I needed to
speculate, for within half a minute, perhaps, from
the first arrest of our attention, the proximate cause
of this mystery declared itself to our eyes, although
the remote cause (the hidden cause of that visible
cause) was still as dark as before Round that nght-
angled turn which I have mentioned as wheeling
into the next succeeding reach of the niver, suddenly
as with the trampling of cavalry—but all dressing
accurately—and the water at the outer angle sweep-
mng so much faster than that at the inner angle, as
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to keep the front ot advance ngorously m line,
violently careered round into our own placid watery
vista a huge charging block of waters, filung the whole
channel of the niver, and coming down upon us at the
rate of forty miles as hour Well was it for us,
myself and that respectable rustic woman, us ‘the
Deucahop and Pyrtha of this penlous moment,
sole ,survivors apparently of the deluge (since by
accilent there was at that paruicular moment on
that particular Cop nothing else to survive), that
by means of this Cop, and of ancient Damish hands
(possibly not yet paid for their work), we &uld survive
In fact, this watery breastwork, a perpendicular wall
of water carrying 1itself as true as if controlled by a
mason’s plumb-line, rode forward at such a pace, that
obviously the fleetest horse or dromedary would have
had no chance of escape  Many a decent railway even,
among railways since born its rivals, would not have
had aboye *the third of a chance  Naturally, I had
too short a time for observing much or accurately , and
universally I am a poor hangl at observing, else I should
say, that this nding block of crystal waters did not gallop,
but went ata long trot, yes, long trot—that most frightful
of paces 1n « tiger, mn a buflalo, or n a rebellion of waters
Even a ghost, 1 feel convinced, would appal me more
if coming up al a long diabolical trot, than at a canter
or gallop The first impulse to both of us was denved
from cowardice , cowardice the most abject and selfish
Such 1s man, though a Deucalion elect, such 15 woman,
though a decent Pyrha Both of us ran hke hares,
neither did I, Ueucalidn, think of poor Pyrrha at all for
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the fust sixty seconds Yet, on the other hand, why
she 7 1? It otruck me seriously that St George's
Channd (and, if so, beyond a doubt, the Atlantic Ocean)
had broke Inose and was, doubtless playing the same
msufferable gambols upon all wvers along a scahoard
of wix to seven thousand miles, 1 whicn case, as all
the ricc of woman must be doomed, now rqmantic a
«peculation it was for me, sole relic of lteratuse, to
think speciidly of one poor DPyrrha, probably very
illiterate, whom I bad never yet spoken to That 1dea
nulled me up  Nof spoken to her? Then 1 wwonld
speak to hér, and the more so, becausc the sound of
he purst ng niver told me that fight was uscless  And,
besides, 1f any reporter or sub-editor of some Chester
chronicle should at this moment, with his glass be
sweeping the Cop, and discover me flying under these
unchivalrous circumstances, he might gibbet me to
all etermtv  Halung, therefore (and really I had nét
run above eighty or a hundred steps), I whited for my
<olitary co-tenant of the Cop She was a lttle blown
by running, and could not gasily speak, besides which,
at the very moment of her coming up, the preternatural
column of waters, running 1n the very opposite direction
to the natural current of thHe river, came up with us,
ran by with the ferocious uproar of a hurricane, sent
up the sides of the Cop a salute of waters, as 1f
hypocrit.cally pretending to kiss our feet, Lut secretly
understood by all parties as a vain treachery for pulling
us down nto the flying deluge, whilst ali along both
banks the mughty refluent wash ,was heard as it rode
2! mg, leaving memornals, by sight and “by sound, of its
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victorious power  But my female associate m this
terrific drama, what said she, on coming up with me?
Or what said I? For, by accident, I st was that spoke
first , notw1thsta.ndmg the fact, notorious and un-
deniable, that 7 kad never been sntroduced to her Hore,
however, be it understood, as a case now solemnly
adjudicated and set at rest, that, in the midst of any
great’ natural convulsion—earthquake, suppose, water-
spout, tornado, or eruption of Vesuvius—it shall 7nd
may be lawful in all ime coming (any usage or tradition
to the contrary notwithstanding), for two English people
to communicate with each otner, although, by athdavit
made before two jusuices of the peace, 1t shall have been
proved that no previous introduction had b en possible,
mn all other cases the old statute ot non-intercourse holds
good  Meantime, the present case, in ditinit of more
cireumstamdal evideuce, might be r garded, if not as
an eanh(iual\e yet as rinking amongst the first-fruat
or blossofus of an earthquahe o I spoke without
cruple o« All my freczing Lnghsh rescrve gave way
under tins boibrg senve f having buon so recently
runming for hie and then, again suppose the water
column should ccme bach—nding along with the current,
and no longer nding a-awnsé it—in that case, we and
dl the County Balatine nught <oon have to run for our
lves Undes such threate nings of common penl, surely
L+ wapinela or unl.mited license of specch, ought
spontaneously to proclaim itself without waiting for
sanction

So I asked her the meaming of this hormible tumult
In the waters how did she read the mystery? Her
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answer was, that though she had never before seen
such a thing, yet from her grandmother she had often
heard of it, and, if she had run before, it, zhaf was
because 7 ran, and a little, perhaps, because the noise
fnghtened her What was 1t, then? I asked “It
was,” she said, “the Bore, and,it was an affection to
which only some few rnivers here and there weie hable,
and the lee was one of these” So ignorant was I,
thgt, until that moment, I had never heard of such a
nervous affection 1n nivers  Subsequently I found that,
amongst Enghsh rivers, the neighbouring river Severn,
a lar more mmportant strcam, suffered at spring-tides
the same kind of hysterics, and, perhaps, some few
other rivers in the Brniush Island, but amongst Indian
uvers, only the Ganges

At last, when the Bore had been discussed to the
full extent of our umted ignorance, I went off to the
subject of that other curse, far more affictipg than any
conccivable bore—viz, the foreign letter in thy pocket.
The Bore had certainly alarmed us for nine'y or a
hundred seconds, but the Ittter would poison my very
existence, like the bottle-imp, unul I could transfer it
to some person truly qualfied to receive 1t Might
not my fair friend on the Cop be marked out by Fate
as ‘‘the coming woman ” born to deliéer me from this
pocket curse? It 1s true that she displayed a rustic
simplicity somewhat resembling that of Audrey n
As you ke ¢ Her, 1n fact, not at all more than
Audrey, had the gods been pleased to make * poetical ”
But, for my particular mission, Zkaf meght be amongst
her best qualifications At any rate, ] was weared
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m spint under my load of responsibility personally &o
hiberate myself by wisiting the post-office, too surely
I felt as the ruin of my enterprise n its very outset
Some agent *ust¢ be employed, and where could one
be found promising by looks, words, manners, more
trustworthiness than this agent, sent by accident? The
case alm@st explained’itself She readily understood
how the resemblance of a name had thrown the letter
mto my possession, and that the simple remedy was—
to restore 1t to the right owner through the nght
channel, which channel was the never-enough-to-be-
esteemed General Post-office, at that time *pitching its
tents and bivouacking mghtly in Lombard Street, but
for this special case legally represented by the Chester
head-office a service of no rnisk to Aer, for which, on
the contrary, all parties would thank her I, to begin,
begged to put my thanks into the shape of half-a-
cibwn but, a» some natural doubts arose with respect
to her preqgse station in life (for she might be a farmer's
wife, and not a servant), I thought 1t advisable to
postulate the existence of spme youthful daughter to
which mythological person I begged to address my
offering, when incarnated 1n the shape of a doil

I therefore, Deucalion that was or had been pro-
visionally through a bref interval of panic, took leave
of my Pyrrha, sole partner in the penls and anxeties
of that astoundmg Bore, dismissing her—Thessahan
Pyrrha—not to any Thessahan vales of Tempe, but—
O ye powers of moral anachromsm l—to the Chester
Post-office, and warnipg her on no account to be pre-
maturely wheedied out of her secret Her position,
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diplomatically speaking, was better (as I made her
understand) than that of the post-office she having
something 1 her gift—viz, an appointment to forty
guineas, whereas mn the counter-gift of th'e proud post-
office was nothing, neither for*instant frmtion nor 1n
far-off reversion Her, 1n fact, one might regard as a
Pandora, carrying a box with ‘something better than
hope at the bottom, for hope too often betrays, but
a draft upon Smith, Payne, & Smith, which never
befrays, and for a sum which, on the authonty of
Goldsmith, makes an Enghsh clergyman ‘passing
rnch” throtgh a whole twelvemonth, entitled her
to look scornfully upon every second person that
she met

In about two hours the partner of my solitary
kingdom upon the Cop re-appeared, with the welcome
assurance that Chester had survived the Bore, that all
was night, and that anything which ever 4ad beén
looking crooked was now made straight as’ the path of
an arrow  She had given “my love” (so she said) to
the post-office, had becn thanked by more than either
one or two amongst the men of letters who figured
i the equipage ol that establishment, and had been
assured thit, long before da'ylight departed, one large
cornucopia of justice and {chcity would be emptied
out upon the heads of all parties n the drama I
myself, not the least afflicted person on the roll, was
already rcleased—suddenly released, and fully—{rom
the imiquitous load of responsibility thrust upon me,
the poor emigrant was released from hlS conflict with
fears that were uncertain, and ‘creditors tno certain
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the post-office was released from the scandal and gm-
barrassment of a gross irregularity, that might eventually
have brought the postmaster-general down upon their
haunches, 4and the household at the Priory were
released from all anxieties, great and smn.ll, sound and
visionary, on the question of my tancicd felony

In thgse aniieties,” one person there was that never
had condescended to participate This was my eldest
sister Mary—just eleven months senior to myself She
was among the gentlest of girls, and yev from the %ery
first she had testified the most incredulous disdain of
all who fancied ker brother capable of aify thought so
base as that of medinating a wiong to a needv exile
At present, after exchanging a tew parting words and
a few final or farewell tarewells with my faithful icirale *
agent, further business I had none to detam me
Chester, except what concerned this particular sister My
business witle er was not to thank her for the iesolute
justice wfich she had done me, since as vet 1 could not
know of that service, but simply to sec her, to learn
the domestic news of the ,Priory, and, according to the
possibilities of the case, to concert with her som plan
of regular correspondence Meantime 1t happened that

* Some proplp arc rritated, or even fancy themselves
nsulted, by .overt acls of allizeration, as many people are by
puns. On their account let me say, that, allhough there are
here eight sepuate £8 n less than half a sentence, this 15 to
be held as pwe acciaent  In fact, at one time there were
pme 1"u 1n the orinnal cast ot the suntence unul I, in pity
of the «ffonted, pme'c,‘ subisutuled gemawe agent tor femals
rerond.
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a maternal uncle, a mihtary man on the Bengal establish-
ment, who had come to England on a three-years’ leave
of absence (according to the custom 1n those days), was
at this time a visitor at the Priory My mother’s estab-
lishment of servants was usuallythimited to five persons
—all, except one, elderly and torpld  But my uncle,
who had brought to England some beautiful Arab and
Persian hoises, found 1t necessary to gather about his
stables an extra body of men and boys These were
all alert and active, so that, when I reconnoitred the
windows of the Piiory in the dusk, hoping in some
way to attratt my sister's attention, I not only failed
in that object, seeing no lLights mn any room which
could naturally have been occupied by her, but I also
found myself growing tnto an object of special attention
to certain unknown servants, who, having no doubt
recelved imstructions to look out for me, easily inferred
from my anxious movements that I must be the person'
‘wanted” Uneasy at all the novel appeirances of
things, I went away, and returned, after an hour's
interval, armed with a note ,to my sister, requesting
her to watcu for an opportunity of coming out for a
few minutes under the shadows of the little ruins in
the Priory garden,* where I meintme would be waiting

® 4 The lttle rusns 11 the Priory garden ' —S.l John'’s Priory
had been part of the monastic foundation attached to the very
ancient church of St John, standing beyond the walls of
Chester Larly in the seventeenth centuy, tis Priory, or so
much of it as remained, was occupied as a dwelling-house by
Sir Robert Cotton the antiquary And there, according to

tradition, he had been wvisited by Bea Jongon All that
remained of the Priory when used as'a domestic residence
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This note I gave to a stranger, whose costume shgwed
him to be a groom, begging him to give 1t to the young
lady whose address 1t bore  He answered, in a respect-
ful tone, that he would do so, but he could not sincerely
have meant 1t, since (a® I soon learned) 1t was impossible.
In fact, not one minute had T waited, when in glided
amongst, the ruins—nbt my fair wister, but my bronzed
Bengal uncle! A Bengal tiger would not more have
startled me Now, to a dead certainty, I said, here
comes a fatal barner to the prosecution of my schtme
I was mistaken Between my mother and my uncle
there existed the very deepest affection? for they re-
garded each other as sule reliques of a household once
living together in mcmorable harmony But in many

by Cotton was upon a miniature scale, except only the kilcher
—a noble room, with a groined roof of stone, exactly a~ it had
been fitted to the uses of the monastic establishment  The hittle
hall of enirance, the dining-room, and principal bedroom, werc
in a moddt style of elegance, fitted by the scale of accommoda-
tion for, the abode of a literary bachelor, and preltly nearly as
Cotton had left them two cegturies before But the muniature
character of the Priory, which had dwindled by successive
abridgments from a royal quarto into a pretty duodecimo, was
seen chiefly in the beautiful rains which adorned the little lawn,
acrass which access was gained to the house through the hall
These ruins amgunted at the most to three arches—whicl,
because round and not pointed, were then usually called Saxon,
as contra-distingumished from Gothic  What might be the exact
claswification of the architecture I do not know Certainly
the very ancient church of St John, to which at one time the
Priory must have been an appendage, wore a character of harsh
and naked simplicity that was repulsive But the hittle ruins
were really beautiful, and drew continual visits from artists and
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fealures of character no human beings could stand off
from each other 1in more hvely repulsion And this
was seen on the present occasion My dear excellent
mother, from the eternal quiet of her deéorous house-
hold, looked upon every violent%or irregular movement,
and therefore upon mine at present, much as she would
have done upon the opening of the seventh seal in
the Revelations But my uncle was thoroughly a' man
of the world, and what told ecven more powerfully on
my*behalf in this mnstance, he was a man of even morbid
activity It was so exquisitely natural in his eyes that
any rational person sheuld prefer moving about amongst
the breezy mountains of Wales, to a slavish routine of
study amongst books grnim with dust and masters 100
proebably still more dusty, that ne seemed disposed

skcte sors through every successive summer  Whether they bad
any irchitectur | enrichments, [ do not rcmun.b(.r But theg
interested all veople—hirst by then mimature scale, which would
bave qualiied tham (if portable) for a direct 1faroduction
amonyst (he “ properucs  and diamalzs persone on our, London
opera buaras, and, secondly, hy the exqu site beauty of the
shiruus, wild-lowers, and ferns, thit surmounted the arches
with nauras coronets of tic ricnest composition  In this
condition of atltractivenes my mother saw Uus Lttle Pnory,
which was then on si'c As a residence, it had the great
adv i L ige of standmy somewh it aloot from Lf‘e cily ot Chester,
which, however (ke all cathedral cilies), was qme.l and respect-
able 1n the composition of 1ty population My mother bought
i, added 2 drawing-room, ught or mine bedrooms, dressing-
rooms, elc, 4all on the miniature scale coriesponding to the
original plan, and thus formed a very pretty residence, with
the grace of monastic antiquity banging oveg the whole Lttle
Feticat, '
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to regard my conduct as an extraordinary act of vwtue
On his advice, it was decided that there could be no
hope 1n any contest with my main wishes, and that I
should be ift to pursue my original purpose of walking
amongst the Welsh ihountains, provided I chosg to
do so upon the slender allowance of a guinea a week
My ungle, whose Indian mumficence ran ot upon all
occasions, would gladly have had a far larger allow-
ance made to me, and would himself have clandestmely
given me anything 1 asked But I myself, from general
ignorance (in which accomplishment I excelled), judged
this to be sufficient, and at this pon® my mother,
hitherto passively acquuescent in my uncle’s proposals,
interfered with a decisive nigour that 1n my own heart
I could not disapprove Any larger allowance, most
reasonably she urged, what was it but to “make pro-
tiamation 0 my two younger brothers that rebellion
Yore a pranaum, and that mutiny was the ready road
to easegand comfort?” DMy conscience smote me at
these words 1 felt something like an electric shock
on thid sudden reference, go utterly unevpected, to my
brothers, for, to say the truth, I had never once ad-
mtted them to my thoughts n forecasting the eventual
conscquences that might f)ossnbly unroll themselves from
my own .u:a.ds.trong act llere now, within three days,
rang like a solemn knell, reverberating from the sound-
ing-board within my awalened conscience, one of those
many self-reproaches so dimly masked, but not circum-
stantially prefigured, py the secret thought under the
dome of St Paul's Cathedral about its dread Whispenng
Gallery In this particular mstance, I know that the
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evil cconsequences from my own example never did take
eflect But at the moment of my mother’s sorrowful
suggestion, the fear that they might take effect thrilled
me with remorse My next brother, a boy ‘of generous
and heroic temper, was at a schotl governed by a brutal
and savage master This brother, I well know, had justify
Ing reasons, ten times weightier than any which I could
plead, for copying my precedent Most probable it was
that he would do so, but I learned many years sub-
sequently from himself that i fact he did not The
man’s diabohical malice at last made further toleration
impossible.  Without thinking of my example, under
very different circumstances my brother won his own
emancipation in ways suggested by his own views and
Iimited by his own resources he got afloat upon the
wide, wide world of ocean, ran along a penlous seves-
years' career of nautical romance , had his name almost
blotted out from all memones in Englands, became of
necessity a pirate amongst pirates , was hablelo the death
of a pirate wherever taken, then suddenly, on a morming
of battle, having effected his escape from the 'bloody
flag, he jomed the English storming party at Monte
Video, fought under the eye of Sir Home Popham,
the commodore, and within' twenty-four hours after
the wvictory was rated as a midshipman on board the
Diwadem (a 64-gun ship), which bore Sir Home’s flag
All this I have more circumstantially narrated elsewhere.
I repeat the sum of 1t here, as showing that his elope-
ment from a brutal tyrant was not due to any mislead-
ing of mme I happen to know, this now—but then
I could not knowit. Andf I had'so entirelv overlooked
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one such possible result, full of calamity to my yaeuth
ful brothers, why might I not have overlooked many
hundreds beside, equally probable—equally full of peril?
That consideration saddened me, and deepened more
and more the ommous 8uggestion—the oracle full of woe
—that spoke from those Belshazzar thunderings upon
the walj of the Whispering Gallery In fact, every
intritate and untried path in life, where it was from the
first a matter of arbitrary choice to enter upon It or
avold 1t, 1s effectually a path through a vast Hercy'man
forest, unexplored and unmapped, where each several
turn 1n your advance leaves you open to *new anticipa-
tions of what 1s next to be eapected, and consequently
open to altered valuations of all that has been already
traversed Even the character of your own absolute
expenience, past and gone, which (if anything m ths
world) you might surely answer for as sealed and
Settled for ever—even this you must submit to hold
In suspense, as a thing conditional and contingent
upon what 1s yet to come—hable to have its pro-
visional character affirmed or reversed, according to
the new combinations into which 1t may enter with
elements only yet, perh:.Lps, in the earliest stages of
development

Saddened bY these reflections, I was stll more
saddened hy the chiling manner of my mother If
I could presume to descry a fault 1n my mother, 1t was
—that she turned the chilling aspects of her high-toned
character too exclusively upon those whom, in any
degree, she kngw on supposed to be promoters of evil
Sometimes her austerity might seem even unjust. But
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at p.esent the whole artillery of her displeasure seemed
to be unmasked, and yust/y unmasked, against a moral
aberration, that offered for itself no excuse that was
obvious 1n one moment, that was legible at one glance,
that could utter itself in one word My mother was
predisposed to think ill of all causes that required many
words I, predisposed to subtleties of all sorts and degrees,
had naturally become acquainted with cases that co.ld
not unrobe their apparellings down to that degree of
simplicity 1 in this world there 1s one misery having
no relef, it 1s the pressure on the heart from the Zncom-
municable And 1f another Sphinx should arnse to
propose another emgma to man—saying, What burden
1s that which only 1s insupportable by human fortitude?
I should answer at once——J7 s the burden of the incom-
municable At this moment, siting 1n the same room of
the Priory with my mother, knowing how reasonable she
was—how patient of explanations—how candid—how
open to pity— not the less I sank away in a hopr lessness
that was immeasurable from all eflort at explanation
She and 1 were contemplatng the very same act,
Lut she from one centre, 1 from another Certain I
was, that it through one half-minute she could realise 1n
one deully expernicnce the svffering with which 1 had
tought through more than three months, the amount of
physical anguish, the desolation of all genial hfe, she
would have uttered a rapturous absolution of that which
else must always seem to her a mere explosion of wilful
insubordination  ““ In this bnef experience,” she would
exclaim, “ I read the record of your acquittal, in this
fiery torment I acknowledge the gladiatonal resistance ”
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Such 1n the case supposed would have been her revised
verdict But this case was exqusitely impossible
Nothing which offered itself to my rhetoric gave any but
the feebles? and most childish reflection of my past suffer-
ings  Just so helples$ did I feel, disarmed nto jusg the
same languishing impotence to face (or make an effort at
facing),the difficulty before me, as most of us have felt in
thesdreams of our childhood when lying down without a
struggle before some all-conquering hon 1 felt that the
situation was one without hope , a solitary word, which
I attempted to mould upon my lips, died away into a
sigh, and passively 1 acquiesced 1 the’apparent con-
fession spread through all the appearances—that 1n
reality 1 had no palliation to produce
One alternative, in the offer made to me, was, that I
had permission to stay at the Priory The Priory, or the
mountainous region of Wales, was offered freely to my
"choice  Ersher of the two offered an attractive abode
The Prgory, 1t may be fancied, was clogged with the
liability to fresh and intermitting reproaches  But this
was notso I knew mv ryother sufficiently to be assured
that, once having expnessed her sorrowfal condemnation
of my act, having made it 1mpossible for me to misunder-
stand har views, she was ready to extend her wonted
hospitality to me, and (as regarded all practical matters)
her wonted kindness, but not that sort of kindness which
could make me forget that 1 stood under the deepest
shadows of her displeasure, or could leave me for a
moment free to converse at my ease upon any and every
subject. A man that 15 talking on simple toleration,
and, as 1t were, under permanent protest, cannat feel
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himself morally at his ease, unless very obtuse and
coarse 1n his sensibilities

Mine, under any situation approaching to the present,
were so far from being obtuse that they werk morbidly
and extravagantly acute. I hud ‘erred . that I knew,
and did not disguise from myself Indeed, the rapture
of anguish with which I had recurrea involuntarily, to my
experience of the Whispering Gallery, and the symbulic
meaning which I had given to that experience, mani-
fested indirectly my deep sense of error through the dim
misgiving which attended it—that 1n some mysterious
way the sense und the consequences of this error would
magnify themselves at every stage of life, in proportion
as they were viewed retrospectively from greater and
greater distances I had, besides, through the casual
allusion to my brothers, suddenly become painfully aware
of another and separate fallure in the fihal obligations
resting on myself Any mother, who 1s a w~idow, has
especial claims on the co-operation of her eldest son in
all means of giving a beneficial bias to the thoughts and
purposes of the younger children and, if an#y mother,
then by a title how special could my own mother invoke
such co-operation, who had on /e part satisfied all the
claims made upon her maternal character, by self-
sacrifices as varned, as prvately I knew them to be
exemplary Whilst yet comparatively young, not more
than thirty-six, she had sternly refused all countenance,
on at least two separale occasions, to distinguished
proposals of marriage, out of pure regard to the memory
of my father, and to the interests of lys children Could
1 fail to read, 1n such unostentatious exemplfications of



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 155

maternal goodness, a summons to a correspording
earnestness on my part mn hghtening, as much as
possible, the burden of her responsibilities? Alas| too
ceitainly, as regarded fief duty, I felt my own tailure :
one opportunity had Yeen signally lost, and yet, on pther
hand, I also felt that more might be pleaded on my
behalif ¢han could by possibility be apparent to a neutral
bystander But this, to be pleaded effectually, needed to
be said—not by myself, but by a disinterested ady gcate
and no such advocate was at hand  In blind distress of
mind, conscience-stricken and heart-stricken, I stretched
out my arms, seeking for my one sole Euxlhary, that
was my eldest sister Mary, for my younger sister Jane
was a mere infant  Blindly and mechanically, I stretched
out my arms as if to arrest her attention, and giving
utterance to my labouring thoughts, I was beginning
to speak, when all at once I became sensible that Mary
"was not tltere I had heard a step behind me, and
supposed It hers since the groom’s ready acceptance of
my letter to her had pre-occupied me with the belief
that I should see her inva few moments But she was
far away, on a mussion of anxious, sisterly love Im-
mediately after my elopement, an express had been sent
off to the Priory from Manchester, this express, well
mounted, had, not spent more than four hours on the
road He must have passed me on my first day’s walk,
and, within an hour after %z arnival, came a communica-
tion from the post-office, explaining the nature and
value of the letter that had been so vexatiously thrust
into my hands, Alarm spread through the Priory for 1t
must be confessed that the comncidence of my elopement



156 CONFESSIONS OF

withvthis certified delivery of the letter to myself, gave
but too reasonable grounds for connecting the two
mcidents I was grateful to dear Mary for resisting
such strong plausibiities agamnst me, and yet ! could

not feel entitled to complain of' those who had not
resisted The probability seemed that I must have
violated the laws to some extent, either by forgery or
by fraudulent approprniation In either case, the most
eligible course seemed to be my instant expatriation

France (this being the year of peace) or Holland would
offcr the best asylum until the affair should be settled,
and, as there could be no anxieties any quarter as to
the main thing concerned in the 1ssue—viz, the money
—Iin any case there was no reason to fear a vindictive
pursuit, even on the worst assumption as regarded the
offence  An elderly gentleman, long connected with the
famiy, and 1n many cases an agent tor the guardians, at
this .1oment offered his services as counseltor and pro-'
tector to my sister Mary Two hours, therefor:, from
the arrival of the Manchester express (who, starting
abcut 11 aM, had reached Ghester at 3 Pw™ ), all the
requisite steps having been concerted with one of the
Cliuster banks for getting letters of credst, etc, a carnage-
and-four was at the Priory gate, into which stepped ms

sister Mary, with one female attendant angl her triendly
escort  And thus, the same day, on which I had made
my exit from Mr Lawson’s, saw the chase after me
commencing  Sunset saw the pursuers crossing the
Mersey, and trotting mto Liverpool Thence to Orms-
kirk, thirteen mules, and thence to groud Freston, about
twenty more Within a tnfle, these three stages make
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(itty miles, and so much did my chasers, that pugsued
when no man fled, accomplish before sleeping On the
next day, long and long before the time when I, in my
humble pedestrian character, reached Chester, my sister’s
party had reached Ambleside—distant about ninety-two
miles from Livcrpool, consequently somewhere about a
hundred and seven nliles from the Priory  This chasing
party, with good reason, supposed themselves to he on
my trices ever after reaching “ proud Preston,” which 1s
the point of confluence nn the Liverpool and Manchester
roads northwards For I myself, having ongmally
planned my route for the Enghsh Lakes, purposely
suffered some 1ndications of that plan to remain behind
me, in the hope of thus giving a false direction to any
pursuit that might be attempted

The further course of this chase was disagreeably
made known to me about four years later, on attain-
"mng my masority, by a “little account” of about £i150
agamnst, thy httle patnmomal fortune Of all the
letters from the Pnory (which, however, from natural
oversfght were not thought of until the day after my
own arrival at the Priory—re, the thud day after my
sister’s departure), not one caught them which was
unfortunate For the journey to and from the Lakes,
together with a circmt of more than one hundred and
fifty muiles amongst the Lakes, would at any rate have
run up to .nearly four hundred miles But it happened
that my pursuers, not having time to sift such intell.
gence as they received, were misled into an evcursus
of full two hundied,miles more, by chasing an 1maginary
“me" to the caves thence to Bolton Abbev, thenc
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nearly to York Altogether, the journey amounted to
above six hundred miles, all performed with four
horses Now at that time the cost of four horses—
which n the cheapest hay and corn season} was three
shllhpgs a mile, and 1n dear seavons four—was three-
and-sixpence a mile, to which it was usual to compute
an average addition of one shilhng a mile fog gates,
postilhons, ostlers, so that the total amount, with sthe
natural expenses of the three travellers at the nns, ran
up to five shillings a mile Consequently, five shillings
being the quarter of a pound, six hundred miles cost
the quarter ol £6oo ‘lhe only item m this long
account which consoled me to the amount of a solitary
smile for all this money thrown away, was an item in
a bill at Patterdale (head of Ulleswater)—

To an echo, first qual ty e« « » -fo10 O
1o do, second quahty . . o §5 0
-

It seems the price of echoes vaned, reasonably enough,
with the amount of gunpowder consumed  But at
Low-wood, on Windermere, halfcrown echoes might
be had by those base snobs who would put up with
a vile Brummagem substitute for * the genuine article ”
Trvial, meantime, as regarded any permanent conse-
quences, would have been this casual nroad upon
my patrimony Had [ waited until my ‘sister returned
home, which I mght have been sure could'only have
been delayed through the imperfectly concerted system
of correspondence, all would have prospered From
her I should have received the .cordiahty and the
genial sympathy which I needed , I could have quietly
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pursuied my studies, and my Oxford matriculation
would have followed as a matter of course But, un-
happily, having for so long a time been seriously
shaken in health, any interruption of my wild open-air
system of lfe instarAly threw me back into nervous
derangements  Past all doubt 1t had now become that
the al fresco life, to ‘wWhich I had looked with so much
hopefulness for a sure and rapid restoration to health,
was even more potent than I had supposed 1t Literally
uresistible it seemed 1 re-organising the system &f my
languishing powers  Impatient, therefore, under the
absence of my sister, and agitated every hour so long
as my home wanted 1ts central charm in some house-
hold countenance, some govrpogor 8upa, beaming with
perfect sympathy, I resolved to avail myself of those
wild mountainous and sylvan attractions which at
present lay nearest to me Those parts, indeed, of
“Fhintshire, or even of Denbighshire, which lay near to
Chester, Were not 1n any very eminent sense attractive
The vale of Gressford, for instance, within the Flintshire
border, and yet not mqre than seven miles distant,
offered a lovely little seclusion, and to this I had a
pnvileged access, and at first I tried 1t, but it was a
dressed and omamentéd plcasure-ground and two
ladies of some distinction, nearly related to each
other, and.old‘ friends of my mother, were 1In a manner
the ladies paramount within the rng fence of this
Arcadian vale But this did not offer what I wanted
Everything was elegant, polished, quiet, throughout
the lawns and groves of this verdant retreat. no
rudeness was allowed here, even the little brooks were
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trained to “behave themselves”, and the two willas
of the reigning ladies (Mrs Warnngton and Mrs Parry)
showed the perfection of good taste For both ladies
had ciltivated a taste for pamting, and, I believe, had
some exccutive power Here fay introductions were
rather too tavourable, since they forced me into
society From Gressford, however, the chargcter ol
the scune, considured as a daily residence, very soon
repclled me, however otherwise fascinating by the
accomplishments of 1ts two possessors Just two-and-
twenty miles from Chester, meantime, lay a far
grander scent, the fine vale of Llangollen m the
centre of Denbighshire  Here, also, the presiding
residents were two ladies, whose romantic retirement
from the world at an early age had attracted for
many years a general interest to their persons, habuts,
and opinions  These ladies were Irish—Mss Ponsonby,
and Lady Eleanor Butler, a sister of Load Ormond®
I had twwice been formally presented to' them by
persons of a rank to stamp a value upon this intro-
duction  But, naturally, thgugh high-bred courtesy
concealed any such open expressions of feeling, they
must have felt a very shght interest in myself or
my opmions ¥ I grieve to say that my own feelings

* It1s worthy of notice that, when I, 1n thig year 180z, and
again in after veirs, endeavoured to umpress them favourably
with regard to Wordsworth as a poet (that subject having not
been introduced by myseli, but by one of the ladies, who
happened to have a Cambridge friend intimate with the man,
and perhaps with hiv works), neither of them was disposed to

look with any interest or hopcfulness ‘upon«lis pretensions
Bul a. a peniod long subsequent to this, when the House of
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were not more ardent towards #kem Neverthelegs, I
presented myself at their cottage as often as 1 passed
through Llangollen, and was always courteously
received when they happened to be in the country
However, as it was rot ladies that I was seeking 1n
Wales, I now pushed on to Carnarvonshire, and for
some weeks took a very miniature suite of rooms—viz,
one soom and a closet—at Bangor

My landlady had been a lady’s-maid, or a nurse, or
something of that sort, in the Bishop of Barfgor's
family, and had but lately married away from that
family, or (to use her own expression) dad “settled ”
In a lttle town lhke Nangar, barely to have lived in
the hishop’s family conferred some distinction, and my
good landlady had rather more than her share of the
pride natural to that giorious advantage What “my
lord” said, and what “my lord” did, how useful he
%as 1 Parbament, and how indispensable at Oxford,
formed the' daily burden of her talk All this I bore
very well, for it cost no great effort to make allowance
for the garrulity of an old, servant, and luchily nothing
in our daily routine of hfe brought us often into each
other’s company Sometimes, however, we met, and
of necessity, on such occasions, I must have appeared
Commons had rung with applause on Sergeant Talfourd’s
mention of his name, and when all American tourists of any
distinction flocked annually to Rydal Mount, Wordsworths
own poems bear witness that a great revolution had been
worked at Llangollen. 1 mention this anecdole, because I
have good reason to think that a laige propoition of the
“ conver~.ons ’ in the «case ot Woerdsworlth took place under
the same influence
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m her eyes very madequately impressed with the bishop's
importance, and with the grandeur of having lived in
a palace, and, perhaps, to punush me for my indifference,
or it might, after all, be mere accident, $he one day
repeated to me a conversation*in which I was n-
dlre'ctly a party concerned She had been to the
palace, and, dinner bemg over, she had been
summoned 1nto the dining-room In givinge an
account of her household economy, she happened to
mention that she had let what she styled somewhat
magnificently her “apartments” The good bishop
(it seemed) Had thence taken occasion to caution her
as to her selection of inmates, *“for,” said he, “you
must recollect, Betty, that Bangor 1s in the high road
to the Head” (ke Head was the common colloguial
expression for Holyhead), “so that multitudes of Insh
swindlers, runming away from therr debts into England,
and of Englsh swindlers, running away from then
debts to the Isle of Man, are likely to take this place
in their route” Such advice was certainly not without
reasonable grounds, but rather fitted to be stored up
for Mrs Betty's private meditations, than specially
reported to me What followed was worse —*“O my
lord,” answered my landlady’ (according to her own
representation of the matter), *“I really don’t think
that this young gentleman 1s a swindler, because——"
—*You don't think me a swindler ? " said I, 'mterruptmg
her, 1n 2 tumult of indignation, *for the future I shall
spare you the trouble of thinking about it” And
without delay I prepared for my departure Some
toncessions the good woman seeméd disposed to make,
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but a harsh and contemptuous expression, whigh I
fear that I applhed to the learned digmtary himself,
roused /fer indignation mn turn, and reconcihation then
became impossible I was, indeed, greatly wntated at
the bishop's having suggested any grounds of suspicion,
however remotely, against a person whom he had never
seen, and I thought of leting hun know my mind n
Sreek Which, at the same time that 1t would furmsh
some presumption 1n behalf of my respectability, might
also (I hoped) compel the bishop to answer 1n* the
same language, and mn that case I doubted not to
make good my superionily as a versatie wielder of
arms, raicly managed with eflect, agamnst all the
terrors of his lordship’s wig

I was wrong 1if I said anything 1In my anger that
was disparaging or sceptical as to the bishop’s mtel-
lectual pretensions, which were not only very sound,
but very appropriate to the particular stations which
he filled, * For the Bishop of Bangor (at that time
Dr Cleaver) was also the head of Brasenose, Oxford
—which college was indebted to him for its leadership ®

* The rank to which B:asenose had suddenly nsen in the
estimation of the world was put to the test in the following
year The leading family in the house (the gens) of Grenville
was, at this time, that of the Marquis of Buckingham, not long
alter elevated to the ducal rank The second son of this
nobleman—wi%z , Lord George Grenville (subsequently succeeding
to the peerage of Nugent, and known n his kterary character
only as Lord Nugent)—happened, in tlus or the following year
to be ripe for college , which means, in England, that he was
a young man, and nof & boy, generally, at the very least,
eighteen years old According to all known precedent, he
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at that era i scholarship and discipline. In this
b
academic character I learned afterwards that he might
be called almost a reformer a wise, temperate, and
successful reformer, and, as a ucholar, F saw many
[}

shouid have gone ta Christ Church  But, on such a question
arising, naturally his uncl, Lord 7Grenville, undir whose
patronige the Grenwvillc Homer bad been publiched,'and who
was reputed an accomplshed scholar, assisted at the famly
council , and by /41s advice, to the astonishment of Oxford,
Brasénose was sclected in preference to Chnst Church, and,
I believe, on the one sole ground of deference for the administrat.
ve talents (combined with singular erudition) of Dr Cleaver
This casual precedency, however, of Brasenose, resting (as it
did) on a mere personal basis, ran down as suddenly as it had
run up, and has long since been forgotten. The fact 1s, that
rustic families, at a distance from Oxford, naturally presume
some superior dignity in any college that should happen te
have a bishop for its ruler, not knowing that, in Oxford and
Cambnridge, all heads of conwiderable colleges hold themselves
(and are held) equals in rank and dignity to the bench of
bishops In Oxford more especially, this doctrine ¢ eceives a
standing 1illustration, for fhere the dean of the diocese 1s
necessarily and ex officio the head of Christ Church, which
(by the number and the rank of ils population) 1s beyond all
competition the supreme college in the whole univeruty In
that character, therefore (of collepe head), Mr Dean 18 a very
much greater man than my lord the Bishop This virtual
inferiority in the face of an ostensible superiority was, until
the new regulations for somewhat equalising the bishopiicks,
further reinforced by the poverty of Oxford as an episcopal see,
It ought to be added, that to hold the headship of a college 1n
c~mbination with a bishoprick, considering the burdensomeness
of irreconcilabie functions attached to each of the offices, 13 a
sc.ndalous viclation of public duly s«'eh g3 cught never to
have won an hour’s telrration
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years later that he had received the laudatory nqpice
of Porson But, on the other hand, the bishop was
not altogether without bLlame i unchaiming his local
influence, were it only by hint or insinuation, against
a defenceless stranger + For so great a man, 1 so
small a town as Bangor, was really as much of an
autocrat as a post-captain on the quarterdeck of his
own .Veséd A “sealawyer” 1mn such a case must
contnive to pocket his wrongs, until he finds himself
wDd the captain on shore Yet, after all, my schtme
was not altogether so absurd, and the anger, 1n which
perhaps 1t might begin, all melted away m the fun
which would have accompanied its execution It will
stnnke the reader that my plan of retalation mast
have failled by arming against me the official pride of
the bishop Any man, it will be thought, occupying
so dignified a place in public hfe—a lord of Parliament,
lolder of a prize 1n the episcopal lottery (for Bangor
was worth six thousand a year), a leading Don at
Oxford — 1n short, a splendid pluralist, armed with
diocesan thunder and lightning—would never stoop
from his Jovian altitude to notice any communication
whatever from a boy But 1t would make all the
difference 1n the world thht this communication by the
supposition was to be m Greek  Merc curiosity n
such a case would compel the Bishop to read it. And
then, shockingly irregular as such a course would be,
a fatal temptation would anse to the hazardous ex-
periment of answenng 1t m Greek It would not be
pleasant to shrink from the sort of silent challenge
. thrown out by such an cccentric form of epistle, when
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worded 1n the tone of respect due to the bishop’s age
and spintual office  And certainly the degradation
would be conspicuously less in replying even to a
boy, if armed with that sort of accomphshment But
was not the bishop a learned: man, well qualified to
answer, whose reading must naturally be greater by a
score of times than mine? I uad heard so, and I
was told also, but long after, that he had wr'ltten well
and learnedly (éuf not 12 Greck) on the Arundel
mafoles, even to attempt which, mn our days, when
the forestalling labours of two centuries have so much
narrowed the field open to oniginal sagacity, argues
an erudition far from common But I have already
given 1t as my opmion, that there 1s no proportion
held between a man's general knowledge of Greek,
and the special art of wnting Greek, that 1s, using 1t
as a vehicle for ordinary and famihar intercourse.
This advantage, not necessarily or usuzlly belonging
to the most exquisite Greek scholarshiy, I myself
wielded with a preternatural address for varying the
forms of expression, and for bringing the most re-
fractory ideas within the harness of Grecian phrase-
ology 1lad the bishop ylelded to the temptation of
replying, then I figured to inyself the inevitable resuit
—the episcopal hulk lying motionless on the water
hke a huge three-decker, not able to return a gun,
whilst I, as a light agile frigate, should have sailed
round and round him, and raked him at pleasure, as
opportunity offered He could have had no opening
for his erudition (as, for instance, upon the Arundel
marhles, without too flagrantly recalling the cosmogony
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man In the Vicar of Wakefield, with his dvepyov dpa xal
dre\edraior 78 v@»  Once falling into the snare of replying
at all, his lordship would not be at Lberty either to
break off tHe correspondence abruptly, or to continue
it without damage to hus episcopal pomp My anger,
meantime, sudden and fiery, as under a scuv of real
myury, bad not beerf maliious, and 1t was already
propttiated beforehand by the mere fun and comic
effect of the picture which I thus prefigured as ansing
between us In no case could I have found pledsure
m causing any mortifications to the bishop— morufica-
tions which the Methodists (by this time® swarming in
Carnarvonshire) would exultingly have diffused 1In
the end I should probably have confined myself to a
grave and temperate remonstrance, simply stating the
distressing consequences which were hkely to result to
me from the too unpguarded insinuations of his
fordship ’

But these consequences travelled fist upon the
traces of those insinuations, and already upon the
very day when my foolgh landlady (more, perhaps,
in thoughtlessness than with anv purpose of mischief)
had repeated the bishop’s words in what seemed to
me so nsulting a tone, and so entircly without pro-
vocation (since there never had been the smallest
wregulanty in our lhttle weekly scttlements), one of
those consequences was, that I became houseless
For 1 disdamed to profit by the shelter of a house
from which truth and courtesy seemed alike banished
And from that gne consequence naturally enough flowed
others, for, having, at any rate, to seek a new home,



164 CONFESSIONS OF

I left Bangor * at once, and rambled away to Carnarvon
—distant about two and a half hours’ smart walking
At Carnarvon I found no lodging that altogether
suted my purposes, hired lodgings being “then thinly
sowp mn North Wales, and for some time, therefore,
having a small reserve of guineas, I lived very much
at inns "

This change of abode naturally drew my thoughts
away from the bishop  And thus gradually all my
thoughts of expostulation faded away This I am
disposed to regard as an unfortunate solution of the
affair, which” otherwise would probably have taken
the following coursc The bishop, as I afterwards
heard when resident myself at Oxford and personally
acquamted with men of Brasenose (to which college,
wndeed, subsequently, my own youngest brother
belonged), was a reasonable and even amiable man
On receiving, thercfore, my Greek remcnstrance, he

* In this, except for what concerned the cheapness and the
orilhant cleanliness of the lodgyigs, under the management
of an Enghsh housemaid approved by in English bishops
housekeeper, there was little to re gret Bangor, mdeed, had
few attractions, fewer thin any oJier spot n C unarvonshire
And vet, was thcre not the cathedral? Certamly tnere was,
and tht might hdave been a great resaurce to me, had there
been the regular chowr services, but there were npne  Indeed,
there cuuld be none, for, so far as [ ever heard, theie was
no choir The calhedral cemetery was 2t thal time famous
as the most beautitul n the whole kingdom But the beauty
w1y scarcely appropriate 1t was the beauty of a wecll-kept
shrubbery, and not of a cemetery It contrived to loak smiling
and attractive by the entire dissembling of its real purposes
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was sure as a scholar to have taken some interest in
the writer, and he was too equitable to have neglected
any statement, Greek or not Greek, which reflected,
with some a.'pparent justice, upon his own conduct as
not sufficiently consilflerate He would, therefpre,
almost certainly have rephed to me m courteous
terms, gegretung the acadent which had made me
houseless, but reminding me that all communications
made to a depepdant within 2 man's own gates, and
never meant as grounds of action, but simply as
cautions—general and not special—are in law and
usage held to be privileged commum‘crxllons, and
equally whether written or spoken The nsulting use
made of this caution, he would have treated as due
simply to the woman's coarseness, but in part
perhaps, as due to a cause which has much to do
with the harsh and uncivil expressions of uneducated
people—viz , therr very hmited command of language
They use phrases much stronger than naturally belong
1o therr thoughts and meaning, simply because the
narrowness of their vocahalary oftentimes suggests to
their embarrassed choice no vanation of expression
wearing a character less offensive To such a letter
1 should have made a suitable reply, and, thence-
forward, it 1s probable that, until the Michaelmas
term drew ,the bishop’s family away to Oxford, I
should have found my abode in Bangor, or 1ts
neighbourhood, much improved as regards the com-
mand of books That advantage would have been
fugiive But other.and remoter advantages might
have been more serious It happened that the college
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to which the Manchester Grammar School would have
consigned me as a prnivileged alumnus, was that very
college over which the bishop presided I have no
reason to think that the bishop would havé had power
to retrieve for me any part of the privileges which by
my elopement I had wilfully forfeited but he would
have had it abundantly in his” power to place the
ordinary college advantages of Fellowships, etc, within
my reach whereas afterwards, gommg under erroneous
counsel to a college disconnected from my own
county and my own schools, I never enjoyed those
ordinary opportunities of advancement, and consequently
of literary leisure, which the English umiversities open
to almost every man who qualifies himself duly to
obtain them All this, however, was thrown into the
world of dreams and fable by my hasty movement
to Carnarvon, and that region which Pennant first
distinguished by the name of Snowdoma: *

There were already, even 1n those days,of 1802,
numerous Inns, erected at reasonable distances from
each other, for the accommodation of tourists and
no sort of disgrace attached in Wles, as too generally
upon the pgreat roads of England, to the pedestrian
style of travelling Indeed, the majority of those
whom I met as fellow-tounists in the quiet lttle
cottage-parlours of the Welsh posting-houses were
pedestrian travellers  All the way from Shrewsbury
through Llangollen, Llanrwst,* Conway, Bangor, then

¢ s Llanrwst” —This 1s an alarming word for the eye, one

vowel to what the Englsh eye coun‘tu af ¢Seven consonants
but 1t 15 easily pronounced as 77anroost
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turning to the left at nght angles through Carnarvon,
and so on to Dolgelly (the chief town of Merioneth-
shire), Tan-y-Bwich, Harlech, Barmouth, and through
the sweet Solitudes of Cardiganshire, or turning back
sharply towards the® English border through , the
gorgeous wood scenery of Montgomeryshire—every-
where gt mtermitting distances of twelve to sixteen
miles, I found the most comfortable inns One feature
indeed of repose in all this chain of solitary regting-
houses—t1z, the fact that none of them rose above
two storeys m height—was due to the ,modest scale
on which the traveling system of the Principahty
had moulded itself in correspondence to the calls of
England, which then (but be it remembered this
then was .n 1802, a year of peace) threw a very small
proportion of her vast migratory population annually
into this sequestered channel No huge Babyloman
fentres of ccanmerce towered into the clouds on these
sweet syjvan routes no hurricanes of haste, or fever-
stricken armies of horses and flying chanots, tormented
the echoes i1n these mountam recesses And 1t has
often struck me that a world-wearied man, who sought
for the peace of monasteries separated from therr
gloomy captivity—peace and silence such as theurs
combined with the large hberty of nature—could not
do better than revolve amongst these modest inns
in the five northern Welsh counties of Denbigh,
Montgomery, Carnarvon, Merioneth, and Cardigan
Sleeping, for instance, and breakfasting at Carnarvon,
then, by an easy mne-mile walk, gomg forwards to
dinner at Bangor, thence to Aber—nine miles, or to
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Llanbernis, and so on for ever, accomplishing seventy
to ninety or one hundred miles I a week This,
upen actual experiment, and for week after week, 1
found the most dehghtful of hves Hete was the
eterral motion of winds and nivers, or of the
Wandering Jew lberated from the persecution which
compelled him to move, and turnéd his breezy (freedom
mto a kilhing captivity Happier hfe I cannot imagine
than this vagrancy, if the weather were but tolerable,
through endless successions of changing beauty, and
towards evening a courteous welcome 1n a pretty
rustic home—that having all the luxuries of a fine
hotel (in particular some luxuries ® that are almost
sacred to Alpine regions), was at the same time
hberated from the 1nevitable accompamments of such
iotels 1n pgreat cities or at great travelling stations—
viz, the tumult and uproar

Life on this model was but too delightful, and te
myself especially, that am never thoroughly in health
unless when having pedestrian exercise to the extent
of filteen mles at the most,.and eight to ten miles at
the least Living thus, 2 man earned his daily enjoy-
ment. But what did it cost? About half a guinea
a day whilst my boyish allowance was not a third
of this The flagrant health, health boiling over in
fiery rapture, which ran along, side by side, .with
exercise on this scale, whilst all the while from
morning to might I was mmhahng mountain air, soon

* But a luxury of another class, and quite peculiar to Wales,
was 1n those days (I hope in these) the Welshaharp, 1n attendance
at every inn
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passed into a hateful scourge Perquisites to servants
and a bed would have absorbed the whole of my
weekly gummea My policy therefore was, if the
autumnal air were warm enough, to save this expense
of a bed and the chfmbermaid by sleeping amonpgst
ferns or furze upon a hillside, and perhaps with a
cloak o% sufficient wesht as well as compass, or an
Aral’s burnoose, this would have been no great hard-
ship  But then,in the daytme what an opprepsive
burden to carry! So perhaps it was as well that [
had no cloak at all I did, however, foi some weeks
try the plan of carrymg a canvas tent manulactured by
myself, and not larger than an ordinary umbrella but
to pitch this securely I found difficult, and on windy
nights 1t became a troublesome companion As
winter drew near, this bivouacking system became
too dangerous to attempt Still one may bivouack
:lecently, balring ramm and wind, up to the end of
October » And I counted, on the whole, that m a
fortmight I spent nine mghts abroad There are, as
perhaps the reader knows by experience, no jaguars
in Wales—nor pumas—nor anacondas—nor (generally
speaking) any Thugs ,What I fearcd most, but
perhaps only through ignorance of zoology, was, lest
whilst my sleeping face was upturned to the stars,
some one of the many little Brahminical-looking cows
on the Cambnan hills, one or other, might poach her
foot into the centre of my face I do not suppose any
fixed hostility of that nature to English faces in Welsh
cows but everpwhere I observe in the feminine mind
something of beautiful capnce, a floral exuberance of
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that charming wilfulness which characterises our dear
human sisters I fear through all worlds Against
Thugs I had Juvenal's license to be careless in the
empuness of my pockets (cenfabit vacuus® coram
latrene wator) But I fear thal Juvenal's license will
not always hold water There are people bent upon
cudgeiling one who will persist 1n excusing one's
having nothing but a bad shiling in one’s plirse,
without reading mn that Juvenalian zarwifas any prnivi-
lege or license of exemption from the general fate of
travellers that intrude upon the solitude of robbers

Dr ]ohnsclm, upon some occasion, which I have
forgotten, 1s represented by his biographers as account-
mg for an wundeserving person’s success n these
serms  “Why, I suppose that ks nonsense suited therr
nonsense” Can fka¢ be the humihiating solution of
my own colloqual success at this time m Carnarvon
shire mns? Do not suggest such a thought, most
courteous reader No matter won 1n whatsouarer way,
success zs success, and even nonsense, if it 1s, to be
victorious nonsense—yvictoriovs over the fatal habit of
yawning in those who listen, and 1n some cascs over
the habit of disputing—must involve a deeper art or
more effective secret of power than is easily attained
Nonsense, 1n fact, 1s a very difficult thing Not every
seventh son of a seventh son (to use Milton’s words)

* ¢« Vacuus”" —I am afraid, though many a year has passed
since last 1 read Juvenal, that the true classical sense of vacuus
18, careless, clear from all burden of anxiely, so that vacuslas
will be the result of immunity from robbery But suffer me to
understand 1t 1n the sense of free fiom' the Burden of property,
n which sense vacuifas would be the cause of such an immunity.
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1s equal to the task of keeping and maintainmg a
company of decent men 1n orthodox nonsense for a
matter of two hours Come from what fountain 1t
may, all talk that succeeds to the extent of raising a
wish to meet the talke? again, must contain sa/#, must
be seasoned with some flavouring element pungent
enough ,to neutralisé the natural tendencies of all
mixedd conversation, not wvigilantly tended, to lose
stself m msipidities and plattudes  Above all things,
I shunned, as I would shun a pestilence, Colernges
capital error, which through lfe he practised, of
keeping the audience in a state of passivehiess Unjust
this was to others, but most of all to hiumself Ihis
eternal stream of talk which never for one instant
intermitted, and allowed no momertary opportunity
of reaction to the persecuted aud baited auditor
was absolute rumm to the interests of the talker himself
Always passse—ilways acted upon, never allowed to
react, in{p what state did the poor afflicted lhstener—
he that played the réle of lstener—collapse? He
returned home in the exhausted condition of one that
has been drawn up just belore death from the bottom
of a well occupied by foul gases, and, of course,
hours before he had reached that perilous pomnt of
depression, he had lost all power of distingmshing,
understanding, or connecting I, for my par, without
needing to think of the unamiable arrogance involved
i such a habit, simply on pnnciples of deadhest
selfishness, should have avoided thus incapacitating
my hearer from doing any justice to the rhetoric or
the argument with which I might address him
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Some great advantages I had for colloquial purposes,
and for engaging the attention of people wiser than
myself Ignorant I was in a degree past all imagina-
tion of daily life—even as it exists in England Baut,
on the other hand, having the advantage of a prodigious
memory, and the far greater advantage of a logical
mstinct for feeling 1n a moment the secret gnalogies
or paralleisms that connected things else appatently
remote, I enjoyed these two peculiar gifts for conversa
tion first, an 1nexhaustible ferlity of topics, and
theretore ol resources for illustrating or for varying any
subject that ‘chance or purpose suggested, secondly, a
prematurely awakened sense of er# applied to conversa-
tion I had learned the use of vigilance in evading
with civility the approach of wearisome discussions,
and in impressing, quietly and oftentimes imperceptibly,
a new movement upon dialogues that loitered painfully
or see-sawed unprofitably That 1t was*one functioh
of art to hide and mask itself (arfis est artem celare),
this I well knew  Neither was there much art required
The chief demand was for .new facts, or new views,
or for views newly-coloured impressing novelty upon
old facts To throw in a little of the mysterious every
now and then was useful, even with those that by
temperament were averse to the mysterious, pointed
epigraminatic sayings and jests—even somewhat worn
—were useful, a seasonable quotation 1n verse was
always effective, and illustrative anecdotes diffused a
grace over the whole movement of the dialogue It
would have been coxcombry to practige any elaborate
or any conspicuous art few and simple were any
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artifices that I ever employed, but, being hidden and
seasonable, they were often effective And the whole
result was, that I became exceedingly popular within
my narrow’circle of fnends This circle was necessanly
a fluctuating one, siace 1t was mamly composed of
tourists that happened to Linger for a few weeks in or
near Snowdomia, making therr headquarters at Beth-
gellert or Carnarvon, or at the utmost roaming no
farther than the foot of Cader Idrnis Amongst these
fugitive members of our society, I recollect with e2pecial
pleasure Mr De Haren, an accomplished young German,
who held, or 42d held, the commission f Leutenant n
our British navy, but now, in an interval of peace, was
seeking to extend his knowledge of England, and also
of the Enghsh language, though in #ias, as regarded
the fullest command of it colloqually, he had lutle,
mdeed, to learn  From lum 1t was that I obtamned my
first lessons, in German, and my first acquamtance with
Germag Iiterature  Paul Richter I then first heard of,
together with Hippel, a humornst admired by Kant,
and Hamann, also classed as a humoust, but a non-
descript writer, singularly obscure, whom I lave never
since seen 1n the hands of any Englishman, except once
of Sir Wilham Hamltdn With all inise witters Mr
De Haren had the means of miking me uscfully
acquamnted n the small portable hbrary which filled
one of his trunks But the most stationary members
of this semi-literary circle were Welshmen, two of
them lawyers, one a clergyman Thus last had been
regularly educated at Oxford —as a member of Jesus
(the Welsh callege)—and was a man of extensne
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information The lawyers had not enjoyed the same
advantages, but they had read diligently, and were
interesting companions Wales, as 1s pretty well
known, breeds a population somewhat htiglous I do
not think the worse of them far t4kar The martial
Butlérs and the heroic Talbots of the fifteenth century,
having no regular opening for their warlike fury in the
seventeenth century, took to quarrellng with aach
other, and no letters are more bitter than those which
to thts day survive from the hostile correspondence of
the brother Talbots contemporary with the last days
of Shahespeart ®* One channel bemng closed against
therr martial propensities, naturally they opened such
others as circumstances made available This temper
widely spread amongst the lower classes of the Welsh,
made 1t a necessity that the lawyers should itinerate
on market-days through all the principal towns 1n
theirr districts In those towns continually I met them
and continnally we renewed our literary friendship
Meantime alternately I sailed upon the high-priced
and the low-priced tack 5o, exceedingly cheap' were
provisions at that period, when the war taxation of
Mr Pitt was partially intermitting, that it was easy
beyond measure upon any thret week’s expenditure, by
living with cottagers, to save two gumeas out of the
three Mr De Haren assured me that even in an
inn, and not n a poor man’s cottage (b\ft an um
pretending rustic inn, where the mistress of the house
took upon herself the functions of every possible

* See especially a book written by Sig Eggrton Brydges (I
forget the title) on the Peerage in the reign of James L
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servant 1 turn-— cook, waiter, chambermaid, boots,
ostler), he had passed a day or two, and for what he
considered a reilly elegant dinner, as regarded every-
thing except the table equipage (that being rude and
coarse), he had paid*only sixpence This very REH
about ten or twelve miles south of Dolgelly, I myself
visited some time later, and I found Mr De ITaren’s
accdunt 1 all pomnts confirmed the sole drawback
upon the comfort of the visitor being that the fuel was
chiefly of green wood, and with a chimney 'that
smoked I suilered so much under this kind of
smoke, which irmtates and mnflames tle eyes more
than any other, that on the following day reluctanuy
I took leave of that obliging pluralist the landlady,
and really telt myself blushing on setthng the bull,
until I bethought me of the green wood, which, upon
the whole, seemed to balance the account I could not
‘then, nor can I now, account for these preposterously
low priges, which same prices, strange to say, ruled
(as Wordsworth and his sister often assured me)
among the same kind qf scenery—zse¢, amongst the
Englsh Lakes—at the very same tune ‘To account
for 1t, as people often do, by alleging the want of
markets for agncultura‘ produce, 1s crazy pohtical
economy, since the remedy for paucity of markets,
and consequent failure of competition, 1s, certatnly not
to sell at lowuiny rates, but to forbear producing, and
consequently rot to sell at all ®

® Thirleen years later—wiz, n the year of Waterloo—
bappening to watk thigugh the whole Principality from south
to north, beginning at Cardiff, and ending at Bangor, I turned
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So cheap mn fact were all provisions, which one had
any chance of meeting with m a labouring man’s
house, that I found it difficult under such a roof to
spend sixpence a day Tea or coffee there' was none
and I did not at that period very much care for either
Milk, with bread (coarse, but more agreeable by much
than the nsipid /ity gray bread" of towns), potatoes
if one wished, and also a hitle goat’s, or kid’s, flesh—
these composed the cottager’s choice of viands, not
luxufious, but palatable enough to a4 p'erson who took
much exercise And, if one wished, fresh-water fish
could be had' cheap enough, especially trout of the
very hnest quality In these circumstances, I never
found 1t easy to spend even five shillings (no, not three

asude about twenty-five miles to inquire after the health of my
excellent hostess, that determined pluralist and intense antipole
of all possible sinecurists I found her cl¢ unng 1 pair of boots
and spurs, and purposing (I rather think) to eutir next upon
the elegant office of greasing a horse's heels  In thar deagn,
however, she was thwarted for the prusent by myself and
another tourist, who claimed her services in ('irce or four
other characters previously I inquired atter the chimney—
was it stll smoking ? She seemed surprised that it had ever
been suspccted of anyth ng crimgial, so, as it was not a
season for fires, 1 said no more But I saw plcnly of green
wood, and but a small pioportion of pcats 1 tear, theretore,
that thus, the state-room of the whole concern, sull'ponsons the
peace of the unhappy touristls Onc personal indemnification,
meantime, I must mention which this httle guilty room made
to me on that same might for all the tears it had caused me to
shed. It bappened that there was a public dance held at this
inn on this very might I therefore retwed garly to my bed-
room, having bad so long a walk, and not wishing to annoy
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shillings, unless whorticberries or fish had been bought)
in one week And thus it was easy enough to create
funds for my periodical transmigrations back into the
character of gentleman-tourist Even the half of five
shillings I could not #ways find means to spend , for
in some familics, raised above dependence upon daily
wages, wheu I performed any services in the way of
lettét-wriung, I found 1t impossible at times to force
any money at al] upon them Once, 1n particular, Dear
the small lake of Talyllyn (so wntten, I believe, but
pronounced ‘laltlyn), in a sequestercd part of Mernoneth-
shire, I was cutertained for upwards of three days by
a famly of young pcople, with an affecuonate and
fraternal kindness that leit an impression ujon my
heart not yet mmpaired The famly consisted, at that
tinie, of four sisters and three brothers, all grown up,

dhe compiny, or the excilu laudlady, who had, I dire say,
to play the fiddle to the dancers  1he noise and uproar were
almost usupportible  so that I could not sleep at all At
tbhree o dock all became silent, the company baving drpated
wm a body Suddenly tiom (he it parlour separatcd from
my bedroum overlicad by the shigoatest and most purvious
of ceillirgs, atose with the rising dawn the very sweetest of
fzmale voiccs perhaps thats ever | had heard, although for
many years an Aabitué of the opiia  She was a stra—ger,
a visitor trom somc distance, and (I was told in the morning)
a Melhodmt‘ W\ hat she sang, or at least sang last, were the
beautiful verses of Shirley, ending—

“ Only the acuons of the just
Smell sweet, and blossom 1n the dust.”

Thus incident caused mt, to forget and forgive the wicked httle
chimney,



189 CONFESSIONS OF

and remarkable for elegance and delicacy of manners.
So much beauty, or so much native good breeding and
1efinement, I do not remember to have seen before or
since I any cottage, except once or twice in Westmore-
lanq and Devonshire They sfioke Enghsh, an ac-
comphshment not often met with 1 so many members
of one \Welsh family, especially n® villages remete from
the high road Here I wrote, on my first introducuon,
a letter about prize-money for one of the brothers,
who'had served on board an English man-of-war, and,
more privately, two letters to sweethearts for two of
the sisters '1hey were both interesting in appearance,
and one of uncommon loveliness In the mudst of
their confusion and blushes, whilst dictating, or rather
giving me gencral nstructions, it did not require any
great penectiation to discover that they wishud theur
letters to be as kind as was consistent with proper
maidenly reserve I contrived so to tempé: my cxpres
sions as to reconcile the gratilication of both fcelings,
and they were as much pleased with the way in, which
I had given expression to their thoughts, as (in therr
simplicity) they were astomished at my having so readily
discovered them The receptijon one meets with from
the women of a family gencrally determines the tenor
of one’s whole entertainment In this case I had dis-
charged my confidential duties as secretary so much
to the general satisfaction, perhaps also amusing them
with my conversation, that I was pressed to stay, and
pressed with a cordiality which I had little mclination
to resist I slept unavoidably with the brothers, the
only unoccupied bed standing i the chamber of the
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young women but in all other ponts they treated me
with a respect not usually paid to purses as hight as
mune, making it evident that my scholarship and
courteous démeanour were considered sufficient argu-
ments of gentle blood» lhus I lived with them for
three days, and great part of a fourth, and, from the
undiminighed kindness which they continued to show
me, 4 believe that I nught have stayed with them up
to this tume, it their power had corresponded with
their wishes On the last morning, however, I ber-
cerved upon their countenances, as they sat at breakfast,
the approach of some unpleasant communication, and
soon after, one of the brothers explained to me that,
on the day before my arrival, theirr parents had gone
to an annual meeting of Methodists, held at Carnarvon,*
and in the course of that day were eapected to return,
‘and if they should not be so civil as they ought to
%e,” he begged, on the part of all the young people,
that I wquld not take it amiss The paients returned
with churlish faces, and “Dym Sassenach” (no Englisk)
m answer to all my addresses I saw how matters
stood, and so, taking an affectionate leave of my kind
and intcresting young hcists, I went my way For,

* 4 At Carnarvon” —It was on this occasion that I le~rned
how vague are the ideas of number i unpractised minds
““What number of people, do you think,” said I to an elderly
person, ‘‘ will "be assembled this day at Carnarvon® '—' What
number?” rejoined the person addressed—*‘ what number?
Well, really now, I sbould rechon—perhaps 1 matter of four
muillions ” Four millions of exfra people in little Carnarvon,
that could barely find accommodation (I should calculate) for an
extra four hundred '
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though they spoke warmly to their parents on my
behalf, and often excused the manner of the old people
by saying that it was “only therr way,” yet I easily
understood that my talent for writing love‘etters would
do as httle to recommend mee¢with two sexagenarian
Welsh Methodists as my Greek Sapphics or Alcaics,
and what had been hospitality, when offered with the
gracious courtesy of my young friends, would become
chanty, when connected with the harsh demeanour of
their parents

About this time—just when 1t was becoming daily
more difficull to eke out the weekly funds for high-
priced mmns by the bivouacking system-—as 1if some
overmasieting fiend, some instinct of migration, sorrow-
ful but irresistible, were driving me forth to wander
Iikke the unhappy Jo of the Grecian mythus, some
oestrum of hidden persecution that bade me fly when
no man pursued, not m false hope—for my hopes
whispered but a doubtful chance, not n rpasonable
fear—for all was sweet pastoral quiet and autumna
beauty around me, suddenly, I took a fierce resolution
to sacrifice my weekly allowance, to shp my anchor,
and to throw myself in desperation upon London
Not to mahe the case more ‘frantic than 1t really was
let the reader remember what it was that I found
grievous 1n my present position, and upon what
possibilities 1t was that I relied for bettering it With
a more extended knowledge of hfe than 1 at that
time had, it would not have been so hopeless a specula-
tion for a boy, having my accomphshments, to launch
himself on the boundless ocean of ‘London I possessed
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attainments that bore a money value For nstance,
as a “ Reader” to the Press in the field of Greek re-
publications, I might perhaps have earned a hvelihood
But these chances, which I really had, never occurred
to me 1n the light of Yseful resources, or, to speak the
truth, they were unknown to me and those, which I
chiefly relied on, wefe most unlikely to prove available
Bue what, meantime, was 1t that I complained of in the
hfe that I was at present hving? It was this, the
dilemma proposed to my choice was—that if I zwould—
positively would—have society, I must lhve at mn<
But 1f I reconciled myself to a quiet stationary abode
m some vilage or hamlet, in that case for me, so
transcendently careless about diet, my weckly guinea
would have procured all that T wanted and mm «ome
aouses the advantage, quite indispensable to my
comfort, of a private sitting-room  Yet even here the
*expense wad most needlessly enhanced by the arnsto-
cratic Mixuriousness of our Enghsh sistem, which
presummes 1t imposstble for a gentleman to sleep n his
siting-room  On this foomug, however, I might perhaps
have commanded clean and comfortaple acco.'moda-
tions 1n some respectable fambes, to whom my nowseless
habits, and my respectful courtesy to women, woulkl
have recommended me as a desirable inmate  But the
Jeadly drawback on this scheme was—the ulter want
of access to books, or (generally speaking) to any
.nteliectual intercourse I languished all the day
through, and all the week through—with nothing what-
ever, not so much.as theé county newspaper once in
seven days to relieve Imy mortal ennui
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I have told the reader how inexplicably cheap was the
hfe in poor men's cottages But this di]l not affect the
prices at the first-class hotels, where only I had any
chance of meeting society Those, and chitfly on the
plea that the season was so bnef, dharged London prices
To meet such prices, it would no longer be possible, as
winter came on, to raise one-half the funds by passing
balf the time n a less costly mode There was an «nd
of any feasible plan for interleaving days of hardship
with 'days of ease and intellectual luxﬁry Meantime,
whilst this perplexity was resounding 1n one ear, in the
other were continually echoing the kind offers of my
Welsh iniends, especially the two lawyers, to turnish me
with any money which I might think necessary for my
visit to London  Twelve guineas, at length, I mentioned
as probably enough This they lent me on the spot.
And now, all at once, I was—ready for London

My farewell to the Principality was in tke same un-+
assuming character of pedestrian tourst as that 1p which
I had entered it Impedimenta of any kind—that 1s, the
encumbrances of horse or baggage—I had none even to
the last  Where [ pleased, and w/en I pleased, I could
call a halt. My last halt of any durauon was at
Oswestry , mere accident carried me thither, and accident
very ndturally in so small a town threw me across the
path of the very warmest amongst my Welsh friends,
who, as it turned out, resided there He, by mere
coercion of kindness, detained me for several days, for
demal he would not take Being as yet unmarned, he
could not vivify the other attractiong of his most hospit-
able abode by the reinforcement’ of female society.
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His own, however, coming recommended as 1t did by
the graces of a youthful frankness and a lkndling
mtellect, was all-sufficient for the beguiling of the longest
day This'Welsh friend was one of many whom I have
crossed i life, chamed by early accident or by domestic
necessity to the calls of 4 profescional service, whilst all
the while his whole nature, wild and reiractory, ran
headlong into intellectual channels that could not be
trained mnto reconciiation with his hourly duties His
hbrary was already large, and as select as under the
ordinary chauces of provincial book-collection could be
reasonably expected For ginerally one-half, at the least,
of a young man’s library 1n a provincial town may be
charactenised as a mere dropping or deposition from
local accidents, a casual windfull of fruits stnpped and
strewed by the rough storms of bankruptcy In many
cases, again, such a provincial library will represent
*simply thatpart of the heavy baggage which many a
family, qn removing to some distant quarter, has shrunk
from the cost of transporting, books being amongst the
heaviest of household goods Sometimes also, though
more rarely, it happens that an ancient family dying out,
having unavoidably left to executors the duty of selling
every chattel attached to 1ts ancient habits of life,
suddenly with meteoric glare there emerges from its
hiding-place of centuries some great jewel of lterature,
a First Folio of the 1623 Shakespeare, an uncastrated
Decamerone, or other dazzling xewsihior  Arnd thus 1t us
that a large provincial hbrary, though naturally and peace-
fully accumulated, yet sometimes shows mute evidence
of convulsions and household tragedies, speaks as if by
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records of storms, and through dim mementoes of half-
forgotten shipwrecks  Real shipwrecks present often
such incoherent libraries on the floors of the hungry sea

Magnificent 1s the hbrary that sleeps unvexed by
cniticistn at the bottom of the ocesn, Indian or Atlantic,
from the mere annual contributions and keepsakes, the
never-ending Forget-me-nots, of mighty Enghsh India-
men The Halsewell, with its sad parting between, the
captan and his daughters, the Grosvenor, the Winterton,
the Abergavenny, and scores of vesscls on the same
scale, with populations varying by births, deaths, and
marriages, populations large as cities, and nch as gold
mines, ¢ 1pable of factions and rebellions, all and each
have liberally patronised, by the gift of many Large-
Paper copies, that vast submarine Bodleian, which stands
in far less risk from fire than the insolent Bodleian of
the upper world This private Oswestry library wore
something of the same wild tumultuary aspect, fantastic.
and disordinate, but was not for that reason 'the less
attractive, everything was there that you never expected
to meet anywhere, but certainly not to meet in comlpany ,
so that, what between the hbrary and the mercurial
conversation of its propnctor, elated by the rare ad-
vantage of fraternal sympathy, I was in danger of
finding attractions strong enough to lay me asleep over
the proprieties of the case, or even to set me a-dreaming
over imaginary cases In fact, I had some' excuse for
doing so, since I knew very imperfectly the common
routine of my friend’s life, and from Aes lofty Castilian
sense of the obligations 1mposed by the great goddess
Hospitality, I never should have been Suffered to guess
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at the extent in which I was now gradually and un-
consciously coming daily into collision with the regular
calls upon s ttme  To nde off, under mask of
“business,” upen a arcurt of a weck, would, in /Jus
eyes, have been rurfually, as regards the result, meanly
and evasively, as regards the mode, to turn me out of
his house He would sooner have died But in the
meantime 4n accid nt, which revealed to me the true
state of things, or at least revealed a suspic'on of
it all at once armed my sense of delicacv against
any further lingering Suddenly and Eeremplorlly I
announced my departure—zkaf and the mode of it
For a long time he iought with unaffected zeal against
my purpose, as nowise cssential to his own free action
But at last, seeing that I was 1n earnest, he forbore to
onppose my plan, contenting himself with guding and
improving its detaills My plan had been, to walk over
“the border into England, as far as Shrewsbury (distint
from Oswestry, I think, about eighteen miles), and there
o ascend any of the heavy stages which would convey
me cheaply to Birmingham—the grand focus to which
all the routes of England in 1ts main central area
converge Any such plan moved on the assumption
that ramn would be faling steadily and heavily —a
reasonable assumption at the close of November But,
i the possible event of fair weather lasting over four
or five days, what should prevent me from traversing
the whole distance on foot? It 1s true, that the ansto-
cratic scowl of the landiord might be looked for as a
customary salutation at the close of each day’s journey ,
but, unless at sohtary posting-houses, this crniminal
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fact of having advanced by base pedestrian methods,
known only to patiiarchs of older days and to modern
“tramps” 1so they are called in solemn acts of Parha-
ment), 1s ecasily expiated and cleansed, by distributing
yous dust, should you fortunately have any to show,
amongst the streets that you have invaded as a stranger

Happily the scandal of pedestrianism 1s i onesrespect
more hopefully situated than that of scrofula or leprésy ,
it 15, not In any case written 1n your face 'The man
who 15 guilty of pedestriamism, on entering any town
whatever, by the simple arufice of diving into the
crowds of those untainted by that guilt, will emerge,
for all practical purposes, washed and re-baptised The
landlord, indeed, of any one mn knows that you did
not reach /izm on horseback, or in a carnage, but you
may have been visiting for weeks at the house of some
distinguished citizen, whom 1t might be dangerous to
offtnd, and you may even be favourably known at’
some other mnn  Else, as a general imputatton, un-
doubtedly pedestrianism, 1n the estimate of English land

lords, carries with it the most awful shadow and
shibholeth of the parnnah My Welsh friend knew this,
and strongly urged me to take, advantage of the public
carriages, both on that motive and others A journey
of a hundred and eighty miles, as a pedestrian, would
cost me nine or ten days, for which exten: the mere
amount of expenses at mns would more than defray
the fare of the dearest carrage To this there was
no sound reply, except that corresponding expenses
would anse, at any rate, on these nixe or ten days,
wherever I might be—mu London, or on the road
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However, as 1t seemed ungracious to offer too obstinate
a resistance to suggestions prompted so entirely by
consideration for my own comfort, I submitted to my
friend’s plan in all 1ts details, one bemg that I should
go by the Holyhead Mail, and not by any of the hgavy
coaches This stipulation pointed to a novel feature
in the , machinery of travelling just then emerging
The lhight coaches charged almost mail prices But
the heavy coaches were at that time beginning to
assume a new and dreadful form Locomotion® was
so prodigiously on the increase, that, in order to meet
its demands, the old form of coach (catrying at most
six msides) was exchanging itself, on all great roads,
for a long, boatlike vehicle, very much resembling our
modern detestable omnibus, but without our modern
immprovements This carnage was called a “/long coach,”
and the passengers, twelve or fourteen nsides, sat
" alorig the sides, and, as ventilation was little regarded
in thoss days—the very existence of an atmosphere
being usually ignored — it followed that the horrors
of Governor Holwell's hHlack cage at Calcutta were
every nmight repeated, 1n smaller proportions, upon every
great English road It was finally agreed that I should
leave Oswestry on foot, simply with a view to the best
enjoyment of the lovely weather, but that, as the mail
passed thtough Oswestry, my friend should <ecure a
place for me the whole way to London, so as to shut
out competitors

The day on which I left Oswestry (convoyed for
nearly five milgs by my warm-hearted friend) was a
day of golden sunihme amongst the closing days of
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November As truly as Jessica’s moonlight (Merchant
of Venice), this golden sunshine might be said to slegp
upon the wood- and the fields, so awful was the
univeral sience, so profound the death-lite stillness

It was a day belonging to a brief and pathetic season
of farewell summer resurrection, which, under one
name or other, 15 known almost everywhere Ip North
America 1t 1s called the “Indian Summer” ¢ In
North Germany and Midland Germany it 1s called the
“Old Wives Summer,” amnd more ra;'ely the “Gurly
Summer” It 1s that last brief resurrection of summer

in its most brliliant memonals, a resurrection that has
no root in the past, nor steady hold upon the future,
like the lambent and fitful gleams from an expinng
lamp, mmncking what 1s called the “lLightning before
death” n sick patients, when close upon theirr end

There 15 the feelng of a conflict that has been going
on between the lingenng powers of summer and the*
strengtheming powers of wintcr, not unhike that which
moves by antagonist forces mn some deadly inflamma-
tion hurrying forwards throygh fierce ctruggles' into
the final ;. pose of mortification For a time the
equilbrium has been mamtamned between the hostile
forces, but at last the antagohism 1s overthrown, the
victory 1s accomplished for the powers that fight on
the side of death, simultaneously with the conflict,
the pain of conflict has departed and thenceforward
the gentle process of collapsing life, no longer fretted
by counter-movements, slips away with holy peace
into the noiseless deeps of the Inhpute, So sweet, so
ghostly, mn its soft, golden smiles, silent as a dream,
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and quiet as the dying trance ot a saint, faded through
all 1its stages this departing day, along the whole
length of which I bade farewell for many a year to
Wales, and’ farewell to summer In the very aspect
and the sepulchral stitness of the motionless day, as
solemnly 1t wore away through morning, noontide,
afternocp, to, meet tde darkness that was hurrying to
swallow up 1ts beauty, I had a fantastic feeling as
though I read the very language of resignation when
bending before some irresisuble agency And at
mtervals I heard—n how different a key l—the raving,
the everlasting uproar of that dreadftl metropolis,
which au every step was coming nearer, and beckoning
(as 1t seemed) to myself for purposes as dim, for 1ssues
as ncalculable, as the path of cannon shots fired at
randem and in darkncss

It «is not late, but it was at least two hours after
hightfall, wlten I rea.bed Shrewsbury Was I not
nable tq the susp.ion of pedestrianism?  Certamnly
[ was but, even if my criminality had been more un-
L(‘llllVO'Cd,“) attested thap, it could be under the cr-
cumstances, still there s a Jocus penife i1 1n such a
~ase  Surely a man may repent of any crime, and
therefore of pedestnianism I nught have erred, and
4 court of puw zoudie (dusty foot) might have found the
evidences of my crime on my shoes Yet secietly I
might be forming good resolutions to do <o no more
Certainly it looked hke this, when I announced myscif
a5 a4 passenger “booked ” for that mght's mail  This
charactcr at oncg installed me as nghtfully a guest of
the mn, however profiiate a hife I might have previously
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led as a pedestrian Accordingly 1 was received with
special courtesy, and it so happened that I was re-
cetved with something even like pomp Four wax-
Lights carmied before me by obedient mutes, these were
but ordinary honours, meant s old experience had
mstructed me) for the first engineening step towards
efiicting a lodgment upon the straager's purse  In fact'
the waxhights are used by innkeepers, both abroads and
at home, to “try the range of thaur guns” If the
strahiger submits quietly, as a good anti-pedestrian ought
surely to do, and fires no counter gun by way of protest,
then he 1s redognised at once as passively within range,
and amenable to orders I have always looked upon
this fine of five or seven shilings (for wax that you do
not absolutely need) as a sort of maugural /e norartum
entrance-money, what in jails used to be known as smas s
money, proclaiming me to be a man comme o/ faut, and
no toll in this world of tolls do I pay so cheeifully:
This, meantime, as I have said, was too cusjomary a
form to confer much distinction The wax-lights, to
use the magnificient Greuap phrase éroumers, ‘moved
pompously before me, as the holy—holy fire, the n
extinguishable fire and 1ts golden hearth, moved before
Casar semper Augustus, wheh he made his official or
ceremonial awvafars Yet sull this moved along the
ordinary channels of glorification 1t rolled along ancient
grooves I mght say, indeed, like one of the twelve
Casars when dymg, Ut puto, Deus fro (It's my pnivate
opinion that at this very moment I am turning into a
god), but stll the metamorphosis, was not complete
Ttar was accomplished when 4 stepped into the
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sumptuous room allotted to me It was a ballroom ® of
noble proportions—lighted, if I chose to 1ssue orders,
by three gorgeous chandeliers, not basely wrapped up
in paper, but sparkling through all their thickets of
crystal branches, and {flashing back the soft rays of my
tall waxen hights There were, moreover, two orchectras,
which money woulde have filled within thirty minutes
And, upon the whole, one thing only was wanting—viz,
a throne—for the completion of my apotheos:s

It might be seven pM when first I entered ipon
my kingdom  About three hours later I rose from my
chair, and with considerable interest look®d out into the
mght  For nearly two hours I had heard fierce winds
ansing , and the whole atmosphere had, by this time,
become one vast laboratory of hostile movements n all
directions Such a chaos, such a distracung wilder-
ness of dim sights, and of those awful sounds that live
sin darkness”, (Wordsworth’s Excursion), never had I
consciously witnessed Rughtly, and by a true nstinct,
had I made my farewell adieus to summer All through
the day, Wales and her grand mountain ranges—
Penmaenmawr, Snowdon, Cader Idns—had divided my
thoughts with London But now rose London—sole,
dark, infimte—brooding”*over the whole capacites of
my heart Other object—other thought—I could not

* [t wasa ballroom" —The explanation of the case was
simply, that the hotel was under some extensive process cf
purification, adornment, and, I believe, extension and, under
the accident of being myself on that particular mght the sole
visitor of the houss, I shpped unavoidably mto the honours of
a semi-repral reception !
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admt. Long before midmight, the whole household
(with the exception of a solitary waiter) had retired to
rest Two hours, at least, were left to me, after twelve
o’clock had struck, for heart-shahing reflections More
than ever I stood upon the bripk of a precipice, and
the local circumstances around me deepencd and
intensified these reflections, impressed upon them
solemnity and terror, sometimes even horror It 1s
all but inconcervable to men of unyielding and callous
sensinihities, how profoundly others find theirr revenes
modified and overruled by the external characters of
the immediate scene around them Many a suicide
that hung dubiously in the balances has been raufied,
and carried mnto summary effect, through the forlorn,
soul-revolting aspect of a crazy, dilapdated home
Oftentimes, without extravagance, the whole difference
between a mind that spurns lfe and the same mind
reconciled to lfe, turms upon the outside features of
that particular domestic scenery which hourly besieges
the eyes I, in this Shrewsbury hotel, naturally con-
templated a group of objects tending to far different
results And yet in some respects they agreed

The unusual dimensions of the rooms, especially
therr towering height, brought up continually and
obstinately, through natural links of associated feelings
or images, the mighty vision of London waiting for me
afar off An altitude of nincteen or twenty feet showed
itself unavoidably upon an exaggerated scale 1n some ol
the smaller side-rooms —meant probably for cards or for
refreshments This single feature of the rooms—their
unusual altitude, and the echoing hollowness which had
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become the exponent of that altitude—this one terrific
feature (for ternfic it was i the eflect), together with
crowding and evanescent images of the flying feet that
so often had «pread gladncss through these halls on the
wigs of youth and h0|l);': at scasons when every room
rang with music—all this, nising m tumultuous visidn,
whilst the dead hours ;o mght were stealing along, all
around me—houschold and town—slceping, and whilst
agamnst the windows more and more the storm outside
was raving, and .o all appearance endlessly growiag,
threw me nto the dcadliest condition of nervous emotion
under contradictory forces, high over which j«edominatcd
horror recoihng from that unfathomed abyss in London
ito which I was now so wiltully precipitating mysell
Often T looked out and examined the mght Wild 1t
was beyond all description, and dark as *“the nside of
4 wolf’s throat/ But at intervals, when the wind,
shifting continually, swept i such a dircction as to clear
away the vast curtain of vapour, the stars shone out,
diough with a light unusually dim and distant  Stll, as
I turnec 1awards to thc echomng chambers, or outwards
to the wild, wild mght, I saw Lundon expanding her
visionary gates to receive me, ke some dreadful mouth
of Acheron (Ackerontis avwr:) Thou also, Whispering
Gallery ! once again in those moments of conscious and
wilful desolation didst to my ear utter monitonal sighs.
For once agaln I was preparing to utter an urevocable
word, to enter upon one of those fatally tortuous paths
of which the windings can never be unlinked

Such thoughts, and visions without number correspond-
mg 1o them, weré maoving across the cawmers obscura

G
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of my fermenting fancy, when suddenly I heard a sound
of wheels; which, however, soon died off into some
remote quarter I guessed at the truth—viz , that it was
the Holyhead Mail * wheeling off on 1ts primary duty
of delivenng 1its bags at the, post-office In a few
minutes 1t was announced as having changed horses,
and off I was to London n

All the mails 1n the kingdom, with one sohtziry ¢xcep-
tion (that of Liverpool), in those days, were so arranged
as'to reach London early m the morming  Between the
hours of four and six A M, one after the other, according
to therr stduon upon the roll, all the mails from the
N[orth}—the E[ast}—the W [est]—the S[outh]—whence,
according to some curious etymologists, comes the
magical word N/7J¥S—drove up successively to the
post-office, and rendered up their heart-shaking budgets ,
none earlier than four o’clock, none later than six 1

* The Holyhead Mail, depending 1n its earliest slagé:. up(:n
winds and waters (though not upon tides), could not realise the
same exquisite accurac) as mails that moved exclusively upon
land Sixty miles of watery transit between Dublu: and Holy.
bead were performed with miraculous precision The packets
were intrusted by the General Post-office to none but post-
captans, who had commanded frigates And the salaries
were so high as to make these commands confessedly prizes
in nautical Life, and objects of keen competition No evi,
therefure, which care, foresight, and professional skill could
remedy, wa~ suffered to exist  Vet, after all, baffing winds
would now and then (especially in three or four wecks affer the
equmnox) make it impossible for the very ablest man, under the
total defect of steam resouices, to keep his time Six hours,
I believe, were allowed by the Postofficg for the sixty miles
but at times this must have proved a very inadequate allowance
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am speakmg of days when all things moved slowly The
condiuon of the rouls was then such, that, in order to
ace 1t,a coriespomimg buld of coaches hyperbolically
massive was 'rendered necessary the mails we.e upon
principle made so suong as to be the hcaviest of all
carrages known to the wit or the expenicnce of ma;l,
and from these joint eviis of ponderous coaches and
roadsethat were quagmires, it was 1mpossible tor even
the picked breed of English coch-horses, all bone aad
blood, to carry forward their huge tonnage at a gredter
rate than six and a half miles an hour Conscquently,
it cost eight-and-twenty massy hours for ®us, leaving
Shrewsbury at two o'clock 1 the dead of night, to reach
the General Post-office, and faithfully to deposit upon
the threshing-floors of | nmbard Street, all that weight of
iove and hatred which Ireland had found herself able
(0 muster thrd{lgh twenty-four hours 1 the great
e pbt of Dublip, by wav of donation to England

On reflection, I have done mysclf some injustice
Not altogether without a plan had I been from the
first and® in coming along I had matured it My
success 1 suth a plan would turn upon my chance of
borrowing on personal secunity £ 200, without counting
any ntcrest upon 1t, would® subdivide nto four sums of
450 Now, what interval was 1t that divided me trom
my majority ? Simply an nterval of four years
London, I knew or believed, was the dearest of all
cities for three items of expenditure (1) servants’ wages;
{2) lodgings,* (3) darry produce In other things,

* Not universally , Glasgow, if you travel from Hammerfest
southwards (that 1s, fromd the northernmost point of Norway,
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London was often cheaper than most towns Now, m
a London street, having no pretensions beyond those ot
decent respectability, 1t has always been possible for the
fast half century to obtain two furnished rooms at a
weekly cost of half a gminea e This sum (or say £25)
deducted would leave me annually about the same sum
for my other expenses Too certainly I knew that this
would suffice If, therefore, I could obtain the £200,
my plan was to withdraw from the knowledge of all my
connections until I should become me: juris by course
of law In such a case, it 1s true that I must have
waived all ‘the advantages, fancicd or real, small or
great, from residcnce at a umversity., But, as m fact
I never drew the shightest advantage or emolument
from any umversity, my scheme when realised would
have landed me n the same point which finally I
attamed by ns failure The plan was'simple enough,
but it rested on the assumption that I <ould mtelt the
obduracy of money-lenders On this pomnt I had botk
hopes and fears But more irntating than either was
the delay, which eventually I came to recoghise as an
essential element 1n the policy of all money-lenders - n
that way only can they raise up such claims on behalf of
their law-agents as may be fitted for sustaining their zeal

I lost no time in opcuing the business which had

or Swedish Lapland, traversing all latitudes of Europe to
Gibraltar on the west, or Naples on the east), 1s the one dearest
place for lodgings known to man A decent lodging for 2
single person, in Edinburgh, which could be had readily for
half a guinea a week, will in Glasgow =ost:a guinea  Glasgow,
zxcept as to servants, 1s a dearer abode than London.
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brought me to London By ten a.M, an hour when all
men of business are presumed to be at their posts,
personally or by proxy, I presented myself at the money-
lender’s office My name was already known there for
[ had, by letters from Wales, containing very plain and
very accurate statements of my position in hfe and my
pecuniary expectationts (some of which statements it
afterwards appeared that he had persoually investigated
and venfied), endeavoured to win his favourable
attention The money-lender, as it turned out, had’one
fixed rule of jaction He never granted a Eersonal mter-
view to any man, no, not to the most beloved of his
clients One and all—myselt, theretore, among the
crowd—he referred for information, and lor the m eans of
prosecuting any kind of negouation, to an dattorney, who
called himself, on most days of the week, by the name
ot Brunell, but"occasmnally (might it perhaps be on red-
letter days ?) by the more common name of Brown Mr
Brunell-Brown, or Brown-Brunell, had located his heaith
(if ever he had possessed one), and his household goas
(wnen .théy were not 1n the custody of the shenff), m
Greek Street, Soho The house was not mn uself,
supposing that 1ts face ha.d been washed now and then,
at all disrespectable  But 1t wore an unhappy counten-
ance of gloom and unsocial fretfulness, due m realty
to the long ,neglect of panting, cleansing, and in some
nstances of repairing  There were, however, no fractured
panes of glass in the windows, and the deep silence
which 1nvested the house, not only from the absence
of all visitors, but also of those common household
functionaries, bakers, butchers, beer-camners, sufficiently
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accounted for the desolation, by suggesting an excuse
not strictly true—wiz , that 1t might be tenantless The
house already had tenants through the day, though of a
noiseless order, and was destined soon to inlrease them
Mr, Brown-Brunell, aiter recomnoitring me through a
narrow side-window (such asis often attached to front
doors m London), aamitted me' cheurfully, and con-
ducted me, as an honoured guest, to his pnivite offcina
dipleratum at the back ol the house  liom the
expression of his face, but much more from the con-
tradictory and self-counteracting play of his features,
you gathered'in a moment that he was a man who had
much to conceal, and much, perhaps, that he would
gladly forget His eye expressed wadarness against
surprise, and passed In a moment nto Irrepressible
glances of suspicion and alarm No smule that ever his
face naturally assumed, but was pulled shurt up by some
freezing counteraction, or was chased by some tloses
followtng expression of sadness One feature there was
of relenting goodness and nobleness in Mr Brunell’s
character, to which it was that subsequently’ I 'myseh
was most profoundly mdebted for an asylum that saved
my hfe He had the deepest, the most liberal, and
unaffected love of knowledge1, but, above all, of that
specific knowledge which we call hiterature  His own
stormy (and no doubt oftentimes disgracefyl) career in
life, that had entangled him 1n perpetual feuds with his
fellow-men, he ascribed, with bitter imprecations, to the
sudden mterruption of his studies consequent upon his
father’s violent death, and to the pecessity which threw
him, at o boyish age, upon a professional life in the
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lower branches of law—threw him, therefore, upon datly
temptations, by surrounding him with opportumties for
taking advantages not strictly honourable, before he had
formed any iixed prinuples at all From the very first,
Mr Brunell had entered zealously into such conversations
with myself as either gave openings for reviving his own
dehightful remembrances of classic authors, or brought
up sametimes doubts for solution, sometimes perplexities
and cases of intricate construction for illustration and
disentanglement ' Hunger-bitten as the house and®the
household genius seemed, wearing the legend of Famine
upon every mantel-piece or ‘“coigne of Vantage,” and
vehemently protesting, as it must have done through all
its echoes, against the introduction of supernumerary
mouths, nevertheless there was (and, I suppose, of
necessity) a clerk, who bore the name of Pyment, or
Pyemont, thenfrst of all, then last of all, made known
t0 meras a possible surname  Mr Pyment had no alzas
—or not to my knowledge—except, indeed, in the
vituperative vocabulary of Mr Brunell, in which most
variegated nomenclature he bore many scores of op-
probrious names, having no reference whatever to any
real habits of the man, good or bad At two rooms’
distance, Mr Brunell alfays assumed a minute and
circumstantial knowledge of what Pyment was domg
then, and what he was gomg to do next All which
Pyment gave himself lLittle trouble to answer, unless 1t
happened (as now and then it did) that he could do
so with ludicrous effect What made the necessity for
Pyment was the conunual call for “an appearance ” to be
put in at some of the $ubordinate courts in Westminster
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—courts of conscience, shenff courts, etc  But it
happens often that he who 1s most indispensable, and
gets through most work at one hour, becomes a useless
burden at another , as the hardest working leaper seems,
m the eyes of an ignoramus, on,a wet, wintry day, to be
a 'luxurious 1dler  Of these ups and downs in Pyment’s
working lfe, Mr Brunell made a most cynical use,
making out that Pyment not only did nothing, but alsc
that he created much work jfor the afficted Brunell
Hdwever, 1t happened occasionally that the truth
vindicated itself, by making a call upon Pyment's
phyélcs—aggresswe or defensive—that needed an instant
attention  * Pyment, I say, this way, Pyment—you're
wanted, Pyment” In fact, both were big, hulking men,
and had need to be so, for sometimes, whether with
good reason or none, clients at the end of a losing suit,
or of a suit nommally gained, but unel.pectedly laden
with heavy expenses, became refractory, showed« fight,
and gave Pyment reason for saying that at least on
this day he had earned his salary by serving an
ejectment on a chent whom on any other plani it might
have been hard to settle with

But I am anticipating I go back, therefore, for a
few explanatory words, to the day of my arrival m
London How beneficial to me would a httle candour
have been at that early period! If (which was the
simple truth, known to all parties but myself) I had been
told that nothing would be brought to a close in less
than six months, even assuming the ultimate adoption
of my proposals, I should from the first have dismisscd
all hopes of this nature, as Yeing unsuited to the
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practicabilities of my situation It will be seen further
on, that there was a real and sincere mtention of
advancing the money wanted But 1t was then too late
And umiversally I believe myself entitled to say, that
even honourable lawyers' will not 1n a case of this nature
move at a faster pace they will all alhke loiter upon
varied allegasions thr'ough stx months, and for this
reason, that any shorter penod, they fancy, will hardly
seem to justify, 1p the eyes of their chent, the sum which
they find themselves entitled to charge for their trouble
and thewr prchiminary correspondence , How much
better for both sides, and more honourable, as more
frank and free from disguises, that the client should say,
“ Raise this sum ” (of, suppose, £400) *“1n three weeks,
which can be done, if 1t can be done 1n three years, and
here 1s a donus pf L1100 Delay for two months, and I
decline the whole transaction” Treated with that sort
of openness, ‘how much bodily suffering of an extrcme
order, and how much of the sickness from hope deferred,
should. I have escaped! Whereas, under the systum
(pursued with me as with all clents) of contmnually
refreshing my hopes with new delusions, whiling me on
with pretendcd preparation of deeds, and extorting from
me, out of every httle remttance I received from old
family friends casnally met 1n London, as much as
possible for the purchase of imagmary stamps, the result
was, that I myself was brought to the brink of destruction
through pure inanition, whilst, on the other hand, those
concerned in these deceptions gained nothing that might
not have been gained honourably and nightfully under
a system of plain dealing As 1t was, subject to these
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eternal deceptions, I continued for seven or eight weeks
to live most parsimoniously in lodgings These lodgings,
though barely decent in my eyes, ran away with at the
least two-thirds of my remaining gumeas At length,
whiist 1t was yet possible to”reserve a solitary half
guinea towards the more urgent interest of finding daily
food, I gave up my rooms, and, statirg exuctly the
arcumstances in which I stood, requested permission
of Mr Brunell to make use of his Jarge house as a
nightly asylum from the open air Parhament had not
then made 1t,a crime, next door to a felony, for a man to
sleep out of doors (as some twenty years later was done
by our benign legislators), as yet fke? was no crime
By the law I came to know sin, and looking back to the
Cambnian hills from distant years, discovered to my
surprise what a parhamentary wretch I kad been 1n elder
days, when I slept amongst cows on the open hillsides
Lawful as yet this was, but not, therefote, less full of
misery  Naturally, then, I was delighted «hen Mr
Brunell not only most reacily assented to my request,
but begged of me to come thut very night, and turn the
house to account as fully as I possibly could The
cheerfulness of such a concession brought with 1t one
drawback I now regretted that I had not, at a much
earhier period, applied for this liberty, since I mmght
thus have saved a considerable fund«of guineas,
apphcable, of course, to all urgent necessities, but at
this particular moment to one of clamorous urgency—
viz., the purchase of blankets. O ancient women,
daughters of toil and suffering, amongst all the hardships
and bitter inheritances of flesh that ye are called upon



AN ENGLISH OPIUM EATER 207

to face, not one—not even hunger—secms 1n my eyes
comparable to that of mghtly cold To seek a refuge
from cold 1n bed, and then, from the thin, gauzy texture
of the miserable, worn-out blankets, “not to sleep a
wink,” as Wordsworth+ records of poor old womeq in
Dorsetshire, where coals, from local causes, were at the
very degrest—what a' ternific enemy was fkat for poor
old "grandmothers to face in fight! How feelingly I
learned at this time, as heretofore I had learned on the
wild hillsides in Wales, what an unspeakable blessing 1s
that of warmth| A more kiling curse there does not
exist for man or woman, than that bitter combat between
the wearnness that prompts sleep, and the keen, searching
cold that forces you from the first access of sleep to
start up horror-stricken, and to seek warmth vainly m
renewed exercise, though long since fainting under
fatigue  However, even without blankets, it was a fine
thing to have an asylum from the open air, and to be
assured 5f this asylum as long as I was likely to want 1t
Towards mightfall I went down to Greek Strict, and
found, on taking possession of my new quarters, that the
house already contained one single 1amate, a poor,
friendless child, apparently ten years old, but she
seemed hunger-bitten, and sufferings of that sort often
make children look older than they are From this
torlorn child I learned that she had slept and hvcd there
alone for some time before I came, and great joy the
poor creature expressed, when she found that [ was in
future to be her companion through the hours of dark-
ness The house could hardly be called large—that 1s,
1t was not large on each separate story, but, having
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four stones 1n all, it was large enough to impress vividly
the sense of its echoing loneliness, and, from the want
of furniture, the noise of the rats made a prodigious
uproar on the staircase and hall, so that,' amidst the
real fleshly ills of cold and hurger, the forsaken child
had found leisure to suffer still more from the self-created
one of ghosts Against these enemies I could ,promise
her protection, human companmonship was 1n {tself
protection , but of other and more needful aid I had,
alas! lhttle to offer We lay upon the floor, with a
bundle of law-papers for a pillow, but with no other
covenng than a large horsemun’s cloak, afterwards,
however, we discovered in a garret an old sofa-cover, a
small piece of rug, and some fragments of other articles,
which added a little to our ‘comfort lhe poor child
crept close to me for warmth, and for securty against
her ghostly enemies  When I was not mt;}‘.: than usually
il, I took her into my arms, so that, in general, shé was*
tolerably warm, and often slept when I could not, for,
during the last two months of my sufferings, I slept much
in the daytime, and was gpt to fall into “transient
dozings at all hours But my sleep distressed me more
than my watching, for, besides the tumultuousness of
my dreams (which were onl); not so awful as those
which I shall have hereafter to describe as produced by
opum), my sleep was never more than what 1s called
dog-sleep, so that I could hear myself moaning, and
very often I was awakened suddenly by my own voice
About this time, a hideous sensation began to haunt me
as soon as I fell into a slumber, whigh has since returned
upon me, at different periods of my hife—viz., 2 sort of
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witching (I knew not where, but apparently about the
region of the stomach), which compelled me violently
to throw out my fcet for the sake of relieving it This
sensation coming on as soon as I began to sleep, and
the eflort Lo relicve 1t copstantly awaking me, at length I
slept only from exhaustion, and through ncreasing
weakness (as I said before), I was constantly falling
asleap, and constantly awaking  Too generally the very
attainment of any deep repose seemed as if mechanically
Iinked to some fatal nccessity of selfinterruption- It
was as though a cup were gradually filled by the sleepy
overflow of some natural fountam, the fulltess of the cup
expressing symbolically the completencss of the rest

but then, in the next stage of the process, it seemed as
though the rush and torrent-like babbling of the re-
dundunt waters, when running over from every part of
the cup, intereupted the slumber which 1n their earher
stage of wilunt gathering they had so naturally produced
Such and so regular n ats swell and 1its collapse—in 1ts
tardy growth and 1ts violent dispersion—did this endless
alternation of stealthy sleep and stormy awaking travel
through stages as natuial as the increments of twilight,
or the kindlings of the dawn no rest that was not a
prologue to terior , no sweet tremulous pulses of restora-
tion that did not suddenly explode through roling
damours of fiery disruption Meantime, the master of
the house sometimes came in upon us suddenly, and
very early, sometimes not till ten o’clock, sometimes
not at all He was in constant fear of arrest Im-
proving on the plan of Cromwell, every might he slept m
2 different guarter of London, and I observed that he
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never failed to examme, through a private window, the
appearance of those who knocked at the door, before he
would allow 1t to be opened. He breallasted alone,
indeed, his tea equipage would hardly have' admitted of
his hazarding an invitation to a second person, any more
than the quantity of esculent material, which, for the
most part, was httle more than a-roll, or a few biscuits,
purchased on his road from the place where heehad
slept  Or, if he 4ad asked a party, as I once learnedly
obstrved to him, the several members of it must have
stood 1n the relation to each other (not sa# 1n any relation
whatevcir) of $accession, and not of co-existence, in the
relation of parts of time, and not of the parts of space
During his breakfast, I generally contrived a reason for
lounging 1n, and, with an arr of as much indifference
as I could assume, took up such fragments as might
chance to remamn, sometimes, indeed,s none at all
remammed In doing this, I committed -no robbery”
except upon Mr Brunell himself, who was thus, obliged,
now and then, to send out at noon for an extra hiscuit,
but he, through channels subsequently exptained, was
repaid a thousandfold, and, as to the poor child, sk
was never admitted into his study (if I may give that
name to his chief dcpositoly of parchmeuts, law
wntings, ctc), that room was to her the Bluebeard
room of the house, bemg regularly locked on his
departure to ainner, about six o’'clock, which usually was
his final departure for the day ~Whether this child were
an illegitinate daughter of Mr Brunell, or only a servant,
I could not ascertain, she did not herself know, but
certainly she was trt.atcd altogetlu_. as a menial servant
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No sooner did Mr Biunell make his appearance than
she went below-stairs, brushed his shoes, coat, etc., and,
except when she was summoned to run upon some
errand, she never emerged from the dismal Tartarus of
the kitchens to the upger air, until my welcome knock
towards mghtfall called up her httle trembling foolst'epq
to the front door «Of her Wfe dunng the daytime,
however, I knew little but what 1 gathered from her own
account at night, for, as soon as the hours of business
commenced, I saw that my absence would be acceptdble,
and, in general, therefore, I went off and sat in the parks
or elsewhere until the approach of twihght®

But who, and what, meantine, was the master of
the house himself? Reader, he was one of those
anomalous practiioners in lower departments of the
law who, on 'prudentlal reasons, or from necessity,
deny themsewes all indulgence 1n the luxury of
too delicate,a conscience In many walks of life, a
conscienge is a more expensive encumbrance than a
wife or a carnage, and, as people talk of “laying
down” their carnages, so I suppose my friend Mr
Brunell had *“laid down"” his conscience for a time,
meaning, doubtless, to resume 1t as soon as he
could afford it He was an advertising attorney, who
continually notified to the public, through the mornmi;
papers, that he undertook to raise loans for approved
parties 1 what would generally be regarded as
desperate cases—viz, where there was nothing better
than persomal secunty to offer But, as he took good
care to ascertayn that there were ample funds m
reversion to be coudted on, or mear connections that
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would not suffer the family name to be dishonoured,
and as he insured the borrower’s life over a sufficient
period, the risk was not great, and even of this the
whole rested upon the actual money—lendcr', who stood
alopf m the background, and snever revealed himselt
to clients in his proper person, transacting all affairs
through his proxies learned mn the law—Mr, Brunell
or others The inner economy of such a man’s Haily
life would present a monstrous picture  Even with
my umited opportunities for observing what went on,
I saw scenes of mtrigue and complex chicanery, at
which 1 sometimes smule to this dav, and at which
I smuled then, in spite of my misery My situation,
however, at that time, gave me little expcrience, n
my own person, of any qualittes mn Mr DBrunell's
character but such as did lum honour, and of his
whole strange composition I ought to “Morget every-
thing, but that towards me he was obliging, and, td
the extent ol his power, gencrous .

That power was not, indeed, very extensive Ilow-
ever, n common with the rats, I sat rent free, and
as Dr Johnson has recorded that he never but once
tin his Iife had as much wallfruit as he wished, so let
me be grateful that, on that single occasion, I had
as large a choice of rooms, or even of apartments, n
a London mansion—viz, as I am now at lberty to
add, at the north-west corner of Greck Street, being
the house on that side the street nearest to Soho
Square—as I could possibly desire Except the Blue-
beard room, which the poor child.bekeved to be per-
manently haunted, and which, besides, was locked,
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all others, from the attics to the cellars, were at our
service  “The world was all before us” and we
pitched our tent for the might n any spot we might
fancy This house I have described as roomy and
respectable It standb 1n a conspicuous situationy and
in a wellhnown part of London Many of my
reades will have' passed 1it, I doubt not, within
a *few hours of reading this For myself, I never fail
to wvisit 1t when accdent draws me to Lpndon
About ten o'clock this very mght (August rs5, 1821,
bemg my birthday), T turned aside frpm my evening
walk along Oxford Street, in order to take a glance
at 1t It 1s now in the occupation of some famly,
apparently respectable The windows are no longer
coated by a paste, composed of ancient soot and
superannuated ramn, and the whole exterior no longer
wears an aspect of gloom By the lights in the
front drawing -room, I observed a domestic party,
asscmifled, perhaps, at tea, and apparently cheerful
and o gay—marvidlous contrast, 1n my eyes, to the
darkness, cold, sience, *and desolaticn, of that same
house mincteen years ago, when its mightly occupants
were one famnishing sgholar and a poor, ncglected
tlnld  Her, by the bye, in after years, I vamly
endeavoured to trace Apart from her situation, she
was not what wounld be calied an interestiing child
She was neither pretty, nor quick in understanding,
nor remarkably pleasing 1n manners But, thank God!
even 1n those years I needed not the embellishments
of elegant aceessories to conciate my aflections
Plain human néture, m its humblest and most
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homely apparel, was enough for me; and I loved
the child because she was my partner in wretched-
ness If she 1s now lving, she 1s probably a
mother, with children of her own, but, as I have
said, [ could never trace her -

This I regret, but another person there was, at that
time, whom [ have since sought to trace with far deeper
earnestness, and with far deeper sorrow at my failute
This person was a young woman, and one of that
unhappy class who belong to the outcasts and panahs
of our female Populatlon I feel no shame, nor have
any reason to feel it, in avowing that I was then on
familar and friendly terms with many women in that
antortunate condition  Smile not, reader too carelessly
facile!l Frown not, reader too unseasonably austeref
Lrttle call was there here either for smlgi or frowns
A penniless schoolboy could not be suppdsed to stand
within the range of such temptations, besides that,
according to the ancient Latin proverb, “sme Gerere el
Baccho,” etc These unhappy women, to me, were
simply sisters in calamity,, and sisters amongst’ whom,
In as large measure as amongst any other cqual number
of persons, commanding more, of the world’s respect,
were to he found humamty, disinterested generosity,
courage that would not falter in defence of the helpless,
and fidelity that would have scorned to take.bribes for
betraying  But the truth 1s, that at no time of my
life have I been a person to hold myself polluted by the
touch or approach of any creature that wore a human
shape [ cannot suppose, I will nat believe, that any
creatures wearing the form of mdn or woman are
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so absolutely rejected and reprobate outcasts, that
merely to talk with them inflicts pollution On the
contrary, from my very earliest youth, it has been my
pride to Céonverse famiharly, more Socratics, with all
human beings—man,ewoman, and child—that chance
might fling m my way, for a philosopher should not
see with the eyes of the poor hmitary creature calling
hitself a man of the world, filled with narrow and
selfregarding prejudices of birth and educatlon but
should look upon himsclf as a cathohc creature, and
as standing 1n an equal relation to high and low, (o
educated and uneducatcd, to the .gullty and the
mnocent. Being myscif, at that time, of necessity a
perpatetic, or a walker of the streets, I naturally fell
in more frequently with those female peripatetics who
are technical]y called street-walkers Some of these
women had‘ occasionally taken my part against watch-
meh who mshed to drive me off the steps of houses
where JJ was sitting, others had protected me against
more selious aggressions But one amongst them—
the oul on whose account I have at all introduced
‘his suljeci—yet no! let me not class thee, O noble-
minded Ann , wn.h that order of women, let me
find, if 1t be possibie, some gentler name to designate
the condition of her to whose bounty and compassion
— munistefing to my necessittes when all the world
stood aloof from me—I owe 1t that I am at this
time ahve For many weeks 1 had walked, at mglhs,
with this poor fricndless girl up and down Oxford
Street, or had gestgd with her on steps and under the
shelter of porticos’ 'She could not be se ol¢ as myself:
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she told me, indeed, that she had not completed her
sixteenth year By such questions as my Interest
about her prompted, I had gradually drawn forth her
simple history  lers was a case of ordinary becurrence
(as I have since had 1eason to thiwk), and one in which,
if London benelicence had bettcr adapted its arrange-
ments to meet 1t, the power of the law might ofteper be
mnterposed to protect and to avenge But the stream
of London chauty flows n a channdl which, though
deep and mighty, 1s yet noiscless and underground ,—
not obvious or riadily accessible to poor, houseless
wanderers, and 1t cannot be demied that the outside
air and framework of society in London, as m all vast
capitals, 15 unavoidably harsh, cruel, and repulsive
In any case, however, 1 saw that part of her injures
might have been redressed, and I urged her often
and earnestly to lay her complaint bcfore & magistrate
Friendless as she was, 1 assured her that.she weuld
meet with mmecdiate attention, and that Enghsh
Justice, which was no respecter of persons, would
speedily and amply avenge her on the brutal' riffian
who had plundcred her litle property Sne promised
me often that she would, but she declayed taking the
steps 1 pomted out, from ume to ume, for she was
timid and dejected to a degree which showed how
deeply sorrow had taken hold of her young heart, and
perhaps she thought justly that the most upright judge
and the most nighteous tribunals could do nothing to
repair her heaviest wrongs  Something, however,
would perhaps have been done,, for it had been
seltled between us at length (buf, unhappily, on the
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very last time but one that I was ever to see her), that
n a day or two I, accompamed by her, should state
her case to a magistrate This lttle service it was
destined, however, that I should never realise Mean-
time, that which shesrendered to me, and which was
greater than 1 could ever have repaid her, was this
One njght, when we were pacing slowly along O-xford
Stieet, and alter a day when I had felt unusuaily :ll
and famt, 1 requested her to turn off with me into
Soho Square Thather we went, and we sat down on
the steps of a house, which to this hour I never pass
without a pang of gref, and an inneract of homage
to the spint of that unbappy girl, In memory of the
noble act which she there performed Suddenly, as we
sat, 1 grew much worse I had been leaning my head
against her Josom, wind all at once I sank from her
arms, and fell backwards on the steps From the
* senfations 4 then had, I felt an inner conviction of the
livehesp kind, that, without some powerful and reviving
sttmulus, I should either have died on the spot, or
should,® at least, have sunk to a pomnt of exhaustion
from which all re-ascent, upder my Tiendless circum-
stances, would soon have become hopeless  lhen 1t
was, at this crnisis of my fate, that my poor orphan
compamon, who had herself met with httle but mjunes
i this world, stretched out a saving hand to me
Uttering a cry of terror, but without a moment's delay,
she ran off into Oxford Street, and, in less time than
could be imagimed, returned to me with a glass of
port-wine and. spices, that acted upon my empty
stomach (which at that time would have rejected all
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solid food) with an instantaneous power of restoration,
and for this glass the generous girl, without a murmur,
paid out of her own humble purse, at a time, be 1t
remembered, when she had scarcely wherewithal to
purchase the bare necessaries of life, and when she
could have no reason to expect that I should ever be
able to reimburse her O youthful benefactress,! how
often in succeeding years, standing 1n solitary places,
and thmkmg of thee with gnef of heart and perfect
love—how often have I wished th:Lt, as In ancient
tmes the curse of a father was believed to have a
supernatural power, and to pursue 1ts object with a
fatal necessity of self-fulfilment, even so the benedic-
tion of a heart oppressed with gratitude might have
a like prerogative, might have power given 1t from
above to chase, to haunt, to waylay, t¢ pursue thee
into the central darkness of a London bYothel, or (if
1t were possible) even into the darkness of* the grhve,
there to awaken thee with an authentic mesfage of
peace and forgiveness, and of final reconcilation |

Some feelings, though not deeper or more passionate,
are more tender than others, and often when I walk,
at this time, mn Oxford Street by dreamy lamp-light,
and hear those airs played on a common street-organ
which years ago solaced me and my dewr youthful com-
pamon, I shud tears, and muse with myself at the
mysterious dispensation which so suddenly and so
cntically separated us for ever How 1t happened, the
reader will understand from what remains of this mntro
ductory narration .

Soon after the period of the laét mcident I have
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recorded, I met in Albemarle Street, a gentleman of his
late Majesty’s household This gentleman had received
hospitalities, on different occasions, from my family,
and he challenged me upon the strength of my family
likeness I did not atempt any disguise, but answered
his questions mgenuously, and, on his pledging his
word of hanour that he would not betray me to my
guardlans, I gave him my real address in Greek Street.
The next day.I received from him a ten-pound bank-
note The letter enclosing 1t was delivered, with other
letters of business, to the attorney, but, though his look
and manner informed me that he suspected its contents,
he gave 1t up to me honourably, and without detaur

This present, from the particular service to which much
of 1t was applied, leads me naturally to speak again of
the origmal plirpose which had allured me up to London,
and which I had been without intermission prosecuting
through M? Brunell from the first day of my arnval
London

In sq mighty a world as London, 1t will surprise my
readers thaf I should mot have found some means of
staving off the last extremsties of penury, and it will
strike thcm that two respurces, at lcast, must have been
open to me viz, either to seek assistance from the
fnends of my*amily, or to turn my youthful accom-
plishments, such as they were, mto some channel of
pecumary emolument. As to the first course, 1 may
observe, generally, that what I dreaded beyond all
other evils was the chance of being reclaimed by my
guardians nor doqbtmg that whatever power the law
gave them would "have been enforced against me to the
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utmost, that 1s, to the extremity of forcibly restoring
me to the school which I had quitted, a restoration
which, as 1t would, 1n my eyes, have been a, dishonour,
even if submitted to voluntanly, could not fail, when
extorted from me 1n contempt afd defiance of my own
known wishes and earnest resistance, to have proved
a humiliation worse to me than death, and which*would,
indeed, have terminated in death I was, therefore,
shy enough of applying for assistance even in those
quarters where I was sure of receiving 1t, if at any nisk
of furmishing my guardians with a clue for tracing me
My father's fnends, no doubt, had been many, and were
scattered all over the kingdom, but, as to London in
particular, though a large section of these friends would
certamnly be found there, yet (as full ten years had
passed since his death) I knew very fewéof them even
by name, and never having seen London before—
except once, 1n my fifteenth year, for a fe'w hours—I -
knew not the address of even those few To thit mode
of gaining help, therefore, in part the difficulty, but
much more the danger which ¥ have mentipned, habitu-
ally mdisposed me. In regard to the other mode—
that of turming any talents or knowledge that I might
possess to a lucrative use—I now feel half inchined to
jon my reader in wondermg that I shéuld have over-
looked 1t As a corrector ot Greek proofs (if 1n no
other way), I might surely have gained enough for my
slender wants Such an office as this I could have
discharged with an exemplary and punctual accuracy
that would soon have gained me the cbnfidence of my
employers And there was this great preliminary
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advantage i giving such a direction to my efforts, that
the intellectual dignity and elegance associated with all
mumsterial services about the press would have saved
my pride ‘and selfrespect from mortihcation In an
extreme case, such a» mine had now become, I should
not have absolutely disdained the humble station of
“devi,” A subaltern situation 1 a service inherently
homourable is better than a much higher situation 1n
a service pomnting to ultimate objects that are mean
or 1gnoble I am, indeed, not sure that I ‘could
adequately have discharged the functions of this office
To the perfection of the diabolic character I fear that
patience 1s one of the indispensable graces, more,
perhaps, than I should be found on trial to possess for
dancing attendance upon crotchety authors, super-
stitiously fastylious in matters of punctuation But
why talk of my qualifications? Qualified or not, where
coutdd I obtain such an office? For 1t must not be
forgottgn that even a diabolic appomtment requires
nterest. Lowards fhat, I must first of all have an
incodudtion to some respectable publisher, and this I
had no mean's of obtaining ,To say tl.e truth, however,
it had never once occurred to me to think of literary
labours as a source of profit No mode sufficiently
speedy of obtasming money had ever suggested 1tself,
but that gf borrowing 1t on the strength of my future
claims and expectations This mode I sought by every
avenue to compass; and amongst other persons I
appled to a Jew named D ..

® At this pertod (aytumn of 1856), when thirty-five vears
bave elapsed since ‘the first publication of these memoirs
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To this Jew, and to other advertising money-
lenders, I had introduced myseli, with an account
of my expectations, which account they had lhttle
difficulty in ascertaining to be correct The person
there mentioned as the second son of , Was
found to have all the claims (or more than all) that
I had stated but one question still remained,, which
the faces of the Jews pretty significantly suggesteG&—
was I that person? ‘This doubt had never occurred
to me as a possible one, I had rather feared, when-
ever my ]ew1sh friends scrutimsed me keenly, that 1
might be too well known to be that person, and that

reasons of delicacy can no longer ¢l um respect for concealing
the Jew s name, or at least the name which he adopled n his
dealing. with the Gentilcs Y say, therefore, without scruple,
that the name was Dell and some vears later ¥ was one of the
names that came before the House ot Commons 1n connection
with something or other (I have long wince forgotten zhat),
growing out of the parliamentary movement against the Duke
of York, in reference to Mrs Clarh, ete. Like all tae other
Jews with whom I have had negotiations, he was frank and
honourable 1In his mode of conducting business. ‘What he
promised he performed, d.n(l, if lus terms were high, as
naturally they could not duf be, to cover his risks, he avowed
them from the first L

To this same Mr Dell, by the way, some eighteen months
afterwards, I applied again on the same business, and, dating
at that time from a respectable college, I was fortunate enough
to win his serious atlention to my proposals My necessities
had not arisen from any extravagance or youthful levities (these
my habits forbade), but simply from the vindictive malice of my
guardian, who, when he found himself no longer able to prevent
me from going to the umiversity, had, aga parting token of his
regard, refused to sign an order for granting me a shilling
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some scheme might be passing in therr minds for
entrapping me and seling me to my guardians It
was strange to me to find my own self, matersclotes
considered "(so I expressed 1it, for I doted on logical
accuracy of distincticns), suspected of counterfejting
my own self, formalifer considered However, to
satisfy ytheir, scruples, I took the only course 'n my
power Whilst I was in Wales, I had recuved
varnous letters from young friends, these I prouuced,
for 1 carned them constantly in my pocket Most of
these letters were from the Larl of Altamont wlo
was at that time, and had been for some years huck,

beyond the allowance made to me at school —wviz , {100 per
annum  Upon this sum it was, =n my time (z e, 1n the first
fecennium of this century), barely possible to have Ilnved at
college, and ng possible to a man who, though abave the
affectation of ostuntatious disregard for money, and without any
swcxpeasive tagtes, coanfided, nevertheless, rather too -nuch in
servants, and did not dclight in the petty detalls ol munute
cconomy® I soon, therefore, became embarrassed in a move-
ment pf impatience, instead of candidly avowing my condition
to my mother, or Lo some ong of the guardiins, more than one
of whom would have advanced me the 4250 anted (not 10 his
legal character of guardian, but *as a private friend), I was so
foolish as to engage 1n a voluminous negotiation with the jew,
and was pul 1mn possession of the sum I asked for, on the
“‘regular ' terms 8f paving seventeen and a half per cent by
way of annuity on all the money furmished , Israel, on lns part,
graciously resuming no more than about mnety gwncas of the
said money, on account of an attorney s bill (for whul services,
to whom 1 ndered, and when—whether at the siege of Jerusalem,
or at the building of the Second Temple—I have not yet dis-
covered). How many pgrches this bill measured I really forget ;
but I still keep 1t 1n a cabinet of natural cuniosities
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amongst my confidential friends These were dated
from Eton I had also some from the Marquis of
Shgo, his father, who, though absorbed m agncultural
pursuits, yet having been an Etoman himself, and as
googl a scholar as a noblemtn needs to be, still
retamed an affection for classical studies and for
youthful scholars He had, accordingly, from the time
that I was fifteen, corresponded with me—sometiines
upon, the great improvements which he had made, or
was meditating, in the counties of Mayo and Slgo,
since [ had been there, sometumes upon the ments of
a Latin poet, at other times, suggesting subjects on
which he fancied that I could write verses myself, or
breathe poetic inspiration into the mind of my once
fanuliar companion, his son

On reading the letters, one of my ¢Jewish friends
agrecd to furnish two or three hundred pounds on my
personal security, provided I could persuadt: the ybung®
earl—who was, by the way, not older than myself—to
guaraatee the payment on our joint comimng of age,
the Jew's final object being, as I now suppose, not the
trfling profit he could exgect to make b)" me, but the
prospect of establishing a connection with my noble
friend, whose great expectations were well hnown to
him In pursuance of this proposal ‘on the part of
the Jew, about eight or nine days after I had recerved
the 410, I prepared to wvisit Eton Nearly three
guineas of the money I had given to my money-
lending friend 1n the background, or, more accurately,
I had given that sum to Mr Brunell,. alras Brown, as
representing Mr Dell, the Jew, and a smaller sum I
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had given directly to hunselt, on his own separate
account What he alleged in excuse for thus draimng
my purse at so critical a moment was, that stamps
must be bought, in order that the writings might be
prepared whilst I was away from London I thought
in my heart that he was lying, but I did not wish to
give lum auy excuse for charging his own delays upon
me About fifieen shilungs I had employed n re-
estabhishing (though n a very humble way) my dress
Of the remainder, I gave one-quarter (somcthmg more
than a gumnea) to Ann, meaning, on my return, to
have divided with her whatever mught ‘remain  These
arrangements made, soon after six ocloch, on a dark
winter evenmg, I set off, accompanmed by Ann, towards
Piccadilly, for it was my intention to go down as
far as the tyn to Salt Hill and Slouch on the Bath
or Bnstol mail  Qur course lay throuch a part of the
town which has now totally disappearcd, so that I can
no lopger riirace 1its ancient boundanies —having
been replaccd by Regent Street and its adjacencies
Swalloty Strect 15 all that 1 remember of the names
superseded 'by tlus large revoluticiary usurpation
Having time enough before us, however, we bore
away to the left, unul’ we came into Golden Souare
Lhere, near the, comer of Sherrard Street, we sat down
not wishing to part i the tumult and blaze of Piccadilly
1 had told Ann of my plans some time before, and now
I assured her agan that she should share in my good
fortune, if I met with any, and that I would never
lorsake her, as soon as I had power to protect her,
This I fully intended, as much from nchnation as
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from a sense of dutv, for, setting aside gratitude (which
In any case must have made me her debtor for life),
I loved her as affectionately as if she had been my
sister, and at this moment with sevenfold tenderness,
from pity at witnessing her extrame dejection I had
apparently most reason for dejection, because 1 was
leaving the aviour of my lfe, yet I, considerigg the
shock my heaith had received was cheerful and full
of hope She, on the contrary, who was parting with
one who had had little means of serving her, except
by kindness and brotheily treatment, was overcome
Dy SOITOW, SO that, when I kissed her at our final
farewell, she put her arms about my neck, and wept,
without speaking a word I hoped to return 1n a
week, at furthest, and I agreed with her, that on the
fifth night from that, and every night afterwards, she
should wait for me, at six o'clock, near the bottom of
Great Tichfield Street, which had formerly been wur
customary haven of rendezvous, to prevent our [ussing
each other i the great Mediterranean of Ozxford
Street This, and other measures of precatton, I
took, one, only, I forgot She had eithef never told
me, or (as a matter of no great interest) I had for-
gotten, her surname It 1s a g:eneml practice, indeed,
with girls of humble rank 1n her unheppy condition,
not (as novelreading women of higher pretensions) to
style themselves Muss Douglas, AMiss Montague, etc
but simply by their Christian names, .i/ary, Jane,
ZFrances, etc Her surname, as the surest means of
tracing her, I ought now to have inquired, but the
truth 1s, baving no reason to think *that our meeting
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agamn could, in consequence of a short nterruption, be
more difficult or uncertain than it had been for so
many weeks, I scarcely for a moment adverted to it
as necessiry, or placed 1t amongst my memoranda
agamnst this parting snterview, and my final anxeties
bemng spent in comforting her with hopes, and 1n
pressigg upon hep the necessity of getting some
medicine for a wviolent cough with which she was
troubled, I wholly forgot this precaution until 1t was
too late to recall her

When I reached the Gloucester Coffee-house 1n
Piccadilly, at which, in those days, all the western mails
stopped for a few minutes in going out of London, 1t
was already a quarter of an hour past eight o’clock ,
the Bristol Mail was on the point of going off, and I
mounted on fhe outside The fine fluent motien * of
this mail soon laid me aslcep It 1s somewhat remark-
able, that fhe first easy or refreshing sleep which I had
enjoyed for some months was on the outside of a
mail-coach—a bed which, at this day, I find rather an
uneasy®one Connected, with this sleep was a lutle
mncident which served, as hundreds of others did at
that time, to convince me how easily a man, who has
never been in any gre'a.t distress, may pass through
Lfe without knpwing in his own person, and experi-

® The BI"ISlol Mail was at that time the best appointed in
the kingdom—owing that advantage, first of all, to an un-
usually good road, and this advantage it shared with the Bath
Mail (thewr route being exactly the same for a hundred and
five miles), but, -sccar}dly, it had the separate advantage of
an extra sum for expenses subscribed by the Bristol merchanis
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mentally testing, the possible goodness of the human
heart, or, as unwillingly I add, 1ts possible churlishness
So thick a curtain of manners 1s drawn over the features
and expression of men's natures, that, to the ordinary
observer, the two extremities, and the infinite field
of varneties which he between them, are all con{ounded
under one ncutral disguise  The rase was this  For
the first four or five miles out of London, 1 annoyed
my fcllow-passenger on the roof by occasionally faling
aganst lum when the coach gave a lurcn, and, indeed,
if the road had been less smooth and level than it was,
I should have lallen off from weakness Of this annoy-
ance he complamned heavily, as, perhaps, in the same
crrcumstances, most people would He expressed his
complaint, however, more morosely than the occasion
seemed to warrant, and if I had pdrtec}, with him at
that moment, I should have thought of him as a surly
and almost brutal fellow  Sull I was conscious that
I had given him some cause for complaint, and therefore
I apologised, assurtng him that I would do what I
could to avoud faling asleep for the future, ung, at
the same time, in as few words as possibl¢, I explained
to him that I was 1ll, and n a weak state from long
suffering and that I could not ‘afford to take an mside
place ‘1he man’s manner changed upen hearing this
explanation in an instant and when I next woke for
a minute, from the noise and lights of Hounslow (for,
in spite of my efforts, I had again fallen asleep within
two minutes), I found that he had put his arm round
me to protect me from falling off, and for the rest of
my journey he behaved to me with: the gentleness of
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a woman And this was the more kind, as he could
not have known that I was not going the whole way
to Bath or Bnstol Unfortunately, indeed, 1 4i1d go
furthcr thadt 1 intended, for so gemal and refreshing
was my sleep, being m the open air, that, upon the
sulden pulling up of the mail (possibly at a post-office),
I found,that we hadereached some place st or seven
miles to the west of Salt Hill Here I ahghted, and,
during the halt-minute that the mail stopped, I was
entreated by m).r friendly companion (who, from"® the
transient ghmpse I had of him under the glaring lhights
of Piccadilly, might be a respectable upper servant)
to go to bed without delay This under the feeling
that some consideration was due to one who had done
me so seasonable a service, I promised, though with
no mtention ofy doing so, and, i fact, I immediately
moved forward on foot. It must then have been
mearly eleven, but so slowly did I creep along that
I heard g clock in a cottage strike four as I was on
the point of turning down the road from Slough to
Eton The air and the sjeep had both relreshed me,
but I was wedry, nevertheless I remember a thought
(obvious enough, and pomted]y expressed by a Roman
poet) which gave me some consolation, at that moment,
under my povertys There had been, some weeks before,
a murder committed on Hounslow Heath, which at
that ume was really a heath, entirely unenclosed, and
exhibiting a sea-like expanse 1n all directions, except
one I cannot be mistaken when I say that the name
of the murdered, pefson was Stee/e, and that he was

the owner of a lavender plantation in that neighbour-
H
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hood* Every step of my regress (for I now walked
with my face towards London) was bringing me nearer
to the heath, and 1t naturally occurred to me, that I and
the accursed murderer, if he were that mght abroad,
might, at every Instant, be unconsciously approaching
each other through the darkness, in which case, said
I, supposing myself—nstead of being little better than
an outcast, [

Lord of my learning, 1nd no land beside—

like my friend Lord Altamont, heir, by general repute,
to £ 30,000 per annum, what a panic should I be
under at this moment about my throat! Indeed, 1t
was not lkely that Lord Altamont should ever be in
my situation, but, nevertheless, the spirit of the remark
remains true, that vast power and possessions make

* Two men, Hulloway and Haggerty, were long afterwars
convicted, upon very questionable evidence, as the perpetraturs
of this murder The main testumony against thcm was that
of a Newgate turnkey, who hid smperfectly overheard a con-
versation between the two men T[he current impeession was
that of great dissatisfaction with the eviuence, and ths
impression was strengthened by the pamphlet of an acute
lawyer, exposing the unsoundn ss and incoheiency of the
statements relied upon by the court They were executed
however, in the teeth of all opposition {And as it happened
that an enormous wreck of life occurred at the execution (not
fewer, 1 believe, than sixty persons having been trampled
under foot by the unusual pressure of some brewers' draymen
forcing their way with linked arms to the space below the drop),
this tragedy was regarded for many years by a section of the
London mob as a providential judgment upon the passive
metropolis Co
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a man shamefully afraid of dying, and 1 am convinced
that many of the most intrepid adventurers, who, being
poor, enjoy the full use of therr natural energies,
would, 1if at*the very instant of going into action news
were brought to themy that they had \mexpectegly
succeeded to an estate in Fnoland of £ co,000 o year,
feel theyr mhkc to bullets funously sharpened,* and
thein e{Torts at self-possession proportionably  difficult
So true 1t 15, 1n the language of a wise man whose
own experience "had made hnn acquainted e dally
with good and evil fortune, that riches are  tier
fitted *

To slacken virtue, and abate her edg:,
Than tempt her to do aught may mertt praise
Paradise Reganed

I dally witl* my subject, because, to myself, the
remembrance of these times 1s profoundly mteresting
But my reader shall not have any further catse to
complair?, for now I ha<ten to its close In the road
betwean Slough and Iton I fell asieep, and, just as
the morning bezan to Jawn} I was anakened by the voice
of a man standing over me,*and apparently studying
my physws, whilst to me—upon so «udden an intro-
duction to him 1n so suspicious a situation—his morals
naturally suggested a more interesting subject of

* It will b: objected that many men, of the highest rink
and weilth, bave, notwithstanding, 1n our own dav, as well as
throughout our history, been amongst the foremost in cousting
danger on the ficld of battle True, but this 13 not the case
supposed Long familigrity with power and with wealth has,
1o them, deadencd theit? effect and attractiona
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inquiry I know not what he was He was an 1ill-
looking fellow, but not, therefore, of necessity, an
ill-meanmg fellow, or, if he were, I suppose he thought
that no person sleeping out-of-doors 1in winter could
be worth robbimng In which ¢onclusion, however, as
it liegardcd myself, I have the honour to assure him,
supposing him ever to find himself amongst my readers,
that he was entiuely mistaken I was not 'sorrg.' at
his disturbance, as 1t roused me to pass through Eton
befdre people weie generally astir The might had
bcen heavy and misty, but towaids the mormng 1t
had changed %o a slight frost, and the trees were now
covered with nme I shpped through Eton unobserved,
washed mysell, and as far as possible adjusted my
dress, at a little public-house 1n Windsor, and, about
eight o'ciock, went down towards the precincts of the
college, ncur which were congregated the houses of
the “Dames” On my road I met some junior Jboys,
of whom I made inquiries An Etonian 1s always
a gentleman, and, 1in spite of my shabby habiliments,
they answered me civilly My friend Lord -Altamont
was gone to Jesus College, Cambridge “Ibi ommnis
efflusus labor!1” I had, h'owevcr, other friends at Eton,
but 1t 1s not to all who wear that name in prospenty
that a man 1s willing to present hiymself in distress
On recollecting myself, however, I asked for the Earl
of Dcsert,® to whom (though my acquaintance with

®* T had known Lord Deseit, the eldest son of a very large
fanuly, some years cailier, when bearing the title of Lord
CaslUecuffe Cuffe was the family name, and I believe that
they traced their descent from a person of some historic interest
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him was not so mtimate as with some others) I should
not have shrunk from presenting myself under any cir-
cumstances He was still at Eton, though, I believe,
on the wing for Cambrnidge I called, was received
kindly, and asked to breakfast

Lord Desert placed before me a magnificent break-
fast I was really such, but in my eyes 1t seemed
trebly magnificent from being the first regular meal,
the first “good man’s table,” that I had sat down to
for months Strange to say, I could scarcely eat .any-
thing On the day when I first received my ten-pound
bank-note, I had gone to a baker’s shop and bought
a couple of rolls, this very shop I had some weeks
before surveyed with an eagerness of desire which 1t
was humihating to recolicet 1 remembered the story
(which, howevar, I now beheved to be a falsehood)
about Otway, and feared that there might be danger
tn eaung teo rapully +But there was no cause for
alarm, gny appetite was utterly gone, and I nauscated
food of every kind This effect, from eating what
approa(,hed to a meal, I, continued to frel for wecks
On the preseént occasion, aj Lord Desert’s table, I
found myself not at all better than usunal, and, mm
the midst of luxunes, appetlte I had none 1 had,
however, unfortmnately, at all times a craving for
wine I explaned iy situation, therefore, to Lord
Desert, and gave him a short account of my late
sufferings, with which he expressed deep sympathy,
—viz , that Cuffe who was secretary to the unhappy Earl of

Essex during his freasgnable dmenle against the government
of Queen Elizabeth.
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and called for wine This gave me instantaneous
relief and immoderate pleasure, and on all occasions,
when I had an opportunity, I never failed to dnnk
wine  Obvious 1t 1s, however, that this* indulgence
in wine would continue to stremgthen my malady, for
the tone of my stomach was apparently quite sunk,
but, by a better regimen, 1t <mght sooner, and,
perhaps, effcctually, have been restored 1 hope -hat
it was not fiom this love of wine that I lingered in
the neighbourhood of my Eton friends, 1 persuaded
myself fnen, that 1t was from reluctance to ask Lord
Desert, on whom I was conscious of having no
sufficient claims, the particular service in quest of
which I had come to Iton 1 was, however, un-
willing to lose my journey, and—I asked it Lord
Desert, whose good-nature was unbounded, and which,
i regard to myself, had been measured rather by his
compassion, perhaps, for my zondition, ar1 his knows
ledge of my intimacy with several of his relatives, than
by an over-ngorous inquiry into the extent of my own
direct claims, faltered, neverthecless, at this' request
He acknowledged that he did not like to have any
dealings with money-lenders, and fcared lest such a
transaction might come to the ears of his connections
Moreover, he doubted whether Ass signature, whose
expectations were so much more bounded ,than those
of his cousin, would avail with my unchrisuan friends
Stilt he did not wish, apparently, to morufy me by 4
refusal peremptory and absolute, for, after a Iittle
consideration, he promised, under, certain conditions,
which he pointed out, to give' lis secunity Lord
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Desert was at this time not above eighteen years of
age, but I have often doubted, on recollecting, since,
the good sense and prudence which on this occasion
he mingled "with so much urhamty of manner (which
in him wore the grace of youthtul sincerity), whether
any statesman—the oldest and the most accomplished
m diplamacy —could have acquitted himself better
undér the same circumstances

Re-comforted by this promise, which was not quite
equal to the best, but far above the worst that I had
anticipated, I returned in a Windsor coach to London
three days after I had quitted it And tow I come to
the end of my story The Jews did not approve of
Lord Desert's conditions, or so they said, whether they
would 1n the end have acceded to them, and were only
seehing time foy making further inquines, I know not
but many delays were made —time passed on—the
$mall’ fragment of my bahk-note had just melted away,
and befare any conclusion could have been put to the
business, I must have relapsed into my former state of
wretchedness  Suddenly, at this crisis, an opening was
made, almost’ by accident, for reconc.iation with my
guarians [ quitted London in haste, and returned to
the Priory, after some time, I proceeded to Oxford and
it was not until many months had passed away that I had
it 1n my power again to revisit the ground which had
become so interesting to me, and to this day remains so,
as the chief scene of my youthful sufferings

Meantime, what had become of Ann? Where was
she? Whither .had she gone? According to our
agreement, I sought her daily, and waited for her every
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night, so long as I staid in London, at the corner of
Titchfield Street, and during the last days of my stay
in London I put into activity every means of tracing her
that my knowledge of London suggested, ant the limited
extent of my power made posstble The street where
she had lodged I knew, but not the house, and I re-
membered, at last, some account which she had given of
ill-treatment from her landlord, which made 1t probable
that she had quitted those lodgings before we parted
She " had few acquaintance, most people, besides,
thought that the earnestness of my inquiries arose from
motives which moved therr laughter or therr shght
regard, and others, thinking that I was in chase of a
girl who had robbed me of some trifles, were naturally
and excusably indisposed to give me any clue to her, if
indeed they had any to give Finally, af my despairing
resource, on the day I left London I put into the hands
of the only person who (I was sure) must kiow Arin by
sight, from having been in company with us once or
twice, an address to the Priory All wasin vam To
this hour I have never heard a syllable a.bout Her This
amongst such troubles a5 most men meet with in this
Ife, has been my heaviest affliction If she hved,
doubtless we must have been sometimes in search of
each other, at the very same moment, through the
mighty labyrinths of London, perhaps even within a
few feet of each other—a barmer no wider, 1n a London
street, often amounting 1n the end to a separation for
etermty| Durning some years I hoped that she Jid
hive, and I suppose that, in the literal and unrhetorical
use of the word myriad, I must, ‘o my different visits
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to London, have looked into many mynads of female
faces, in the hope of meeting Ann I should know her
again amongst a thousand, and if seen but for a
moment Handsome she was not, but she had a sweet
expression of countenomce, and a pecuharly graceful
carniage of the head I sought her, I have said, in
hope $o 1t was lor"years, but now I should fear to
see *her, and her cough, which grieved me when I
parted with her, 1s now my consolation Now I wish
to see her no longer, but think of her, more gladl}.', as
one long since laid 1n the grave—in the grave, I would
hope, of a Magdalen, taken away before injuries and
cruelty had blotted out and transfigured her ingenuous
nature, or the brutalities of ruffians had complcted the
rumn they had bcgun
. . - . . .

So then, Oxford Street, stony-hearted step-mother,
thou that liseenest to thesighs of orphans, and drinkest
the tears of children, at length I was dismissed from
thee! 7The time was come that I no more should pace
m anéms'h thy never-endypg terraces, no more should
wake and dream m capuvity, to the fangs of hunger
Successors too many to myse]l and Ann have, doubtless,
since then trodden in our footsteps, mheritors of our
calamitics  Other orphans than Ann have sighed;
tears have ,been shed by other children, and thou,
Oxtord Street, hast since thouse days echoed to the
groans of innumerable hearts For myself, however,
the storm which I had outhved seemed to have been
the plcdge of a, lqng far weather, the premature
sufferings which I hdd ‘paid down, to have been accepted

/
/

il '
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as a ransom for many years to come, as a price of long
immunity from sorrow, and if again 1 walked m
London, a solitary and contemplative man (as often-
times I did), I walked for the most part in Seremity and
peage of mmd  And, although it 1s true that the
calamities of my noviuate in London had struck root so
deeply 1n my bodily constitution, ¢hat afterwarfls they
shot up and flounished afresh, and grew into a noxtous
umbrage that has over-shadowed and darkened my
latter years, yet these second assaults of suffering were
met with a fortitude more confirmed, with the resources
of a maturer intellect, and with alleviations, how deepl
from sympathising affection

Thus, however, with whatsoever alleviations, years
far asunder were bound together by subtle Links ot
suffening denived from a common roof And heremn
1 notice the short-sightedness of human desires—that
oftentimes, on moonhght rights, duriny my * firse
mournful abode 1 London, my consolation ,was (if
such 1t could be thought) to gaze from Oxford Street
up every avenue in succesyon which piercds north-
wards through the heart,of Marylebone to the fields
and the woods, for fha, sa.lld 1, traveling with my
eyes up the long wvistas which lay part in lhight and
part 1n shade—®2kat 1s the road toe the north, and,
therefore, to Grasmere” (upon which, thopgh as yet
unknown to me, I had a presentiment that I should
fix my choice for a residence), “and if I had the
wings of a dove, Zkaf way I would fly for rest”
Thus I said, and thus I wished 1p my blindness, yet,
even n that very northern region & was, in that very

\
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valley to which my erroneous wishes pomted, that this
second birth of my suflferings began, and that they
agam threatened to besiege the citadel of hfe and
hope There 1t was that for years I was persecuted
by wvisions as ugly, apd by phantoms as ghastly, as
ever haunted the couch of Orestes, and 1n this
unhappier than he— that sleep, which comes to all as
a respite and a restoration, and to him especially as a
blessed balm for his wounded heart and his haunted
brain, visited me as my bitterest scourge Thus®bhnd
was I mn my desires And yet, if a veill interposes
between the dim-sightedness of man *and his future
calamities, the same vell hides from him their allevia-
tions, and a grief which had not been feared, 1s met
by consolations which had not been hoped I, therefore,
who parucipated, as i1t were, in the troubles of Orestes
(excepting only 1n his agitated conscience), participated
*no luss 1n all his support~, my Eumenides, like his, were
at my bed-feet, and stared n upon me through the
curtains, but, watching by my mllow, or defrauding
herself of sleep to bear me company through the heavy
watches of the night, sat my Electra, for thou, beloved
M , dear companion of my later years, thou wast
my Electra ! and neither in nobility of mmd nor in long-
suffering aflcct'en wouldst permit that a Grecian sisier
should excel an Enghsh wife For thou thoughtest
not much to stoop to humble offices of kindness, and
to servile mimstrations of tenderest affection, to wipe
away for years the unwholesome dews upon the fore-
head, or to refresh the hips when parched and baked
with fever, nor even when thy own peaceful slumbers
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had by long sympathy become infected with the
spectacle of my dread contest with phantoms and
shadowy enemies, that oftentimes bade me “sleep no
more | "—not even then didst thou utter a complaint
or any murmur, nor withdraw thy angelic smuiles, nor
shnink from thy service of love, more than Electra did
of old For she, too, though she was a Grecian woman,
and the daughter of the king of men,* yet wept some-
times, and hid her face 1 1n her robe

Buc these troubles are past, and thou wilt read these
records of a period so dolorous to us both as the legend
of some hideous dream that can return no more Mean-
tme I am agam 1n London, and again I pace the
terraces of Oxford Street by might, and oftentimes—
when I am oppressed by anxieties that demand all my
philosophy and the comfort of thy presence to support,
and yet remember that I am separated from thee by
three hundred miles and the:length of three dieary
months—I look up the streets that run northward from
Oxford Street, upon moonlight mghts, and recollect my
youthful ejaculation of anguish, but then, remembering

* Agamemnon—{vaf dvdpor

1 “Oppa feis’ els weéwhov The sct slar will know that through-
out this passage [ refer to the early scenes of the Orestes—one
of the most beautiful exhibitions of the uomestic affections
which even the dramas of Euripides can furmish To the
unlearned reader, it may be necessary to say that the situation
at the opening of the drama 1s that of a biother attended only
by his sister during the demoniacal possession of a suffening
conscience (or, 1n the mythology of the play, haunted by the
Furies), under circumstances of immediate dauger from enemies,
and of desertion or cold regard from nominal friends
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that thou art sitting alone 1n that same vallcey, and mistress
of that very house to which my heart turned in its
biindness nineteen years ago, I think that, though bhnd
indeed, and scattered to the winds of kte, the prompt-
ings of my heart may yet have had reference to a
remoter time, and may be justified if read in another
meanipg, and if I could allow myself to descend again
to sthe impotent wishes of childhood, 1 shounld again
say to myself, as I look to the north, “Oh, that I had
the wings of a 'dovel” and with how just a confMdence
in thy good and gracious nature might I add the other
half of my carly gjaculation—*and #2td¢ wav [ would
fly for comio_t1”



THE PLEASURES OF OPIUM.

2

Ir 1s very long since I first fook opum, so long,
that if it had been a trnifling incident in my Ufe, I
might have forgotten its date hut cardinal events
are not to be toigotten, and, from circumstances ¢on-
nected with 1t, I remember that this imauguration into
the use of opuum must be referred to the spring or to
the autumn of 1804, during which seasons I was n
London, having come thither for the first time since
my entrance at Oxiord And this event arose mn the
followng way from an early age I had been
accustomed to wash my head in cold water at least
once a day, being suddenly seized with toothache, I
attributed 1t to some relaxation caused by « casual
intermission  of that practice, jumped qut or bed,s
plunged my head into a basin of cold water, and
with hair thus wetted went to sleep  The next
morning, as I need ha.dly , 52y, I awoke with ex
crucwtng rtheumauc paws of the heald and face,
from winch I had har'ly any respite for about twenty
days On the twenty-irst day I think it was, and on
a Sunday, that I went out into ihe strects, rather to
run away, 1f possible, from my torments, than wih
any distinct purpose of reuaet By accdent, I met
a college acquaintance, who recommendud opium
Opim! dread agent of ummaginable pleasure and
pamn! I had heard of it as I had heard of manna

or oi ambrosia, but no further 'How unmeanmg a
’42
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sound was opiam at that time! what solemn chords
does 1t now strike upon my heart! what heart-quaking
vibrations of sad and happy remembrances! Reverting
for a moment to these, 1 feel a mystic importance
attached to the minutgst circumstances connected with
the place, and the tume, and the man (f man he
was), tlzat first laid Qpen to me the paradise of opium-
eatars It was a Sunday afternoon, wet and cheerless,
and a duller spectacle this earth of ours has not to
show than a ramy Sunday i London My sroad
homewards lay through Oxford Street, and near “the
stately ¥ Pantheon” (as Mr Wordsworthe has obhgingly
called 1t) I saw a druggist's shop  lhe druggst
(unconscious mmster of cclestial pleasures!), as if 1n
sympathy with the ramy Sunday, looked dull and
stupid, just as any mortal druggist might be expected
to look on a rdiny London Sunday, and when I asked
for the tingture of opiym, he gave 1t to me as any
other man might do, and, furthetmore, out of my
shiling retuined to me what seemed to be real copper
halfpknoe, tahen out of a real wooden drawcr  Never-
theless, and 'notwithstanding all such mndications of
humamty, he has ever sinde figured m my mmd as
a beatific vision of an®immortal druggist, sent down
to earth on a gpecial mission to myself And 1t con-
firms me i this way of considering him that, when I
next came up to London, I sought him near the

® ¢ Stalely"” —It 1s but far to say that Wordsworth meant
to speak of the enfertor, which could very httle be inferred from
the mean, undistinguished outside, as seen presenting 1tseif
endways in Oxford Street.
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stately Pantheon, and found him not, and thus to me
who knew not his name (if, indeed, he had one), he
seemed rather to have vamshed from Oxford Street
than to have flitted into any other localty, or (which
some abommable man suggested) to have absconded
from the rent The reader may choose to think of
him as, possibly, no more than a sublunary druggst,
it may be so, but my faith 1s better I believe um
to have evanesced * 5o unwillingly would I connect
any mortal remembrancez with that hour, and place,
and creature that first brought me acquainted with
the celestial drug

Anived at my lodgings, 1t may be supposed that I
lost not « moment in taking the quantity prescribed
I was necessarily i1gnoiant of the whole art and
mystery of opwum-taking, and what I took I took
under every disadvantage But I took it, and m an
hour, O heavens| what a reyulsion! what a resur-,
rection, from its lowest d(,pthb, of the mner spinit |
what an apocalypse of the world within mel ‘Lhat
my pains had vamshed was now a trfle m mj eyes,

* o Loanesced” —This way of going off from the stage of
life appears to have been well knownun the seventeenth century,
but at that time to have bcen considered a peculiar privilege of
royalty, and by no means open to the use of druggists For,
about the ycir 1686, a poct of rather ominous name (and who,
apparently, did jusuce to his name)—viz, Mr FLAT-MAN—in
speaking of the death of Charles 11, expicsses his surpnse
that any pince should commit so vulgar an act as dymng.
because, says he,

¢* K ngs should disdain to die, and'only disappear. "’
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this negative effect was swallowed up in the immensity
of those positive effects which had opened before me,
in the abyss of divine emoyment thus suddenly re-
vealed Here was a panacea, a @dpuaxor wmyrevbés, for
all human woes, herg was the secret of happiness,
about which philosophers had disputed for so many
ages, at once discavered, happiness might now be
bought’ for *a penny, and carned m the waistcoat-
pocket, portable ecstasies might be had corked up in
a pwnt-bottle, ahd peace of mind could be sent Hown
by the mail

And, first, one word with respect to 1ts®bodily effects,
for upon all that has been hitherto written on the
subject of opium, whether by travellers in Turkey (who
may plead their privilege of lying as an old mmmemorial
nght), or by professors of medicine wniung ex cathedra,
1 have but oéne emphatic criticism to pronounce—
Nongense ! I remember,once, 1n passing a book-stall,
to have caught these words from a page of some satirc
author—"—“By this time I became convinced that the
Londdn newspapers spoke truth at least twice a week—
viz, on Tuesday and Saturday *—and mght safely be
depended upon for—the bst’ of bankrupts” In lke
manner, I do by no mean® deny that some traths have
been delivered tq the world in rcgard to opium  thus,
it has been repcatedly affiimed by the learned that
oplumis a anny brown in colour—and this, take notice,
1 grant, sccondly, that it 1s rather dear, which also
I grant—for, in my time, East India opium has been

® “ Tuesday and Safurday ' —uz, the two days on which
the Gazetle 15 (or uscdito’be) published.
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three gumeas a pound, and Turkey eight, and, thirdly,
that, if you eat a good deal of it, most probably you
must do what 1s disagreeable to any man of regular
habits—viz, die®* These weighty propositioas are, all
and singular, true, I cannot gaipsay them, and truth
ever was, and will be, commendable But, 1n these
three theorems, I believe we have exhausted the stock
of knowledge as yet accumulated by mian on the
subject of opium And therefore, worthy doctors, as
there “seems to be room for further discoveries, stand
aside, and allow me to come forward and lecture on
this matter ¢

First, then, it 1s not so much affirmed as taken for
granted by all who ever mention opum, formally or
mcidentally, that 1t does or can produce intoxication
Now, reader, assure yourself, meo periculo, that no
quantity of opum ever did, or could, ntoxicate. As
to the tincture of opium (comgonly called laudanvm),.
that might certainly intoxicate, if a man could bear to

* Of this, however, the learned appear latterly :to ' have
doubted, for, mn a pirated edilion of Buchans Domestic
Aedicine, which 1 once saw 11, the hands of a farmer's wife,
who was studying it for the benefit of her heallh, the doctor
was made to caution his readers against taking more than
¢ twenty-five ounres” of laudanum at one.,dose The true
reading had doubticss been twenty-five drops or munims,
which 1n a gross equation 1s held equivalent to one grain of
average opium, but opium itself — crude opium — varies
erormously 1n purily and strength, consequently the tincture
prepared from it And most of the medical connoisseurs
whom I bave known boiled thewr opium, 8p as to cleanse

from gross impurities. ‘e
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take enough of it, but why? Because it contains so
much proof spinits of wine, and not because 1t contains
so much opuum But crude opwum, I afirm peremp-
tonily, 1s iicapable of producing any state of body at
all resembling that whech 1s produced bv alcohol and
not 1n degree only incapable, but even 1n Zid, 1t 1s not
in the guantity of s effects merely, but n the quality,
that 1t differs altogether The pleasure given by wine
1s always rapidly mounting, and tending to 2 Lusts,
after which as rapidly 1t declines, that from opium, when
once gencrated, 1s stationary for elght'or ten hours

the first, to borrow a technical distinction from medicine,
1s a case of acute, the second of chronic, pleasure, the
one 1s a flickeling tlame, the other a steady and equable
glow But the mamn distinction lies m this—that,
whercas wine, disorders the mental faculties, opium,
on the contrary (if taken in a proper marner), intio-
"duces amowgst them tht most exqusite order, legisla-
tion, aud harmony Wine robs a man of his self-
possess on, opum sustains and remforces it Wine
unsettles the judgment, and gives a preternatural
brightness and a vivid exaltation to the contempts and
the admirations, to the loves and the hatreds, of the
drinker, opium, on the conlrary, communicates serety
and equi uise (o all the faculties, active or passive,
and, withuespect to the temper and moral feelings in
general, 1t gives sunply that sort of vital warmth
which 15 approved by the judgment, and which would
probably always accompany a bodily constitutton of
primeval or antedijuvian health  Thus, for nstauce,
opium, hke wine, gives an expansion te the heart and
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the benevolent affections, but, then, with this remark
able difference, that, in the sudden development of
kind-heartedness which accompanies mebnation, there
1s always more or less of a maudiin and 4 transitory
character, which exposes 1t tor the contempt of the
bystander Men shake hands, swear eternal friend-
ship, and shed tears—no mortal knows why, and the
animal nature 1s clearly uppermost. But the expansion
of the benigner feelings mcident to opium 1s no febnle
access no fugitive paroxysm, 1t is a hea]thy restora-
tion to that state which the mind would naturally
recove, upon the removal of any deep-seatcd rntation
from pamn that had disturbed and quarrelled with the
mmpulses of a heart onginally just and good 1rue 1t
1s, that even wine up to a certain pomt, and with
certain men, rather tunds to eaalt and, to steady the
intellect, I 1ysclf, who have never becn a great
wine-drinker, used to find thut half a dezen glisses
of wine advantageously aflected the faculties, bryzhtenea
and intensified the consciousness, and gave to the
mind a feeling of being * pondertbus Librata si'ts "L, and
certamnly 1t 1s most absurdly said, in popilar language,
of any man, that he 1s disguzsed 1n hquor, for, on the
contrary, most men are disguised by sobriety, and
exceedingly disgwised, and 1t is when they are
drinking that men display themselves in,their (rue
complexion of character, which surely 1s not disguis-
ing themselves But still, wime constantly leads a
man to the brnink of absurdity and extravagance, and,
beyond a certain point, 1t 1s sure .to,volatihse and to
disperse the intellectual energ1e§ whereas opum
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always seems to compose what had been agitated,
and to concentrate what had been distracted In
short, to sum up all 1n one word, a man who 1s in-
ebnated, or* tending to inebnation, 1s, and fecls that
he 15, in a condition which calls up mto supremacy
the merely human, too often the brutal, part of his
nature , but the opmm-eater (I speak of mm simply
as such, and asssume that he is mn a noimal state of
health) feels that the diviner part of his nature 1s
paramount — this 1s, the moral affections are “in a
state of cloudless seremity, and high over all the
great light of the majestic intellect

This 1s the doctrine of the true church on the subject
of optum of which church I acknowledge myself to be
the Pope (consequently infalhble), and selfappointed
legate d lafere to all degrees of latitude and longitude
But then 1t 1s to be recollected that I speak from the
ground of 3 large and sprofound personal experience,
whereaqy most of the unscientific * authors who have at

* Apongst the great herd of travellers, etc, who show
sufﬁcnentli' by their thoughtlessness that they never held any
intercourse with opium, I must caution my rcaders specially
agamst the brillant author of Anasfasius This gentleman,
whose wit would lead one¢’ to presume him an opium-eater,
has made it impossible to consider htm in that character, from
the gricvous misrepresentation which he has given of 1its effects
at pages 215-217 of Vol 1 Upon consideration, 1t must appear
such to the author himself, for, waiving the errors I have
insisted on 1n the text, which (and others) are adopted n the
fullest manner, he will himself admit that an old gentleman,
“ with a snow-white beard,” who eats ‘' ample doses of opium,”
and 15 yet able todelwer what 1S meant and received as very
weighty counsel on the bad effects of that practice, 1s but an
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all treated of opium, and even of those who have wrtten
proiessionally on the materia media, make 1t evident, by
the horror they express of 1t, that their experimental
knowledge of its action 1s none at all I will, however,
candidly acknowledge that I have met with one person
who bore evidence to its intoxicating power, such as
staggered my own incredulity , for he was a surgeon,
and bhad hmmself taken opium largely “for a most
miserable affection (past all hope of cure) seated in one
partitular organ This aflection was a subtle nflamma
tion, not acute, but chronic, and with this he fought
for more (I béheve) than twenty years, fought victor:
ously, if viciory it were, to make Lfe supportable for
himself, and during all that time to maintain 1n re-
spectability a wife and a family of children altogether
dependent on him * I happened to say to hum, that his

indifterent evidence that opium eitper hailly peuple prematurely,
or sends them into a madhouse  But, tor my [Jd.ll I see into
this old gentleman and lis motives the facl 1s! he was
enamoured of ‘‘the litlle goldcn receptacle of the porpmivious
drug” which Anastasus carned about huin  and fdo way of
obtaining 1t so sate and ~o teasible occurfed as that of
frigltcning its owner out of his wits  Ihis commenlary throws
4 new hght upon the case, and grdilly miproves 1t as a story,
for the old gentlemans speech, a5 a lecture on pharmacy, 1s
absmed , but, considered as a hoax on ANastastus, it reads
excellently '

* This surgeon it was who first made me aware of the
dangeious variability in opium as to strength under the shifting
proportions of ils combiation with alien impurities.  Naturally,
as a man professionally alive to the danger of creating any
artificial need of opium beyond what the angwish of his malady
at any rate demanded, trembling every' hour on behalf of his
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enemies (as I had heard) charged him with talking
nonsense on politics, and that his friends apologised for
him, by suggesting that he was constantly in a state of
intoxicationl from opium Now, the accusation, said I,
1s not primd facte an absurd one, but the defence 1s
To my surprise, however, he insisted that both his
enemies and his frtends were in the nght «I will
malntain,” said he, ‘“that I do talk nonsense, and,

poor children, lest, by any indiscretion of his own, he Should
precipitate the crisis of his disoider, he saw the necessity of
reducing the daily dose to a mizimum Ihut to do this he
must first obtain the means of measuring the quantities of
opium, not the apparent quantities as determined by weighing,
but the vsrfual quantities after allowing for the alloy or vaiying
amounts of impurity This, however, was a visionary problem
To allow for 1t was sumply impossible  The problem, therefore,
changed its character Not to measure the impunties was
the pbject, for, whilst entangled with the operative and
efficient pd.l".; of the opium, they could not be measured To
separatd® and eliminale the impure (or iert) paits, this was
now the object And this was effected finally by a particular
mode of ‘boiling the opium , Thal done, the residuum became
equable in stitngth, and the daily doses could be nicely
adjusted  About 18 grains fored his daily ration for many
years This, upon the cowumon hospilal equation, expresses
18 times 25 drops of laudanum  But, since 2518 192, theielore
18 times one quirter of a hundred 15 one quarter of 1Boo,
and that, h suppose, 18 450 So much this surgeon averaged
upon each day for about twenty years Then suddenly began
a fiercer stage of the anguish from his disease  But then, also,
the fight was finished, and the victory was won All duties
were fulfilled lus children prosperously launched in hfe, and
death, which to Mimeelf was becoming daily more necessary
as a relief from torment, now fell injuriously upon nobody
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secondly, I will maintain that I do not talk nonsense
upon principle, or with any view to profit, but solely and
simply,” said he—“solely and simply —solely and
simply * (repeating 1t three times over) *because I am
drunk with opium, and that daily” I replied, that as
to the allegation of his enemies, as 1t seemed to be
established upon such respectable teStimony, seeing that
the three parties concerned all agreed so far, it did flot
become me to question 1t, but the defence set up I must
demur to He proceeded to discuss the matter, and to
lay down his reasons, but i1t seemed to me so impolite
to pursue an argument which must have presumed a
man mistaken 1n a point belonging to his own profession,
that I did not press him, even when his course of
argument seemed open to objection, not to mention
that a man who talks nonsense, even thqugh “with no
view to profit,” 1s not altogether the most agreeable
respondent 1n a dispute 1 comfess, howeve-, that ‘the
authonty of a surgeon, and one who was repited a
good one, may seem a weighty one to my prejudice,
but still I must plead my expepicnce, which was'greater
than his greatest bv more than seven thousand drops
a day, and though it was niot possible to suppose
a medical man unacquamted with the charactenstic
symptoms of vinous mtoxication, yet it wtruck me that
he mught proceed on a logical error of using.the word
intoxication with too carcless a latitude, extending 1t
generically to all modes of nervous excitement, instead
of restricting it to one special quality of pleasurable
elevation, distinguished by well-knowyn symptoms, and
connected with tendencies not to be‘evaded. Two of
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these tendencies I will mention as diagnostic, or char-
actenstic and inseparable marks of ordinary alcoholic
intoxication, but which no excess m the use of opium
ever develdps One 1s the loss of sell-command, n
relation to all one's acts and purposes, which steals
gradually (though with varying degrees of specd) over
a/l persons indisciminately when indulging 1 wine or
disulled llquors beyond a certain hmit. The tongue and
other organs become unmanageable the ntoxicated
man speaks marticulately, and, with regard to certain
words, makes efforts ludicrously earncst, yet oftentimes
unavailing, to utter them The eyes are bewildered,
and see double, grasping too little, and too much
The hand aims awry The legs stumble, and lose their
power of concurremt action To this result aZZ people
tend, though by varying rates of acceleration  Secondly,
as another charactenistic, it may be noticed that, in
‘alcoholic indoxication, tke movement 1s always along a
kind ofearch, the drinker rises through continual ascents
to a summit or ggex, from which he descends through
corre'spdndmg steps of dgclension There 15 a crowning
pomnt i the' movement upwards, which once attaned
cannot be renewed and 1t 1s the blind, unconscious,
but always unsuccessful’ effort of the obstinate diinker
to restore thise supreme altitude of enjoyment which
tempts hum mto excesses that become dangerous  After
reaching this acme of gemal pleasure, 1t 15 a mere
necessity of the case to sink through corresponding
stages of collapse Some people have mantained, 1n
my heanng, that they had been drunk upon green tea;
and a medical stddent in London, for whose knowledge
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in his profession I have reason to feel great respect,
assured me, the other day, that a patient, 1n recover-
ing from an illness, had got drunk on a beef-steak
All turns, mn fact, upon a ngorous dé&fimtion of
ntoxication .

Having dwelt so much on this first and leading error
1n respect to opium, I shall notice briefly a secongi and a
third, which are, that the elevation of spints prodweed
by opium 1s necessarily followed by a proportionate
deprébsion, and that the natural and even immediate
consequence of opwum 1s torpor and stagnation, animal
as well as mertal The first of these errors 1 shall
content myself with simply denying, assuring my reader,
that for ten years duning which I took opium, not
regularly, but intermittingly, the day succeeding to that
on which I allowed myself this luxury was always a
day of unusually good spirits

With respect to the torpor supposed to follew, or r#ther®
(if we were to credit the numerous pictures of {urkisn
oplum-eaters) to accompany, the practice of opwum-
eating [ deny that also Cestainly, opium 1s’ classed
under the head of narcotjcs, and some such effect 1t
may produce 1mn the end, but. the prmary effects of
opurr are always, and 1n the highest degree, to excite
and stimulate the system This first stage of 1ts action
always lasted with me, during my novitiate, fa~ upwards
of eight hours, so that it must be the fault of the
opum-eater himself, if he does not so time his exhibition
of the dose, as that the whole weight of its narcotic
influence may descend upon his sl?qp . Turkish opium-
eaters, 1t seems, are absurd enough tb sit, ike so many
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equestrian statues, on logs of wood as stupid as them-
selves  But, that the reader may judge of the degree
m which optum 1s hkely to stupety the faculties of an
Enghshmar; T shall (by way of treating the question
lustratively, rather thqn argumcntatively) describe the
way 1 which I myself often passed an opium ecvemng
in London during the penol biiween 1804 and 1812
It »all be seen, that at least opium did not move me
to seek solitude, and much less to seek mmactinity, or
the torpid state ‘of self-imvolution ascribed to the Tfurks
I give this account at tne risk of being pronounced a
crazy enthusiast or visionary, but I regard that htile
I must desire my reader to bear m mind that [ was
a hard student, and at severe studies for all the rest
of my time, and certanly I had a right occasionally
to relaxations as well as other people

The late Duke of Norfolk® used to say, “ Next
Monday, wigd and weatler permutting, I purpose to be
drunk ,% and in like manner I used to fix beforehand
how often withm a given time, when, and with what
accesSory circumstances of festal jov, I would commt

.

* & The lute Duke of Norfolk' —Mv authority was the late
Sir George Neiumont, an pold famliar acquamtance of the
duke’s But such expressiuns are always hable to grievous mus-
application By ‘sthe late duke Sir George meant that duke
once so wel] known to the nation as the partisan fiicnd of
Fox, Burke, Sheridan, etc, at the era of the gieat French
Revolution in 178993 Since Ass time, I believe there have
been three generations of ducal Howards—who are always
inleresting to the English nation, first, from the bloody historic
traditions surrounding, their great house, secondly, fiom the
fact of their being at the head of the British Peerage.
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a debauch of opum This was seldom more than
once in three weeks, for at that time I could not have
ventured to call every day (as afterwards I did) for “a
glass of laudanum negus, warm, and without sdgar” No,
once n three weeks sufficed, and the time selected was
either a Tuesday or a Saturday might, my reason for
which was this —Tuesday and Saterday were for many
years the regular mights of performance at the King's
Theatre (or Opera House) , and there it was i those
times’ that Grassini sang, and her voice (the richest ot
contraltos) was dehghtful to me beyond all that I had
ever heard Yes, or have since heard, or ever shall
hear I know not what may be the state of the opera-
house now, having never been within 1ts walls for seven
or eight years, but at that time it was by much the
most pleasant place of resort in London for passing an
evening * Half a guinea admitted you to the pit, under
the troublesome condition, however, of beige en grande
tenue  Dut to the gallery five shilings admitigd you,
and that gallery was subject to far less annoyance than
the pit of most theatres  The grchestra was distiiguished
by its sweet and melodious grandeur from all English
orchestras , the composition of which, I confess, 1s not
acceptable to my ear, from the predominance of the
clangorous nstruments, and i some instances from the
L

® I trust that my reader has not been so inattentive to the
windings of my narrative as to fancy me speaking here of
the Brown-Brunell and Pyment period Nalurally I had no
money disposable at that period for the opera. I am speaking

here of years stretching far beyond, thow: boyish scenes—
snterfudes in my Oxford life, or long after'Oxford.
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tyranny of the violin Thnlling was the pleasure with
which almost always I heard this angehc Grassim
Shivering with expectation I sat, when the time drew
near for hzr gollen epiphany, shivering I rose from
my seat, wncapable of rest, when that heavenly and
harp-like voice sang 1ts own victorious welcome 1n its
preluswe threttanelo~—thy ettdnmelo ® (perrdvew—Bperraverw)
"The <ho uses were divine to hear, and, when Grassim *

appeared in some interlude, as she often did, and poured
forth her paswidnate soul as Andromache at the’tomb
of Hector, etc, 1 question whether any Turk, of all
that evcr entered the paradise of opium-eaters, cam
have had half the pleasure I had  But, indeed, I honour

® 8¢ Threttdnelo—thretiinelo” —The beaut:lul representative
echo by whict Aristophanes expresses the sound of the Grecian
phormunx, or o some other wstiument, which conjecturally
has been shown n ost to rescnble our modara T.uropean harp
*In tfe case af ancient Ilelxew instruments used 10 the 1emple
service,grandom and 1dle must be all the guesses through the
Greek Septuag:nt or the Latin Vulrite to iden' 1y any one ot
them' But as to Giccian wstruments the cise 1s duferest
always thiue 35 a rcmote chiwnce of digging up some marble
sculpture of o1 hestral appuitenwices and propeities.

+ Yct all thngs change tlus same Grissini, whom once
I adored, alteiw irds, when gorged with English gold, went
off to Pane, and,when I heard on what terms she ived with
a man so unmagninimous as Ndpoleon, I came to hate her
Dd 1 com‘f)la.m of any mans hating England, o1 teaching a
woman to hate her benefactress? Not at all, but sumply of
his adopting at second-hand the malice of a jealous nation,
with which oniginally he could have had no sincere sympathy
Hate us, if you Plcase, but not sycoph.ntishly, by way oz
paying court to others '
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the harbarians too much by supposing them cupable
of any pleasures approaching to the intellectual ones
of an Englishman For masic 15 an intellectual or a
sensual pleasure, according to the temperament of him
who hears it And, by the bye, with the exception ot
the fine extravaganza on that subjcct wn Tieelfth Night
I do not recollect more than one thing said adequately
on the subject of music in all Lierature  It‘is a p'lwtge
mn the Religio Medicz* of Sir T Browne, and though
chiefly remarkable for its sublimity, has also a {hilos-
ophic value, mmasmuch as 1t pomnts to the true theory
of musical ¢flects The mstake of most people 15, to
suppose that it 1s by the ear they communicate with
music, and therefore that they are purely passive as to
1ts effects But this 1s not so, 1t 1s by the rcaction of
the mind upon the notices of the ear (the matter «oming
by the senses, the form from the mind) thit the pleasure
1s construcied , and therefore it gs that people of equallys
good ear differ so much n this point from one another
Now opilum, by greatly increasing the activity of the
mind, generally icreases, of necessity, thit pertlcular
mode of 1ts activity by which ‘we are able to construct
out of the raw material of organic sound an elaborate
intellectual pleasure But, sayv a friend, a succession
of musical sounds 1s to me Lke a collection of Arabic
characters I can attach no 1deas to them Ideas'
my dear friend | there 1s no occasion for ‘them, all

® I have not the book at this moment to consult, but I
think the passage begmns, ‘' And even that tavern music,
which makes one man merry, anolhcr mad n me strikes a
deep fit of devotion,’ etc ‘
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that class of ideas which can be available in such a
case has a language of representative feelngs But
this 1s a subject foreign to my present purposes, 1t 1s
sufficient to say that a chorus, etc, of elaborate harmony
displayed before me, as 1n a piece of arras-work, the
whole of my past life—not as if recalled by an act of
memory, but as if present and incarnated in the music,
no rlonger pamnful to dwell upon, but the detail of its
incidents removed, or blended in some hazy abstraction,
and 1ts passions exalted, spimtuabsed, and sublimed
All this was to be had for five shilings—that being
the price of admission to the gallery, or, if a man
preferred the high bred society of the pit, even this
might be had for half a guinea, or, in fact, for half-a-
crown less, by purchasing beforehand a ticket at the
music shops And over and above the music of the
stage and the orchestra, I had all around me, 1n the
"ntefvals ofs the performmnce, the music of the Itahian
language talked by Italian women—for the gallery was
usually crowded with [tallans—and I listened with a
pleasure such as that which Weld, the traveller, lay
and hstened,’m Canada, to the sweet langhter of Indian
women , for the less you understand of a language, the
more sensible you are to the melody or harshness of
its sounds For such a purpose, therefore, 1t was an
advantage,to me that in those days I was a poor Italan
scholar, reading 1t but lttle, and not speaking 1t at
all, nor understanding a tenth part of what I heard
spoken

These were my opera pleasures, but another pleasure
I had, which, as it could be had only on a Saturday
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night, occasionally struggled with my love of the
opera, for, :n those years, Tuesday and Saturday were
the regular opera mights On thus subject I am afraid
I shall be rather obscure, but, I can assure ‘the reader,
not at all more so than Marninus,in his Lgfe of Froclus,
or many other biographers and autobiographers of fair
reputation  This pleasure, I have said, was to be had
only on a Saturday mght. What, then, was Saturday
night to me more than any other might? I had no
labouls that I rested from, no wages to receive, what
needed I to care for Saturday might, more than as 1t
was a summons to hear Grassim? [rue, most logical
reader, what thou sayest 1s, and ever will be, un-
answerable And yet so it was, that, whereas different
men throw therr feelings mnto different channels, and
most men are apt to show their interest n the concerns
of the poor chiefly by sympathy with their distresses
and sorrows, I at that time was disposed,to express:
mine by sympathising with their pleasures Thy pains
of poverty I had lately seen too much of—more than
I wished to remember, but the pleasures of the poor,
their hopes, their consolations of spiunt, afid thar rest-
mngs from toil, can never become oppressive to con-
template  Now, Saturday might s the season for the
chief regular and periodic return of rest to the poor,
and to all that live by bodily labour, 1 this point the
most hostille sects unite, and acknowledge a common
Iink of brotherhood almost all Christendom rests from
its labours It is a rest introductory to another rest,

and divided by a whole day and two pights from the
renewal of toll On this account I feel always, on a
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Saturday mght, as though 1 also were released from
some yoke of bondage, had some wages to receive, and
some luxury of repose to enjoy For the sake, therc
fore, of witnessing, upon as large a scale as possible, a
spectacle with which any sympathy was so entire, I
used often, on Saturday mghts, after I had taken opum
to wander forth, without much regarding the direction
or che distance, to all the markets, and other parts ol
London, whither the poor resort on a Saturday mght,
for laying out ther wages Many a family l;arty,
consisting of a man, his wife, and sometimes one or
two of their children, have I lListened to, as they stoou
consulting on their ways and means, or the strength
of therr exchequer, or the price of household articles
Gradually I became familiar with therr wishes, their
difficulties, and therr opinions Sometimes there mught
be heard murmurs of discontent, but far oftener ex-
presstons on, the countesance, or uttered in words, of
patience’ of hope, and of reconcihation to therr lot
Generally speaking, the impression left upon my mind
was, that the poor are ,practically more philosophic
than the rich,’that they show a2 more read; and cheerful
submussion to what they consider as iremediable ewils
or irreparable losses Whenever I saw occasion, or
could do it without appearning to be intrusive, I joined
their parties, and gave my opmion upon the matter
discussion, which, if not always judicious, was always
received mdulgently If wages were a little higher, or
were expected to be so—if the quartern loaf were a
little lower, or it, was reported that omions and butter
|1 were falling, I was glad, yet, if the contrary were true,
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I drew from opium some means of consolation Kot
opmmm (like the bee, that extracts its materials indis-
criminately from roscs and from the soot* of chimneys)
can overrule all feelings into a comphande with the
master-key  Sore of these ranbles led me to great
distances  for an opium-eater i1s too happy to observe
the motion of time And sometzmes, 1n my atltempts
to stecr homewards, upon nautical principles, by fixing
my eye on the pole-star, and seeking ambitiously for a
north-west passage, mstead of circumnavigating all the
capes and hcadiands I had doubled in my outward
voyage, I came suddenly upon such knotty problems
of alleys, alleys without soundings, such enigmatical
entries, and such sphinx’s nddles of streets without
obvious outlets or thoroughfares, as must baflle the
audacity of porters, and confound the intellects of
hackney coachmen I could almost have beleved, at
times, that I must be the fisst discoverer of sorse of
these ferre mcognite, and doubted whether ihey had
yet been laid down in the modern charts of London
Positively, 1n one line of communication to the" south of
Holborn, for foot passengers (known, 1 doubt not, to
many of my London readers), the road lay through a

® ¢ Soof ' —In the large capicious climneys of the rustic
cottages throughout the Lake district, ylu can see up the
entire cavity from the seat which you occupy, as,an honoured
visitor, 1 the chimney corner There | used often to hear
(though not to set) bees Their murmuring was audible,
though Lheir bodily forms were too small to be visible ar
that altitude On mqury, I found that soot (chiefly from
wood and peats) was useful in some staje ot their wax ot
honey manufacture ‘
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man’s kitchen, and, as it was a small kitchen, you
needed to steer cautiously, or else you might run foul
of the drippmng-pan  For all this, however, I pad a
heavy price in distant years, when the human face
tyrannised over my dreams, and the perplexities of my
steps 1n London came back and haunted my sleep, with
the feghing of perplexities, moral or intellectual, that
breught confusion to the reason, that brought anguish
and remorse to the conscience .
Thus I have shown, or tried to show, that opium does
not of necessity produce 1nactivity or torpor , but that, on
the contrary, 1t often led me into markets and theatres
Yet, in candour, I will admt that markets and theatres
are not the appropnate haunts of the opium-eater, when 1n
the divinest state incident to his enjoyment  In that state,
crowds become an oppression to him, music, even, too
sensual and gross He naturally seeks solitude and
silertce, as igadispensable xonditions of those trances, or
profourdest reveries, which are the crown and con-
summation of what opium can do for human nature I,
whose disease 1t was to maditate too much and to observe
too lttle, and ‘who, upon my first entrance at college, was
nearly falling into a deep melancholy, from brooding too
much on the sufferings which I had witnessed 1n
London, was sufficiently aware of these tendencies in
my own thoughts to do all I could to counteract them
I was, indeed, like a person, who, according to the old
Pagan legend, had entered the cave of Trophonius, and
the remedies I sought were to force myself into society,
and to keep my ynderstanding 1n continual activity upon
subtleties of philoophic speculation. But for these
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remedies, I should certainly have become hypo
chondriacally melancholy In after years, however, when
my cheerfulness was more f{ully re-established, I yielded
to my natural inclination for a solitary lhfe At that
time I often fell into such revenas after taking opium,
and many a time 1t has happened to me on a summer
night—when I have been seated &t an open window,
from which I could overlook the sea at a mile belowme,
and could at the same time command a view of some
great town standing on a different radws of my circular
prospect, but at nearly the same distance—that from
sunset to sunrise, all through the hours of night, I have
continued Imotionless, as if frozen, without consciousness
of myself as ot an object anywise distinct from the
multiform scene which I contemplated from above
Such a scene m all its elements was not unfrequently
reahsed for me on the gentle eminence of Everton
Obliquely to the left lay the enany-languaped town of
Liverpool, obliquely to the night, the multitudigous sea
The scene 1tself was somewhat typical of what took place
in such a reveriee. The town, of Liverpool represented
the earth, with 1ts sorrows and its graves left behind,
yet not out of sight, nor wholly forgotten The ocean,
i everlasting but gentle agitation, yet brooded over by
dove-ike calm, might not unfitly typify the mind, and
the mood which then swayed it For it seemed to me
as 1if then first I stood at a distance aloof from the
uproar of Ife, as if the tumult, the fever, and the strife,
were suspended , a respite were granted from the secret
burdens of the heart, some sabbath ,of repose, some
resing from human labours  Here were the hopes
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which blossom in the paths of lfe, reconciled with the
peace which 1s in the grave , motions of the intellect as
unwearied as the heavens, yet for all anxieties a halcyon
calm, tranquility that seemed no product of inertia, but
as if resulting from eighty and equal antagomsms,
infinite activities, mnfinite repose

O just, subtle, and all-conquering opium ! that, to the
rerts of nich and poor alike, for the wounds that wall
never heal, and for the pangs of grief that “tempt the
spirit to rebel,"'bnngest an assuaging balm ,—eloquent
opwum | that with thy potent rhetoric stealest away the
purposes of wrath, pleadest effectually for relenting mty,
and through one night’s heavenly sleep callest back to
the guilty man the visions of his infancy, and hands
washed pure from blood ,—O just and righteous opium/
that to the chancery of dreams summonest, for the
tpumphs of despairing nnocence, false witnesses, and
tonfbundest perjury , and dost reverse the sentences of
unnght(ous judges ,—thou buildest upon the bosom of
darkness, out of the fantastic imagery of the brain, cities
and t.em{Jles, beyond the art of Phidias and Praxiteles—
beyond the splendours of Bahylon and Hekatémpylos , *
and, “from the anarchy of dreaming sleep,” callest mto
sunny lLight the faces of long-buried beauties, and the
blessed househeld countenances, cleansed from the
 dishonours of the grave ™ Thou only givest these gifts

® ; ¢. the hundred-galed (from éxarés, hekaton, a hundred, and
w0Ay, pyle, a gate). This epithet of hundred-gated was applied
to the Egyptian Thebes in contradistinction to the ésrdxvior
(heptdpylos, or sevemgnted) which designated the Grecian
Thebes, within one day's journey of Athens.
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to man, and thou hast the keys of Paradise, O just,
subtle, and mighty opium |

Courteous, and I hope indulgent reader, having
accompanied me thus far, now ‘let me request you to
move onwards for about eight years, that 1s to say, from
1804 (when I said that my acqudintance with opium
began) to 1812 The years of academic hfe are fiow
over and gon. —almost forgotten, the student’s cap no
longer presves my temples, if my cap exists at all, 1t
presses those of some youthful scholar, I trust, as happy
as myself, and as passionate a lover of knowledge My
gown 1s, by this time, I dare to say, in the same
condition with many thousands of excellent books in
the Bodleilan—viz , dihigently perused by certain studious
moths and worms, or departed, however (which 1s all
that I know of its fate), to that great reservoir of somn-
where, 1o which all the tea-cups, tea-caddi,, tea-pots,
tea-kettles, etc, have departed, which occasicnal re-
semblances 1n the present generation of tea-cups, etc,
remind me of having once possessed, but of whose
departure and final fate I, ;n common with most gowns-
men of either university, could give but an obscure and
conjectural history The persecutions of the chapel bell,
sounding its unwelcome summons to mliatins, interrupts
my slumbers no longer, the porter who rang it 1s dead,
and has ceased to disturb anybody, and I, with many
others who suffered much from his tintinnabulous pro-
pensities, have now agreed to overlook his errors, and
have forgiven him  Even with the, bell I am now in
chanty , it rings, I suppose, as fomferly, thrice a day,
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and cruelly annoys, I doubt nof, many worthy gentle
men, and disturbs their peace of mind, but, as to me,
in this year 18r2, I regard ts treacherous voice no longer
(treacherou's, 1 call 1t, for, by some refinement of malice,
it spoke 1n as sweet amd sivery tones as if it had been
mviting one to a party), its tones have no longer,
indeed , power to reath me, let the wind sit as favowably
as he malice of the vell 1itself could wish, for I am two
hundred and ﬁfty miles away from 1t, and buried in the
d.pth of mount.ins

And what am I doing amongst the mountains?
labmg opwum  Yes, but whit clse? Why, reader,
w1812, the year we arc now ariived at, as well as
for some years previous, [ have been chiefly studying
(zerman melaphysics, in the wntings of Kant, Fichte,
Scheliing, etc | And how, and 1n what manner, do
I,hive? 1n short, what class or description of men do
! bdlong,tg? 1 am as this perrod—wviz, m 1812—
Lhving 1f a cuvttage, and with a single female servant
{bons sott qut mal y pense), who, amongst my neighbours,
pa,ses By the name of my “housekeeper” And, as a
scholar and a'man of learned, education, I may presume
to class mysell as an unworthy member of that indefinite
body called gentlemen Partly on the ground I bave
assigned—partly because, from having no visible caliing
or busmess, 1t 1s nghtly judged that I must be hiving on
my private fortune—I am so classed by my neighbours,
and, by the courtesy of modern England, I am usually
addressed on letters, etc, Esquire, though having, I
fear, in the rigorpus construction of heralds, antique or
antic, dressed like the knaves of spades or diamonds,
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but slender pretensions to that distinguished honour—
yes, in popular estimation, I am X Y Z, Esquire, but
not Justice of the Peace, nor Custos Rotulorum Am
I married? Not yet And I still take opium? On
Saturday nights And, perhaps,thave taken 1t unblush-
ingly ever since “the rainy Sunday,” and “the stately
Pantheon,” and “the beatific druggist” of 1804? Even
so And how do I find my health after all this opfum-
eating? 1n short, how do I do? Why, pretty well, I
thank you, reader In fact, if I dared to say the real
and simple truth (though, 1n order to satisfy the theories
of some medical men, I ought to be 1ll}, I was never
better 1n my lfe than in the spring of 1812, and I
hope sincerely, that the quantity of claret, port, or
“London particular Madeira,” which, 1n all probability,
you, good reader, have taken, and design to take, for
every term of eight years during your natural hfe, mry
as httle disorder your health as’ mine was d-crderedl by
all the opium I had taken (though in quantily such
that I might well have bathed and swum 1n 1t) for the
eight years between 1804 and 1812 Hence you may
see again the danger of, taking any medical advice
from Anastasius, * 1n divinity, for anything I know, he

® ¢ Anastasius” —The reader of this generation will marvel
at these repeated references to Anasfasiés 1t 1s now an
almost forgotien jbook, so vast has been the deluge of novel-
wnting talent, really original and powerful, which has over-
flowed our literature during the lapse of thirty-five years from
the publication of these Confessions. Anasfasius was written
by the famous and opulent Mr Hope, and was in 1821 a

book both of high reputation and of great influence amongst
the leading circles of society. :
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may be a safe counsellor, but not n medicine No,
it 1s far better to consult Dr Buchan, as I did, for
I never forgot that worthy man’s excellent suggestion,
and [ was “particularly careful not to take above five-
and-twenty ounces of Yaudanum” To this moderation
and temperate use_ of the article I may ascribe 1t,
I suppese, that as yet at least (that 1s, in 1812) I am
lgnorant and unsuspicious of the avenging terrors which
opium has 1n stqre for those who abuse its long-suffering
At the same time, as yet I had been only a diettante
eater of opium, even eight years’ practice, with the
single precaution of allowing sufficient intervals between
every indulgence, has not been sufficient to make
opium necessary to me as an article of daily diet
But now comes a different era Move on, then, if you
please, reader,oto 1813 In the summer of the year
w& have just quitted, I had suffered much in bodily
health 4 distress of Tmind connected with a metan
choly eYent This event, being nowise related to the
subject now before me, further than through the bodily
illness which gt produced? I need not more particulaily
notice  Whether this illnesseof 1812 had any share m
that of 1813, 1 know n@t, but so it was, that, in the
latter year, I was attacked by a most appalling urita-
tion of the stonmlach, in all respects the same as that
which had®caused me so much suffertng in youth, and
accompanied by a revival of all the old dreams Now,
then, it was—viz, m the year 1813—that 1 became a
regular and confirmed (no longer an intermitting) opium
eater And here 1 find myself in a perplexing dilemma
Euther, on the one hand, I must exhaust the readers



270 CONFESSIONS OF

patience by such a detail of my malady, and of my
struggles with it, as might suffice to establish the fact
of my mahility to wrestle any longer with 1irntation and
constint suffering, or, on the other hand, by passing
hghtly over this cntical part of my story, I must
forgo the bencfit of a stronger impression left on the
mind of the reader, and must lay'myself open: to the
misconstruction of having shpped by the easy ‘and
gradeal steps of sell indulging persons, from the first to
the final stage of ojiwum-cating (a msconstruction to
which there will be lurking predispositon 1n most
readers, from my previous acknowledgments) This
1s the dilemma, the first horn of which 1s not to be
thourht of It remains, then, that I postulate so much
as 15 necessary for my purpose And let me take
as full credit for this as if I had dsemoustrated i,
good reader, at the expense of your patlf.uce.ah(‘i
my own Ie not so ungenerous as to let ‘ne suffer
m your good opmion through my own forlearance
and regard for your comfort No, believe all that
I ask of you—wiz, that I ‘tould resist no longer—
beheve 1t hiberally, and us an act of grace, or else
1in mere prudence, for, if not,.then 1In my next edition
I will make you believe and tremble, and, @ force
d’ennuyer, by mere dint of pandiculation, vulgarly called
yawning, I will terrify all readers of mine® from ever
again questioning any postulate that I shall think
fit to make

This, then, let me repeat I postulate that, at the
time 1 began to take opwum daily, I could not have
done otherwise Whether, indeed, afterwards I might
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not have succeeded in breaking off the habit, even
when 1t seemed to me that all efforts would be unavail-
ing, and whether many of the innumerable efforts which
I 4id make might not have been carried much further,
and my gradual re-®nquests of lost ground might
not have been followed up much more energetically
—thess are.questiohs which I must decline Perhaps
1 n'ught make out a case of palliation, but (shall 1
speak ingenuoysly?) I confess 1it, as a besetting n-
firmity of mine, that I am too much of an Eudemonist,
I hanker too much after a state of happiness, both
for myself and others, I cannot face misery, whether
my own or not, with an eye of sufficient firmness,
and am httle capable of encountering present pam
for the sake of any reversionary benefit On some
other matters, .I can agree with the gentlemen of The
?rch * at Manchcster 1in affecting the Stoic philesophy ,
ut ‘notgmethis Here P take the hiberty of an Eclectic
phllosoﬁre‘r, and I look out for some courteous and
cons;der.ate sect that will condescend more to the
wnfirm condigon of an opium-eater, that are pleasant
men and courteous, such sas Chaucer describes, to
hear confession or to guve ab-olution, and will show
some conscience 1n the penances they inflict, or the
[ ]

® A handvome news-room, of which I was very courteously
made free, 1n passing through Manchester, by several gentle.
men of that place, 19 called either 7he Porch or The Portsco,
which 10 Greek 13 the Sfoe, from which I, a stranger in
Manchester, inferred that the subscribers meant to profess
themselves Stoics, o followers of Zeno But I have been
since assured that this 1s a mistake.
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efforts of abstinence they exact from poor sinners hke
myself An inhuman moralist I can no more endure,
In my nervous state, than opium that has not been
boilled At any rate, he who summons me to send out
a large freight of selfdemal atid mortification upon
any cruising voyage of moral improvement, must
make 1t clear to my understandiig that the ¢oncern
1> a hopeful one At my time of hfe (six-and-thirty
years of age®), it cannot be supposed that I have
much energy to spare, i fact, I find it all lhttle
enough for the intellectual labours I have on
my hands, and, therefore, let no man expect to
fnghten me, by a few hard words, into embarking
any part of 1t upon desperate adventures of
morality

Despcrate or not, however, the 1ssue of the struggle
m 1813 was what I have mentioned, and from tlm‘
date the reader 1s to conside! me as a ngvlar ‘and
confirmed opium-eater, of whom to ask whelher on
any particular day he had or had not taken opium,
would be to ask whether his lungs had pérformed
respiration, or the heart filfilled its functions Now,
then, reader, you understand what I am, and you are
by this time aware, that no old gentleman, “with a
snow-white beard,” will have any chanct of persuading
me (hke Anaslasius) to surrender ‘“the little golden
receptacle of the pernicious drug™ No, I give notice
to all, whether moralists or surgeons, that, whatever be
their pretensions and skill in therr respective lines of
practice, they must not hope for apy ceuntenance from

* This was written at the time of onginal publication
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me, if they think to begin by any savage proposition
for a Lent or Ramadan of abstinence from opium This
being fully. understood between us, we shall in future
sail before the wind, now, then, reader, from the year
1813, where all this mme we hdwe been sitting down
and loitering, nise up, If you pleASe, walk forward about
three years more, Yraw up the curtain, and you shall
see’me In a new character

If any man, poor or rich, were to say that he .wou.ld
tell us what had been the happiest day in his life, and
the why and the wherefore, I suppose that we should
all cry out, Hear him! hear him! As to the happiest
day, that must be very difficult for any wise man to
assign, because any event that could occupy so
distinguished a place 1n a man's retraspect of lfe,
or be entutled to have shed a special, separate, and

preme felicity on any one day, ought to be of such
an *endpsmg character? as that (accidents apart) 1t
should fhave contmued to shed the same felicity, or one
not disinguishably less, on very many years together
To the’ hap‘plest lustrign, however, ot even to the
happiest year, a man may perhaps allowably point
without discountenance, from wisdom This year, 1
my case, reader, was the one which we have now
reached, though 1t stood, I confess, as a parenthesis
between wears of a gloomier character It was a year
of briliant water (to speak after the manner of jewellers),
set, as 1t were, and insulated, in the gloomy umbrage
of opum Strange as it may sound, I had a lttle
before this time dgscended suddenly, and without any
considerable effort, from three hundred and twenty
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gramns of opwum (that 1s, eight¥ thousand drops of
laudanum) per day, to forty grains, or one-eighth part
Instantaneously, and as if by magic, the cloud of
profoundest melancholy which rested upon .my brain,
hke some black vapours that It have seen roll away
from the summit of a mountain, drew off in one week;
passed away with its murky bannefs as sipultaneously
as a ship that has been stranded, and 15 floated off* by
a spring-tide,

That moveth altogether, 1f 1t move at all,

Now, then, I was again happy I now took only
one thousand drops of laudanum per day—and what
was that? A latter spring had come to close up the
season of youth My brain performed its functions as
healthily as ever before 1 read Kant agamn, and
agan I understood him, or fancied that i did Agalvp
my feelings of pleasure expagded themselves to. alh
around me, and, if any man from Oxford or Cambrldge,
ar from neither, had been announced to me n my

® T here reckon twenty-five drops of laudanum as e{;uwalent
to one grain of opium, which, I believe, 1s’ the common
esimate  However, as both may be considered variable
quantities {the crade opwum varyikg much 1n strength, and
the tincture still more), I suppose that no infinitesimal aceuracy
can be had n such a caleculation Tea-spoons vary as much
In size as opwum in strength  Small ones holdsabout one
hundred drops, so that eight thousand drops, which obviously
read nto eighty hundred drops, fill a sma/ tea-spoon eighty
times. But large modern tea-spoons hold very much more
Some even approach in their capacity to dessert-spoons The
reader sees how much [ kept within i Buchan’s indulgent
allowanoce.
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unpretending cottage, I should have welcomed him
with as sumptuous a reception as so poor a man could
offer  Whatever else might be wantng to a wise
man’s happiness, of laudanum I would have given
him as much as he wished, and n a silver-gilt, 1f not
golden, cup And, by the way, now that 1 speak of
gving slaudanum away, I remember about this time a
httle mcident, which I mention becaure, tnfling as 1t
was, the reader will soon meet 1t agam in my dreams,
which 1t influenced more fearfully than could be
imagined  One dav a Malay knocked at my door
What business a Malay coula have to trunsact amongst
the recesses of Enghsh mountains, it 1s not my busmess
to conjecture, but possibly he was on his road to a
seaport — viz, Whitunaven, Workingwn, etc, — about
forty miles distgnt *

The servant who opened the door to him was a
youﬁg ®horn and brdl amongst the mountains, who
had never seen an Asiatic dress of any sort his turban,
therefors, confounded her not a httle , and as 1t turned

L]

* Buween the seatarmg populations 5a the coast of
Lancashire, and the corresponding pupulations on the coast
of Cumberland (such a« R#\ englass, Whitehaven, Workington,
Maryport, ectc), .therc was a slender current of interchange
constantly gomng on, and especially n the days of pressgangs
—in part By sea, but in part also by land By the way, I
may mention, as an interesting fact which I discovered from
an almanack and itinerary, dated about the middle of Queen
Ehzabeth s reign (say 1579), that the official route in her days
for queen’s messengers to the north of Ireland, and of course for
travellers generally, was not (as now) through Grasmere, and
thence by St John's Vale, Threlkeld (for the short cut by
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out that Az knowledge of English was exactly com-
mensurate with Aers of Malay, there seemed to be an
impassable gulf fixed between all communication of
ideas, if either party had happened to possess any Ir
this dilemma, the girl, recollecting the reputed learming
of her master (and, doubtless, giving me credit for a
knowledge of all the languages of the earth, hesides,
perhaps, a few of the lunar ones), came and gave‘me
to understand that there was a sort of demon below,
whom she clearly imagined that my art could exorcise
from the house The group which presented 1tself,
arranged as it was by accident, though not very
elaborate, took hold of my fancy and my eye more
powerfully than any of the statuesque attitudes of
groups exhibited in the ballets at the opera-house,
though so ostentatiously complex In a cottage kitchen,
but not looking so much like #a¢ as a rustic hall &
entrance, being pannelled on tlfe wall with €avk w‘ood,\
that from age and rubbing resembled oak, svt\ﬁod the
Malay, his turban and loose trousers of dingy white
relieved upon the dark panselling, ~he.had' placed
himself nearcr to the girl (than she seemed to relish,
though her nauve spint of mpuntain intrepidity con-
tended with the feeling of simple awe which her

[y

ShoultL.waite Moss was then unknown), Keswiok, Cocker-
mouth, and Whitehaven Up to St. Oswalds Church,
Gresmere (so 1t was then spelled, in deference to its Spamsh
oniginal), the route lay as at present Thence 1t turncd round
the lake to the left, crossed Hammerscar, up ZLitlle Lang-
dale, across Wrynose to Egremont. and from Egremont to
Whitehaven. )
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countenance expressed, as she gazed upon the tiger-cat
before her A more striking picture there could not
be imagined, than the beautiful Englsh face of the
gul* and 1ts exquisite bloom, together with her erect
and 1independent attftude, contrasted with the sallow
and bilious skin of the Malay, veneered with mahogany
tints by clynate ahd manne air, his small, fierce, rest
less eyes, thin lips, slavish gestures and adorations
Half hidden by the ferocitous-looking Malay, was a
ittle child from a neighbouring cottage, who had
crept in after him, and was now in the act of reverting
its head and gazing upwards at the turban and the
fiery eyes beneath it, whilst with one hand he caught
at the dress of the lovely girl for protection

My knowledge of the Ornental tongues 1s not

* This girl, Barbara Lewthwaite, was already at that time

person of some poetic distinction, bemng (unconsciously to
hersel e chiel speaker 1n a lttle pastoral poem of
Worddvorth s. That she was really beautiful, and not merely
so described by me for the sake of improving Lhe picturesque
effctt, the reader will judge from this line in the poem, wuilten

perhaps tee @) ears earlicr? when Barbara nmugl* be six years
old .

"1 was liLtle Burbata leewthwaite, a child of beauty rare |

This, coming from Willam Wordsworth, both a fast dious
judge and a truth-specaker of the severest hterality, argues
some reaP pretensions to beauty, or real at that time But it
is notorious that, in the anthologies of earth through all her
zones, one flower, beyond every other 1s liable to change, which
flower 1s the countenance of woman  Whether in his fine
stanzas upon ‘* Mutability,” whcre the most pathetic instances
of this earthly doom are solemnly arrayed, Spenser bas dwelt
sufficiently upon this, the saddest of all, I do not remember,
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remarkably extensive, being, indeed, confined to tweo
words—the Arabic word for barley, and the Turkish
for opwum (madjoon), which [ have learned from
1nastasws  And, as 1 had neither a Malay diction-
ary, nor even Adelung's Muthridates, which might
have helped me to a few words, | addressed him
some lines from the /fiad, considering that, ofxsuch
languages as I possessed, the Greek, m pomnt of long
tude, came geographically nearest to an Oriental one
He worshipped me 1 a devout manner, and repled
mn what I suppose to have been Malay In this way
I saved my reputation as a hnguist with my neigh-
bours, for the Malay had no means of betraying the
secret He lay down upon the floor for about an
hour, and then pursucd his journey On his departure,
I presented him, nfer alia, with a piece of opium
To him, as a native of the East, I could have nos
doubt that oprum was not lces familiar than g daly
bread, and the expression of his face convinedd me
that 1t was Nevertheless, I was struck with sqme
little consternation when I saw ¢um suddenly raise hus
hand to his mouth, and ba't the whole, divided into
three pieces, at one mouthful, T'he quantity was
enough to kil some half-dozen dragoons, together
with their horses, supposing neither bipkds nor quad-
rupeds to be regularly trammed opium-eaters I felt
some alarm for the joor creaturc, hut what could be
done? 1 had given him the opiuum in pure com-
passion for his solitary Dle, since, if he had travelled
on foot from London, it must be jnearly three weeks
since he could have exchanged a thought with any
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human bemng Qught I to have violated the laws of
hospitality by having him seized and drenched with
an emetic, thus frightemng him nto a notion that we
were gomg to sacnifice him to some Enghsh idol?
No there was clearly no help for it The mischief,
if any, was done He took his leave, and for some
days | felt anxiods, but, as I never heard of any
Mdlay, or of any man in a turban, being found dead
on any part of the very slenderly-peopled road between
Grasmere and Whitehaven, I became sausfied that
he was famihar with opium,* and that I must doubt-
less have done him the service I designed, by giving
one might of respite from the pains of wanderng

This incident I have digressed to mention, because
this Malay (partly from the picturesque exhibition he
assisted to frame, partly from the anxiety I connected

ith his image for some days) fastened afterwards
updn fancy, and ¢hrough zhes upon my dreams,
bnnglrép with hum other Malays worse than himself,
that ran “a-muck”t at me, and led me into a world

* This, however, 1S not a. necessary conclusion , the varieties
of effect produced by oplum on different constitutions are
mfinmte A London magistrate (Hariott’s Struggles through
Life, vol m p 391, Uurd edition) has recorded that, cn the
first occasion of s trying laudanum for the gout, he took

FORTY drups, the next might sixTY, and on the fifth mght
EIGHTY, without any effect whatever, and this at an
advanced age

+ See the common accounts, 1 any eastern traveller or
voyager, of the frantic excesses committed by Malays who
have taken opim, 05 are reduced to desperation by ill luck
at gambling
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of nocturnal troubles But to quit this episode, and
to return to my intercalary year of happmmess I have
sald already that, on a subject so important to us all
as happiness, we should lsten with pleasure to any
man's experience or experimenis, even though he
were but a ploughboy, who cannot be supposed to
have ploughed very deep in such an intractable soil
as that of human pains and pleasures, or to have
conducted his researches upon any very enhghtened
principles  But I, who have taken happiness, both
im a sohd and a hquid shape, both boilled and un-
boiled, both East Indian and Turkish — who have
conducted my experiments upon this interesting subject
with a sort of galvanic battery, and have, for the
general benefit of the world, noculated myself, as it
were, with the poison of eight thousand drops of
laudanum per day (and for the same reason as a
French surgeon inoculated himeIf latcly withkw; canter,
an English one, twenty years ago, with plagus, and
a third,* who was also Enghsh, with hydrophobia),
I, 1t will be admitted, must surely now know what
happiness 18, iIf anybody does And therefore 1 will
here lay down an analysis of happiness, and, as the
most interesting mode of communicating 1t, I will give
it, not didactically, but wrapped up and- mvolved 1n a
picture of one evening, as I spent every eveniig durig
the intercalary year, when laudanum, though taken
daily, was to me no more than the elixir of pleasure

Let there be a cottage, standing in a valley,t eighteen

®* He was a surgeon at Brighton. -
t The cottage and the valley concerned in this description
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miles from any town, no spactous valley, but about
two miles long by three-quarters of a mile in average
width—the benefit of which provision 1s, that all the
famibes resident within 1ts circuit will compose, as 1t
were, one larger household, personally famibar to your
eye, and more or less interesting to your affections
Let the rgountaifs be real mountains, between three
afd four thousand feet high, and the cottage a real

were not lmagl.nary the valley was Lhe lovely one, 1n those
days, of Grasmere, and the cotlage was occupied for more
than twenly years by mysclf, as immediate successor, in the
year 1809, to Wordsworth Looking to the limilation here
laid down—viz., sn those days—the reader will inquire in what
way Time can have affected the beauty of Grasmere Do the
Westmoreland valleys turn gray-headed® O reader! tlus 1s
a painful memento for some of us! ‘lhurty years ago, a gang
f Vandals (nameless, | thank Heaven, to me), tor the sake
,?)f. building a mail-coaclh road that never would be wanted,
carriegh at a cost of £3000 to the detrauded parish, a hornd
causeway of sheer gruntc masonry, for three-quarters of a mile,
night through the loveliest succession of secret forest dells and
ohy reesses of the lake, argined bv unrivalled ferns, amongst
which was Yhe Osmunda rigalis  This scauesteicd angle of
Girasmcre 1s described by VWordsworth, as 1t unveiled steelf on
a Scplumber morming  indhe cxquisite poems on the “ Naming
of Places ' Fiom this also—wiz , this spot of ground, and this
magnificent crebt (the,Osmunda)—was suggested that unique hine
--the finsst independent hine through all the recoids of verse,

Or lady of the lake,
Sole-silting by the shores of old romance.

Rightly, thereloie, did I introduce this hmitation  The
Grasmere befote ard after this outrage were two different
vales.
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cottage, not (as a witty author has it) “a cottage with
a double coach-house”, let it be, in fact, (for I must
abide by the actual scene), a white cottage, embowered
with flowering shrubs, so chosen as to unfold a succes-
sion of flowers upon the walls and clustering around
the windows, through all the months of spring, summer,
and autumn, begnning, i fact, wih May, roses and
ending with jasmine Let 1t, however, nof be sprulg,
nor summer, nor autumn, but winter, 1n 1its sternest
shape This 1s & most important point in the science
of happiness And I am surprised to see people over-
leok 1t, as if 1t were actually matter of congratulation
that winter 1s going, or, if coming, 1s not hkely to be
a severe one On the contrary, I put up a petition,
annually, for as much snow, bhail, frost, or storm of
one hind or other, as the skies can possibly afford
Surely everybody 1s aware of the divine pleasure
which attend a winter firessde—candles at fougap'clolk,
warm hearth-rugs, tea, a fair tea-maker, shutters closed,
curtains flowing 1in ample drapenes on the floor, whilst
the wind and rain are raging audibly without ;

And at the doors and windows seem to call,

As heaven and earth they woulu together mell;

Yet the least entrance find they none at all,

Whence sweeter grows our rest secure 1n massy hall
Castle of Inaolence

All these are items 1n the description of a winter
evening which must surely be famihar to everybody
born in a high latitude And it 1s evident that most
of these delicacies cannot be mpened, without weather
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stormy or l-nclement iIn some way or other ] am not
“particular” whether it be snow, or black frost, or
wind so strong that (as Mr Antr-slavery Clarkson says)
‘“you may lean your back against it like a post” I
can put up even wit! rain, provided that it rains cats
and dogs, or, as saitlors say, *“great guns and marhne-
spikess” , but something of the sort I must have, and
if I have 1t not, 1 think myself In a manner 1ill-used

for why am I call.d on to pay so heavily in winter for
coals, candles, etc, If I am not to have the article good
of its kind? No a Canadian winter for my money,
or a Russian one, where every man 1s but a co-pro-
prietor with the noith wind 1in the fee-simple of s
own ears Indeed, so great an epicure am I 1n this
matter that I cannot rlish a winter n.ght fully, of 1t
be much pase St Thomas's Day, and have degenerated
"mto disgusting tendencies towards vernal mdications

in facty ®must be dividbd by a thick wall of dark nights
from all 1eturn of hght and sunshine Start, therefore,
at she first week of November thence to the end of
January, Christmas Eve being the mendian line, you
may compute the pertod when happiress 1s tn season,
which, in my judgmeny, enters the room with the tea-
tray For tea, though ndiculed by those who are
naturally coarse n their nervous sensibihties, or are
become %o from wine-drinking, and are not susceptible
of influence from so refined a stimulant, will always be
the favourite beverage of the intellectual, and, for my
part, I would have jommed Dr Johnson i a belfum
tnternectnum  2gamst Jonas Hanway, or any other
mpious person who should have presumed to disparage
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it But here, to save myself the trouble of too much
verbal description, I will introduce a painter, and give
hum dircctions for the rest of the picture  Painters do
not like white cottages, unless a good deal weather-
stained, but, as the reader now 4nderstands that 1t 1s
a wmnter mght, his services will not be required except
for the #1sede of the house . '
Paint me, then, a room seventeen feet by twelve.
and not more than seven and a half feet high Ths,
reader, 1s somewhat ambitiously styled, m my famuily,
the drawing-room, but, being contrnived * a double debt
to pay,” 1t 1s also, and more justly, termed the library,
for 1t happens that books are the only article of property
in which I am nicher than my neighbours  Of these 1
have about five thousand, collected gradually since my
eighteenth year Therefore, painter, put ,as many as
you can into this room  Make 1t populous with books ,\
and, furthermore, paint me a gdod fire, and“mrniture
plain and modest, befiting the unpretending cbttage
of a scholar And near the fire paint me a tea-table,
and (as it i1s clear that no crezture can come to see
one on such a stormy might) place only two cups and
saucers on the tea-tray , and, if ypu know how to pamnt
such a thing, symbolically or otherwise, paint me an
eternal tea-pot—eternal a parfe ante, and a parte post,
for I usually drink tea from eight o'clock at mght to
four 1n the morming And, as 1t 1s very unpleasant to
make tea, or to pour it out for one's self, paint me a
lovely young woman siting at the table Pamnt her
arms lhke Aurora’s, and her smiles like Hebe's, but
no, dear M——1 not even 1o jest let me insinuate that
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thy power to illumminate my cottage rests upon a tenure
so perishable as mere personal beauty, or that the
witchcraft of angelic smiles hes within the empire of
any earthly pencil Pass, then, my good painter, to
something more withiy 1ts power, and the next article
brought forward should naturally be myself—a picture
of the Oplum eater, with his “Iittle golden receptacle of
thet pernicious drug” lying beside him on the table
As to the opium, I have no objection to see a picture
of that, you may pamnt 1it, if you choose, but I apprse
you that no *“little” receptacle would, even tn 1816,
answer my purpose, who was at a distance from the
“stately Pantheon ” and all druggists (mortal or other-
wise) No you may as well paint the real receptacle,
which was not of gold, but of glass, and as much hke
a sublunary wine-decanter as possible In fact, one
(ay, by a senes of happily-conceived experiments, I
distoverrg that 1t wasea decanter Into this you may
put aequart of ruby-coloured laudanum, that, and a
book of German metaphysics placed by its side, will
sufficiently attest my being 1n the neighbourhood, but,
as to myself, there I demur I admut that, naturally,
I ought to occupy the fore,:,'round of the picture, that,
being the hero of thé piece, or (if you choose) the
cnmmnal at tha bar, my body should be had mnto court.
This seems reasonable, but why should I confess on
this pont to a panter? or why confess it at all? If
the public (into whose private ear 1 am confidentially
whispering my Confessions, and not nto any painter’s)
should chance to have framed some agreeable picture
for 1itself of the' Upium-eater's exterior—should have
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ascnibed to him, romantically, an elegant person or a
handsume face—why should I barbarously tear from it
so pleasing a delusion >—pleasing both to the public
and to me No pamt me, if at all, accordmg to your
own fancy, and since a painte”’s fancy should teem
with beautiful creations, I cannot fail, 1n that way, to
be a gainer And now, reader, wi have run throurh
all the tur categories of my condition, as it stood about
1816 15 up to the middle of which litter yoar I judge
my«clf to have been a happy man, and the elements
of that havpmess 1 have endeasvoured to place before
you, 1n the above sketch of the mterior of a scholar'g
library, In a cottage among the mountains, on a stormy
winter eveamng ram  dinmg  vindictively and with
malice aforethought against the windows, and darkness
such that you cannot see your own haud when held
ap against the sky .

But now farewell, a long .farewell, to Lappinass,
vmter or summer| farewell to smiles and lav ghter!
tarewell to peace of mind, to tranquil dreams, and to
the blessed consolations of sleep! For more tha. three
years and a half I am summoncd away from these
Here opens upon me an lhad of woes for I now
enter ur o— '
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THE PAINS OF OPIUM.

As when some gie8t pamter dips
His pencil 1n the gloom of earthquake and echipse
o SnurL1EY’s Revolt of I<lam

RF-ADER, who have thus far accompanied me, I must
request your attention, before we go farther, to a few
explanatory notes

r You are already aware, 1 hope—else you must
have a low opmion of my logic—that the opium
miseries, which are now on the point of pressing for-
ward to the front of this narrative, connect themselves
with my early hardships in London (and thercfore more
remotely with those in Wales) by natural links of affil'a-
dion—that 15, the early series of sufferings was the parent
of the ldter Otherwisk, these Confessions would break
into two disconnected sections—first, a record of boyish
calamities  secondly, a record (totally independent) of
sufferings consequent upon excesses in opium  And the
two sections would have ro hnk whatev.r to connect
them, except the shight one of haviug both happened to the
same person  But a hittle attention will show the strictness
of the inter-cohnection The boyish sufferings, whether
in Walesor London, pressing upon an organ peculiarly
weak 1in my bodily system—wviz, the stomach—caused
that subsequent distress and irrtability of the stomach
which drove me to the use of opium as the sole remedy
potent enough ta control it Here already there 1s exposed

2 sufficient causal connection between the two several
287
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sections ot my experience  The opium would probably
never have been promoted 1nto the dignity of a daily and
a Ihife-long resource, had 1t not proved itsclf to be the one
sole agent equal to the task of tranquillising the misenies
left behind by the youthful privatioss  Thus far the nexus,
a5 between cause and effect, 1s sufficiently established
between the one experience and the ®other—betwegen the
boyish recurds and the records of mature hfe THere
needed no other nexus to justify the unity of the entire
Confessions  But, though not wanted, nevertheless 1t
happens that there s another and a distinct hink con-
necting the two separate records  The main phenomrenon
by which opium expressed itself permanently, and the
sole phenomenon that was communicable, lay in the
dreams (and in the peculiar dream-scenery) which
followed the opwuum excesses But naturally these
dreams, and this dream-scenery, drew their outlines antf
matenals—their great lLights ant. shadows—feom those
profound revelations which had been ploughed so
deeply into the heart, from those emcaustic records which
0 the mighty furnaces of London life had been burnt
into the undying memory by the fierce action of musery
And thus wn reality the early eaperiences of erring
childhood not only led to the secondary expenences of
opium, but also determuned the particalar form and
pressure of the chief phenomena 1n those secondary
experiences  Here 1s the briefest possible abstract of
the total case —The final object of the whole record lay
in the dreams.  For the sake of those the entire narrative
arose  But what caused the dreams? Opium used in
unexampled excess But what caused this excess in the
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use of oprum? Simply the early sufferings, these, and
these only, through the derangements which they left
behind 1n the anumal economy  On this mode of viewing
the case, ‘moving regressively from the end to the
beginning, 1t will be seen that there 1s one uninterrupted
bond of unity runming through the entire succession of
experignces—first and last the dreams were an inherit-
anc® from the opium , the opium was an mhentance from
the boyish follies

2. You will think, perhaps, that I am too confidential
and communicative of my own private history It may
beso But my way of writing 1s rather to think aloud,
and follow my own humours, than much to inquire who
1s histening to me, for, if once I stop to consider what
is proper to be said, I shall soon come to doubt whether
any part at all 1s proper The fact 15, I imagine myself
pmiting at a distance of twenty—thirty—fifty years ahead
of this present moment,seither for the satisfaction of the
few wk® may then retain any interest in myself, or of the
many (a number that 1s sure to be continually growng)
who will take an imegxtinguishable interest i the
mysterious p'owers of opium, For opium ss mysterious,
mysterious to the extent, at times, of apparent self-
contradiction, and se mystenous, that my own lorng
experience in 1té use—sometimes even in its abuse—did
but mislezd me 1mto conclusions ever more and more
remote from what I now suppose to be the trath  Iifty-
and-two years’ expernience of opwum, as a magical
resource under @/ modes of bodily suffering, I may now
claim to have had—allowing only for some periods of
four or six months, during which, by unexampled eftorts
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of self-conquest, 1 had accomplshed a determined
abstinence from opwum* These parentheses being
subtracted, as also, and secondly, some off-and-on fits
of tentative and intermitting dalhance with opium in the
opening of my career—these deductions allowcd for, 1
may describe myself as experimentally acquainted with
opium for something more than halr a century  What,
then, 1s my final report upon its good and evil resuits?
In paruicular, upon these two capital tendencies of
habitual opium-eating under the popular misconceptions

* With what find result, I have much difficulty 1n saving
Invariably, after such victories, I rcturned, upon deliberate
choicr (after weighing all the consequences on thus side and
on that), to the daily use of opium But with silent changes,
many and great (worked apparently by these reiterated
struggles), n the opium-eating habits Amongst other
changes was this, that the quantity 1cquired gradually fell by
an enormous piopurhon  Accord ug to the mog‘ern s'ang
phrase, I had in the meiidian stage of my opium career used
' fabulous™ quanuities Stating the gquantities—not in sold
opium, but 1n the tincture (known to everybody as laudanusm)
—my daily ration was eight thousand drops If you write
down that amount in the ordinary way as Booo, you see at a
glance that you may read it into eight quantities of a thousand,
or into eight hundred quantities of .en, or lastly, into eighty
quantities of one hundred. Now, a single quantity of one
hundred will about fill a very old-fashioned olisolete tea-spoon,
of that order which you find still ingering amongst the respect-
able poor Eighty such quantities, therefore, would have filled
eighty of such antediluvian spoons—that 1s, it would have been
the common hospital dose for three hundred and twenty adult
patients  But the ordinary tea-spoon of this present mneteenth
eentury 18 nearly as capacious as the -lesdert-spoon of our
ancestors Which I have heard accounted for thus —Through-
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—wiz, 1ts supposcd necessity of continually clamounng
for increasing quantities, secondly, 1ts supposed corre-
sponding declension 1in power and efficacy Upon these
ugly scanduls, what 1s my most dehiberate award ? At
the age of forty, the,reader is aware that, under our
ancestral proverb, every man 1s a (ool or a physician
Apparently our exsellr nt ancestors, aiming undemably
at wlliteration, spelled physnian with an £ And why
not?> A man’s phveic nught be undeniable, although
his spelling should be open to some shight improve-
ments But I presume that the provetb meant to exact
from any man only so much medical skill as should
undertake the respunsthility ot his own rdividual
health It 1s my duty, 1t seems, thus far to be a
physicitan—to guarantee, so far as human foresight
can guarantee, my own corporeal sanity And ths,
Jrying  the case by ordinary practcal tests, I have
accomplighed And | add solemnly, that without
opiume most certainly I could not have accomplished
out t'he eighteenth century, when first tea becime known to the
working® population, the tea-drinkers wirc almost exclusively
women , merf even 1n educated classes, very often persisting
(down to the French Revoluuch) n tiealing such a beverage
as an idle and eileminategndulgence  This obsunate twist 1n
masculine habits 1t was that secretly controlled the manufact we
of tea-spouns sUp to Whnterloo, lea-spoons were adjusted
chiefly to,the calibre of female mouths Since then, greatly
to the bencfit of the national health, the grosser and browner
sex have umversally fallen mto the effeminate habit of tea
drinking, and the capacily of tea-spoons has naturally
conformed to the new order of cormorant mouths that have
alighted by mynads upon the tea-trays of these Ilater
generations ‘



292 CONFESSIONS OF

such a result Thirty-five years ago, beyond all doubt,
I should have been in my grave And as to the two
popular dilemmas — that either you must renounce
opwum, or else indefinitely augment the daily ration,
and, secondly, that, even submitting to such a postulate,
you must content yourselt, under any scale of doses,
with an effect continually decaying, in fact, that you
must ultimately descend into the despairing condiuon
of the martyr to dram-drinking—at this point, I make
a resolute stand, in blank denial of the whole doctrine
Onginally, when first entering upon my opium career
I did so with great anxiety and before my eyes floated
for ever the analogies-——dim, or nof dum, according to
my spints at the moment—of the poor, perishing
brandy-drinker, often on the brink of deltrium tremens !
Opium I pursued undetr a harsh necessity, as an
unknown, shadowy power, leading I knew not whithu
and a power that might sudderly change covntenance
upon this unknown road Habitually I hved und-r such
an impression of awe as we have all felt from stories of
fawns, or seeming fawns, that have run befor. some
mounted hunter for many a league, untu they have
tempted him far into the mazes of a boundless forest,
and at that point, where all régress had become lost
and mmpossible, either suddenly vanished, leaving the
man utterly bewildered, or assumed some more fearful
shape A part of the evil which I feared actually
unfolded itself, but all was due to my own*ignorance,
to neglect of cautionary measures, or to gross mis-
management of my health m points where I well
knew the risks, but gnevously underr.ted therr urgency
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and pressure 1 was temperate that solitary advan-
tage 1 had, but I sank under the lulhng seductions
of opum 1nto total sedentarmness, and fkar whilst
holding fitmly the belief, that powerful exercise was
omnipotent against all modes of debility or obscure
nervous uritations The account of my depression, and
almos} of my helplessness, mm the next memorandum
(N& 3), 15 *faithful as a description to the real case
But, 1n ascribing that case to opium, as any tran-
scendent and &vermastering agency, I was thoroughly
wrong Twenty days of exercise, twenty times twenty
miles of walking, at the ordinary pace of three and
a half miles an hour, or perhaps half that amount,
would have sent me up as buoyantly as a balloon nto
regions of natural and healthy excitement, where dejec-
tion 1s an impossible phenomenon O heavens! how
tAan abuses or neglects his natural resources! Yes,
ther thoughtful readereis disposed to say, but very
possibly distinguishing between such mafural/ resources
and opium as a resource that 1s zor natural, but mghly
arufici#l, or even absolytely unnatural I think other-
wise© upofl the basis of my really vast, perhaps
unequalled, experience (let me add of my fentative
experience, varying its frals n every conceivable mode,
so as to meet the question at i1ssue under every angle),
I advange these three following propositions, zall of
them unsuspected by the popular mind, and the last
of them (as cannot much longer fail to be discovered)
bearing a national value —I mean, as meeting our
Enghsh hereditgry compla.mt —

1 With respedt to the morbid growth upon the
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oplum-eater of his peculiar habit, when once rooted
n the system, and throwing out fenfacula hike a cancer,
® 1s out of my power to deliver any such oracular
rudgment upon the case—se, upon thé upparent
danger of such a course, and by what stages 1t misht
be expected to travel towards its final consummation
—as naturally I should wish to do Bemg an oracle
1t 1s my wish to behave myself like an oracle and
not to evade any decent man’s qucstions m the way
that Apollo too often did at Delphi® But, i this
particular mstance before me, the acadent of my own
individual seamanship in presence of this storm inter
wered with the natural evolution of the problem in its
cxtreme lorm of danger 1 had become too uneasy
ui der the consciousness of that intensely artiicial con-
dwon nto wnich 1 had impercepubly lispsed througl
unprecedented quantities of opwuum, the shadows ®
eclipse were too dark and lwid not to rouse tnd
alarm me mto a spasmodic effort for reconquermg the
ground which I had lost Such an eflort I made
every step by which I had gone astray did I phtu_ntly
unthread And thus I fought off the hatural and
spontaneous catastrophe, wha.tever that mght be,
which mighty Nawre would dlse have let loose for
redressing the wrongs oftered to herself But what
followed? In six or eight months more, upon fresh
movements ansiny of msupportable nervous imtation,
I fleeted back into the same opium lull To and fro,
up and down, did I tlt upon those mountainous seas,
for year after year ‘See-saw,* like,K Margery Daw,

® “Seegaw,” etc. —O dear reader, 'su'rely you don’t wan’
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that sold her bed and lay on straw” Even so did I,
led astray, perhaps, by the classical example of Miss
Daw, seesaw for ytar after year, out and 1, of
manceuvrés the most intricate, dances the most
elaborate, receding qr approaching, round my great
central sun of oplum Sometimes I ran perilously close
nto my psnhellon, sometimes I became frightened,
an®l wheeled off into a vast cometary aphelion, where
for six months “opium " was a word unknown How
nature stood All these see-sawing 1s quite a mystery
to me I must have led hur a sad hfe in those days,
Nervous irntation forced me, at times, upon frightful
excesses , but terror from anomalous symptoms sooner
or later force! mc back lhis terror was strength-
ened by the vague hypothcses current at that penod
about spontaneous combusiion Might I not myself
smke leave of the hterarv world n that fashion? Ac-
cording to the populer fancy, there were two modes
of ths spontaneity, and really very little to choose
between them Upon one vanety of this explosion,
a mar? blew up n the dark, without match or candle
neat him, laving nothing behind him but some bones,
of no use to anybody, and which were supposed to
be Ais only becanse.nobody else ever applied for
them It was fancied that some volcanic agency—

an oracle' to tell you that this 15 a good old nursery lyne,
which through four cunturies has stood the cr! cism—stood
the anger agunst Daw s enemics—stood he piy for Daw
herself, <o infamously reduced to straw—o! clildren through
eighty gencratigns, |;eckonmg' five years to each nursery
succession *
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an unknown deposition—accumulated trom some vast
redundancy of brandy, furmshed the self-exploding
principle But this startled the faith of most people;
and a more plausible scheme suggested itself, which
depended upon the concurrencg of a luaifer-match
Without an incendiary, a man could not take fire
We sometimes see the hands of inveterate dram-
dninkers throw off an atmosphere of 'mtoxgcahng
vapours, strong enough to lay flies into a state of
sleep or coma, and on the same principle, it was
supposed that the breath might be so loaded with
spintuous particles, as to catch fire from a match
apphed to a pipe when held between the hps If
so, then what should hinder the ‘“devouring element”
(as newspapers call fire) from spreading through the
throat to the cavity of the chest m which case, not
being insured, the man would naturally become a total
loss Opium, however, 1t will eccur to the readery 1s
not alcohol  That 15 true But it might, for anything
that was known experimentally, be ultimately worse
Coleridge, the only person known to the puwlc as
having dalled systemauically and for fnany years
with opium, could not be looked to for any candid
report of 1ts history and progress’, besides that, Coleridge
was under a permanent craze of having nearly accom-
plished his own liberation from opium, and, thus he
had come to have an extra reason for self-delusion
Finding myself, therefore, walking on a sohtary path
of bad repute, leading whither no man’s experience
could tell me, 1 became proportionately cautious,
and if nature had any plot for making an example
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of me, I was resolved to baulk her Thus it was
that I never followed out the seductions of opwum
to therr final extremity But, nevertheless, in evading
that extremity, I stumbled upon as great a discovery
as if I had nof evaded 1t After the first or second
self-conquest 1n this conflict — although finding 1t
'impossible to persigt through more than a few months
in ¢he absttnence from opium—I remarked, however,
that the domineering tyranny of 1ts exactions was at
length steadilp dechiming Quantities noticeably less
had now become sufficcent and after the fourth of
these victories, won with continually decreasing efforts,
I found that not only had the daily dose (upon re-
lapsing) suffered a self-hmitation to an enormous extent,
but also that, upon any attempt obstinately to rcnew
the old doses, there arose a new symptom—viz, au
dgritation on® the surface of the skin—which soon
begame msupportable,  and tended to distraction In
about four years, without any further efforts, my daily
ration had fallen sponfancously from a varying quantity
ot tght, ten, or twelve thousand drops of laudanum
to about shree hundrédd I describe the drug as
laudanum, hecause anotler change ran along col-
laterally with this supreme change —viz, that the
solid opium began to require a length of time, con-
tinually increasing, to expand nts effects sensibly,
oftentimes not less than four hours, whereas the
tincture manifested 1ts presence instantaneously

Thus, then, I had reached a position from which
authontatively 1t might be pronounced, as a result of
long, anxious, “ayd- vigilant experience, that, on the
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assumption of earnest (even though intermitiing) efforts
towards recurrent abstinences on the part of the opium-
eater, the practice of indulging to the very greatest
excess n this narcotic tends to a natural (almost an
nevitable) euthanasy Many years ago, when brnefly
touching on this subyct, T announced (as a fact even
then made known to me) that no instance of abstinence,
though 1t were but of three days’ conunuancé, erer
perishes  Ten grains, deducted from a daily ration of
five hundred, will tell throu~h a series ef many weeks,
and will be found agamn modifying the final result, even
at the close of the year’s reckoning At this day, after
a half-century of oscillating experience, and after no
efforts or trymg acts of self-denial beyond those severe
ones attached to the several processes (five or six 1n
all) of re-conquering my freedom from the yoke of
opium, 1 find myself pretty nearly at the same station,
which I occupied at that vast distance of time It 1s
recorded of Lord Nelson that, even after the Nije and
Copenhagen, he still paid the penilty, on the first days
of resuming his naval life, which 1s generally g¢xacted
by nature from the youngest litile middy or the rawest
gnffin—vir, -ea-sickness  And this happens to a
considerable proportion of sailor_, they do not recover
their sealegs till some days after getlng afloat The
very same thing happens to veteran opium-eaters, when
first, after long intermissions, resuming too abruptly
therr ancent famihanties with opum It 15 a fact,
which 1 mention as indicating the enormous revolutions
passed through, that, within these five years, I have
turned pale, and felt warnings, pe nyng towards such
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an uneasiness, after tahing not more than twenty grains
of oplum At present and for some years, I have been
habitually content with five or six grains dailv nstead
of three Bundred and twentv to four hundred graimns
Let me wind up thig rctrospect with saying, that the
powers of opium, as an anodyne, but stull more as
a tra.nqunlhser of mervous and anomalous sensation
haPe not m the smallr st degree decayed, and that
if 1t has casually unveiled its early power ot exacting
shght penalties’ from any trivial mattention to accurate
proportions, 1t has more than comnensurately renewed
its ancient privilege of lulling irritation and of support-
ing preternatural calls for exertion

My first proposition, therefore, amounts to this—
that the process of weaning one’sself from the deep
bondage of.opmm, bv many people vienwed wit}
Yespaining eyes, 1s not only a possible achievement,
an8 one which grows easier 1n every stage of its
progres, but 1s favoured and promoted by nature in
secret ways that could not, without some experience
have Been suspected ,This, however, 1s but a sorry
commendatfon of any resource making great pretensions,
that, by a process confessedly trying to haman firmness,
it can ultimately be’ thrown aside Certainly httle
would be gained by the negative service of cancelling
a drawback upon any agency whatever, until 1t were
shown that this drawback has availed to disturb and
neutralise great positive blessings lying within the gift
of that agency What are the advantages connected
with opium thag can menit any such name as blessings?

II Brefly let' me say, in the secomd proposition.
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that if the reader had, in any South American forest,
seen growing rankly some great febrifuge (such as the
Jesuit’s bark), he would probably have noticed 1t with
shght regard To understand its value, he‘must first
have suffered from intermittent fever Bark might strike
him as an unnatural stimulant, but, when he came to
ce that tertian or quartan fever was also an unnatural
pressure upon human energies, he would begin to guass
that two counter unnaturals may terminate 1n one most
natural and salubrious result Nervods irrtation 1s
the secret desolator of human lfe, and for this there
18 probably no adequate controlling power but that o
opium, taken daily, under steady regulation

III But even more momentous i1s the burden of my
thsrd proposition Are you aware, reader, what it 1s
that consututes the scourge (physically speaking) of
Great Britain and Ireland? All readers, who direct
any part of therr attention to medical subjects, mast
know that 1t 1s pulmonary consumption If yov walk
through a forest at certain seasons, you will see what
1s called a dlaze of white pant upon a certain shte of
the trees marked out by the forester as npe for the
axe Such a blaze, if the shadowy world could reveal
its futunties, would be seen everywhere distnbuting its
secret badges of cognisance amongst our youthful men
and women Of those that, in the expression of Pericles,
constitute the vernal section of our population, what a
multitudinous crowd would be seen to wear upon their
foreheads the same sad ghastly blaze, or some equivalent
symbol of dedication to an early grave How appalling
n 1ts amount 1s this annual slaughter amongst those
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that should by birthright be specially the children of
hope, and levied impartially from ezvery rank of society |
Is the incpme-tax or the poor-rate, faithful as each 1s
to its regulating tide-tables, paid by any class with as
much punctuality as® this premature forilegrum, this
gathering and rendering up of bhghted blossoms,
by alk classes? Then comes the starthng question—
that pierces the breaking hearts of so many thousand
afflicted relatives—Is there no remedy? 1Is there no
palliation of the evil? Waste not a thought upon the
idle question whether he that speaks 1s armed with this
form or that form of authorisation and sanction| Think
within yourself how nfimte would be the scorn of any
poor sorrow-stricken mother, if she—standing over the
coffin of her daughter—could believe or could 1magine
that any vestige of ceremomnial scruples, or of fool-born
superstmons, or the terror of a word, or old traditional
pre_]udlce, had been afowed to neutralise one chance
in a thSusand for her daughter—had by possibility (but,
as I,could tell her, had sometimes to a certainty) stepped
between patients and deliverance from the grave, sure
and perfect! ‘“What matter,” she would cry out
indignantly, “who 1t 1s Jhat says the thing, so long as
the thing 1tselt 1s true?” It s the potent and faithfal
word that 1s Wanted, mn perfect shght of the organ
through which it 1s uttered Let me premise this
notorious fact, that all consumption, though latent 1n
the constitution, and ndicated often to the eye n bodily
conformation, does not therefore manifest 1itself as a
disease, unul some.form of “cold,” or bronchius, some
familiar affection of the chest or of the lungs, arises to
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furmish a ctarung-pomnt for the mortud development -
Now the one fatal blunder lies in suffering that develop-
ment to occur, and the onc c(ounter-working secret for
pre-arrestment of this evil lies 1 steadily, by whatever
means, keeping up and proiouny the insunsible
perspiration  In that vne simple art of controlling a
tonstant function of the ammal econemy, Mies a
magicians talisman for defeaung the forces leag?ued
against the grcat organs of respiration  Pulinonary
affections, 1If not premwously suffered to develop them-
selves, cannot live under the hourly countei-working
of this magical torce Consequently, the one question
n arrear 1s, what potent drug is that which possesses
this powcr, a power hike that of “ Amram’s son,” for
evoking salubrious streams, welling forth benignly from
systems else parched and and as rocks in the wilderness ?
There 1s none that I know of answenng the need but
opium The powurs of that gréat agent 1 first leatned
dimly to guess at from a remark made to me by a lady

* lere 1s a parallel case, equally fatal where it occurs, but
happily moving within a far nvrrower circle About fifty
years ago, Sir Everard llome, a surgeon of the highest class,
mentioned as a dreadful caulion, that, within his own expen-
ence, many an indolent tumour in the face, nol unfrcquently
the most trifling pimple, which for thirty or more years had
caused no uncasiness whatever, suddenly mght chance to
recave the shghtest possible wound fiom a razor in the act
of shaving What followed? Once distuibed, the trivial
excrescence became an open cancer. Is the paiallel catastrophe
in the pulmonary system, when pushed forward into develop-
ment, at all less hikely to hide its importance from uninstructed
eyes? VYet, on the other band, it isva thousand times more
likely to happen.
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m London, then, and for some time previously, she
had been hospitably entertaining Coleridge, whom,
indeed, she tended with the anxiety of a daughter.
Consequently, she was familiarly acquanted with his
opium habits, and oh my asking, in reply to some
remark of hers, how she could be so sure as her words
lmpheil that Colchdge was just then likely to be
1nca.pac1t tted for writing (or, indeed, for any hterary
exeriwn), she said, “ Oh, I know it well by the ghstening
of his cheeks” Colerdge's face, as 1s well known to
his acquaintances, exposed a large surface of cheek,
too large for the intellectual expression of his features
generally, had not the final effect been redeemed by
what Wordsworth styled his *“godlike forehead” The
result was, that no possible face so broadly betrayed
and publishel any effects whatever, especially these
lustrous effects from excesses mn opium For some
yedrs I failed to consifler reflectively, or else, reflecting,
I faildd to decipher, this resplendent acreage of cheek
But, at last, either proprewo marte, or prompted by some
medica) hmt, I came te understand that the ghstening
face, glorious from afar like the old Pagan face of the
demigod Asculapius, jsimply reported the gatherng
accumulations of insensible peispiration In the very
hour, a memdrable hour, of making that discovery, 1
made aitother My own history, medically speakmng,
involved a mjystery At the commencement of my
opium caieer, 1 had myself been pronounced repeatedly
a martyr-elect to pulmonary consumption And,
although, in the common decencies of humanity, this
opinion upon my prospects had always been accompanied
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with some formal words of encouragement—as, for
nstance, that consuitutions, after all, varied by endless
differences , that nobody could fix limits to the powers
of medicine, or, in default of mediune, to the healing
resources of nature herself, yct, without something
ke a miracle 1n my favour, I was instructed to regard
myself as a condemned subject That was the :1pshot
of these agreeable communications , alarming enough,
and they were rendered more so by these three facts —
first, that the opinions were pronounced by the highest
authorities m Chnstendom — viz, the physicians at
Clifton and the Bristol Hotwells, who saw more of
pulmonary disorders in one twelvemonth than the rest
of the profession through all Europe in a century, for
the disease, 1t must be remembered, was almost pecuhar
as a national scourge to Bntamn, interhpked with the
local accidents of the chmate and its restless changes,
so that only m England could 1t be studied, and even
there only in perfecuon at these Bristollan adjaceficies—
the reason beimng this, all opulent patients resorted to
the Devonshire watering-places, where the balmy temper-
ature of the air and prevailipg winds allowed the myrtle
and other greenhouse shrubs to stand out-of-doors all
winter through, and natur.lly on the road to Devonshire
all patients alike touched at Clifton ' There 1 was
myself continually resident Many, thereforey and of
supreme authority, were the prophets of evil that
announced to me my doom Secondly, they wele
countenanced by the ugly fact that I out of eight
children was the one who most closely inhented the
bodily conformation of a father who had died of



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 305§
[ ]

consumption at the early age of thirty-mmne Thirdly, 1
offered at the first glance, to a medical eye, every
symptom of pkthzsis broadly and conspicuously developed
The hectlc colours on the face, the nocturnal per-
spirations, the growing embarrassment of the respiration,
and other expressions of gathering feebleness under any
attempts at takings exercise—all these symptoms were
steAdily accumulating between the age of twenty-two
and twenty-four What was 1t that first arrested them?
Sinply the usd, continually becoming more regular, of
opium Nobody recommended this drug to me, on
the contrary, under that ignorant horror which every-
where invested opium, I saw too clearly that any avowed
use of 1t would expose me to a rabid persecution *
Under the sincere and unaffected hope of saving me
from destruction, I should have been hunted into the
‘frave within’ six months I kept my own counsel,
sald nothing , awakengd no suspicions, persevered more
and more determinately in the use of opium, and finally
effected so absolute a conquest over all pulmonary

® ¢ Rabud ﬁc;.ﬁrutmn * —1 do not mean that, in the circum-
stances of my individual poa‘xuon, any openming could have
arisen Lo an opposition nmie than verbal, since 1t would have
been easy lor me at all umes to wilthdraw myself by hundreds
of leagucs from® controversies upon the case But the reasons
for conccalmunt were not the less wigent  For it would have
been pamnful to find mysell icduced to the dilemma of erther
practising habitual and complex dissimulation, or, on the other
hand, of thiowing myselt headlong into that ficry vortex of
hot-he wled ignorance upon the vuy name of opium, which to
tlus hour (though ,with less of rancorous bigotry) makes it
bazardous to avow any daily use of so potent a drug
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symptoms, as could not have failed to fix upon me the
astonishment of Clifiol, had not the sense of wonder
been broken by the lingering time consumed in the
several stages of the malady, and sull more ‘effectually
by my own personal withdrawal from Clfton and its
neig hbourhoods

Finally, arose what will inevitably turn out a more
decisive chapter m such a record I had alwdys
fizxed my eyes and my expectations upon a revolu-
tion in the ~ocial history of opwum, which could not
(as I assured myself) by accident or by art be matenally
deferrrd  lhe great soc.al machinery of life insurance,
supposing no other agency to be brought mto play,
how would zAar affect the great medicinal interests of
opwum? I knew that insurance offices, and the ablest
actuaries of such offices, were not less 1gnorant upon
the real ments of the opium question, and (which wag
worse) not less profoundly prejusced, or less fanatical
mm therr prejudices, than the rest of society * But,
then, there were intercsts, growing continually, which
would very soon force thcm_ into relaxing ' these
prejudices. It would be alleged, at first, that opium-
eating increased the risk of a life-insurance Waiving
the question whether 1t really dud ncrease that nisk,
in any case that increase of risk, Iike other risks,
could be valued, and musf be valued New habits
were ansing 1 society that I well knew And the
old machineries for nsuring hfe interests, under these
or any other shifting conditions, would be obliged to
adapt themselves to changing circumstances If the
old offices should be weak enough td persist 1n their
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misdirected obstinacy, new ones would arise Mean
ume the history of this question moved through the
following aspects —%Siatcen and seventeen years ago,
the office} all looked with horror upon opium-eaters
Chus far, all men mug have disapproved the principles
of theirr policy Habitual brandy-drinkers met with
no re'pulse. And wet alcohol Lads mto dauy dangers
—for mstance, that of deizrium tremens But no man
ever hcard of opium leading nto delirium tremens
In the o cade, there are well-ascertained and notorious
langers besetting the path, but, in the other, supposing
apy corresponding dangers to exist, they have yet
to be discovered However, the offices would not
look at us who came forward avowing ourselves to
be opium-eaters Myself in particular tney regarded,
I believe, as the abomination of deso'ation Ana
'lourteen offices 1n succession, within a few months,
repulsed me as a cgndidite for insurance on that
solitaty ground of hiwving owned mysell to be an
opium-eater The insnrance was ol very little con-
sequeﬂn_ to myself, tpough involving some interest
to others ®* And I contented myself with saying, “Ten
years hence, gcntlevnul you will have come to under-
stand your own intefests bettcr ™ In less than sezen
years I received a letter from Mr Tait, surgeon to the
Police Lerce in Edinburgh, reporting o direct investi-
sation orhcally pursued by him under private -
structions received from two or more insurance offices
I knew, at the beginming of these seven years, or
had strong rgasons for beheving, that the habit of
oprum-eating wa's sprea.dmg extensively, and through
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classes of society widely disconnected This diffusion
would, beyond a doubt, as one of its earliest con-
sequences, coerce the insurance offices into a strict
revision of therr old blind policy Accordingly it had
already done so, and the earliest fruits of this revolu-
tion were now before me 1n the proof-sheets so
obligingly transmitted by Mr Tait His object, as
I understood i1t, 1n sending these proofs ‘to n;ystlf,
was sumply to collect such additional notices, sug-
gestions, or sceptical queries, as might reasonably be
anticipated from any reflective opium experience so
extensive as my own Most unhappily, this gentleman,
during the course of our brief correspondence, was
suddenly attacked by typhus fever, and, after a short
illness, o my own exceeding regret, he died On
all accounts I had reason for sorrow Knowing him
only through his very interesting correspondence with
myself, I had learned to form high expectations from
Mr Tait's philosophic spint and his determined hortility
to traditional cant. He had recorded, 1n the com-
munications, made to myself, V'Nllh great minu.cness
and anxiety for rigour of accuracy, the casés of more
than ninety patients And he had shown himself
mexorably deaf to all attempts at confounded evils
specially belonging to opium as a stimulant, as a
narcotic, or as a poison, with those which belong to
opium merely as a cause of constipation or other
ordinary irregulanties in the animal gconomy Most
people of sedentary habits, but amongst such people
notoriously those who think much, need some shght
means of stimulating the watchwork of the amimal
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system tnto action Neglect of such means will of

course derange the health But in such derangements,
there 1s no special impeachment of opium many
thousandd of agents terminate in the same or more
obstinate derangemegts, unless vigilantly counteracted
The paramount mission of Mr Tait, under his instruc-
tions from insurance offices, as I interpreted his
own "accodnt of this mission, was, to report firmly
and decisively upon the tendencies of opium 1n relation
to the lengtheéning or shortening of hife At that pomnt
where his proof-sheets were interrupted by the fatal
attack of fever, he had not entirely finished his record
of cases, so that his final judgment or summing-up
had not commenced It was, however, evident to me
in what channel this final judgment would have flowed
To a certainty, he would have authorised his clients
she msurance offices) to dismuss all anxiety as to the
hfg-abnidging tendenges of opilum  But he would
have ¢ pointed their jealousy n another direction—
viz, this, that 1n some proportion of cases there
may always be a rea.sonable ground for suspecting,
not the opum as separat.ely in atself any cause of
mischief, but the opium as a conjectural indication of
some secret distress or®irritation that had fastened upon
the system, agd had in that way sought rehef, cases,
in short, which the use of opium had not caused, but
which, on the contrary, bad caused the use of opium
—opium having been called mn to redress or to reheve
the affection In all such circumstances, the insurance
office 1s entitled to call for a frank disclosure of the
alment, but n'ot,' d&s hitherto, entitled to assume the
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opium as iself an ailment It may very easily have
happened, that simply the grnial restoration derived
trom opium, 1ts power of qualfving a man sudaenly
1o face (that 1s, upon an hour’s warning to fice) some
twelve hours' anusual exertion, sjualifying him both
as to spirits and as to strength, or agamn, simply the
general purpose of seching rehef from. ennw, or #edrum
vile—any one of these wotives may satisfactonly accoitnt
for the applicant’s having resorted to opium  He
might reply to the office in Professor Wilson’s word,*
“Gentlemcn, I am a Aedonist, and, if you must know
why I take opium, that’s the reason why” But still
upon every admission from a candidate that he took
opium, it would be a prudert question and a just
question on the part of the office, to ask ‘‘wiy’
and m what arcumstances the practice had origmated
If in any local uneasiness, then would arise a naturat’
nght on the part of the office #» press for a surgical
exammation But, apart from <uch special cascs, 1t
was evident that this acute and experienced surgeon
saw no reason whatever in the simbsle practice  of
opium-eating for hesitating upon a hfe-insirance pro-
posal, or for exacting a higher rate of premium

Here 1 pause  The reader will infer, from what I
have now said, that all passages, written. at an earlier
period under cloudy and uncorrected views of, the evil
agencies presumable n opium, stand retracted, although,

r
* From the Greek word for woluptuous pleasure— viz.,
Hedone (Heorf)—Professor Wilson coined the English word
Hedon1st, which he sometunes applied jn -)la/ful reproach to
wmyself and others.
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shrinking from the labour of altering an error diffused
so widely under my own early misconceptions of the
truth, I have suffered them to remain as they were
My general views upon the powers and natural
tendencies of opium were all supported and strengthened
by this fortunat. advantage of a professional corre-
spondgnce =My sflecial doctrine I now repeat at this
pott of valcdiction, and 1n a rememberable form  Lord
Bacon said once, tou boldly and hazardously, that he
who discoversthe seciit of making myrrh soluble by
human blood has discovered the secret of immortal Life
I propose a more madest form of magic—that he who
discovers the secret of stimulating and keeping up
unintermittingly the insensible perspiration, has dis-
covered the secret of intercepting pulmonary con-
sumption  [n my medical character, I here take
{8ave of the reader, and fall back into the current of
my regular narrative
[ ] . . *

3, My studies have now been long interrupted I
cannot® read to myself ,with any pleasure, hardly with
a moment’s endurance Ygt I sometime. read aloud
for the plcasure of others, because reading is an
accomplishment of mine, and, in the slang use of the
word accompimhment as a superficial and ornamental
attainm. at, almost_the only one [ possess, and formerly,
if 1 had any vanity at all conuected with any endow-
ment or attainment of mine, it was with this, for I
had observed that no accomplishment 1s more rare
Actors are the, worst readers of all John Kemble
15 not effective a5 a reader, though he has the great
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advantage of mature scholarship, and his sister, the
immortal Siddons, with all her superionty to him 1n
voice, reads even less effecuvely She reads nothing
well but dramatic works In the Paradise lost, which
I heard her attempt at Barley V'ood, her failure was
distressing, almost as distressing as the sycophantic
applause of the surrounding company—all lost, of
course, in nearly speechless admiration Yet I ‘am
sensible that this contemptuous feeling for the circle
of admurers 1s scarcely justified What skou/d the pooi
creatures have done? Already, in the mere attempt
to win theirr suffrages, in placing herself once again
upon trial, there was a condescension on the part of
Mrs Siddons, after which free judgment became im-
possible 1 felt a wish to address Mrs Siddons thus
—You that have read to royalty at Windsor, nay,
have even been desired to s down at Windsor whilt
reading, ever afterwards are a privileged person, hable
to no accent of truth Our feelings, as not flee to
take any natural expression, can be of no value
Suffer us to be silent, if only fa- the dignity of ‘human
nature And do you yourself be silent, if only for the
dignity of that once unequalled voice Neither Cole-
rndge nor Southey 1s a good reader of verse Southey
i1s admirable almost n all things, but not in this
Both he and Coleridge read as if rrying, or at least
wailing lugubriously  People in general either read
poetry without any passion at all, or ‘else overstep the
modesty of nature Of late, if 1 have felt moved by
anything in books, it has been by the.grand lamenta-
tions of Samson Agomstes, or the great harmonies of
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the Satanic speeches in Paradise Regained, when read
aloud by myself We are far from towns, but a young
lady sometimes comes and drinks tea with us, at her
request and M 's, I now and then read Wordsworth’s
poems to them  (Wordsworth, by the bye, 1s the only
poet I ever met who could read his own verses, often,
indeeg], he yeads alimirably)

or nearly two years I believe that I read nothing
and studied nothing Analytic studies are continuous
studies, and not to be pursued by fits and starts, or
fragmentary efforts All these were become msupport-
able to me, 1 shrank from them with a sense of
powerless and infantine feebleness that gave me an
anguish the greater from remembering the time when
I grappled with them to my own hourly delight, and
for this furiher reason, because I had devoted the
"fabour of my whole life, bad dedicatcd my intellect,
blbssoms and fruits, ®o the slow and claborate toil of
consttucting one single work, to which I nad presumed
to give the title of an unfinished work of Spimosa’'s—
viz, De l.fmmdalmnc o Humant Intelicctls This was
now lymng locked up as.by frost, like any Spamish
bridge or aqueduct bggun upon too great a scale for
the resources of the architect, and, instead of surviving
me, as a moAument of wishes at least, and aspirations,
and long labours, dedicated to the exaltation of human
nature mn that way in which God had best fitted me
to promotc so great an object, 1t was hkely to stand
a memonal to my children of hopes dcfeated, of
baffled efforts, qf matenials uselessly accumulated, of
foundations lsid’ that were never to support a super
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structure, of the grief and the run of the architect,
In this state of imbecihity, I had, for amusement, turned
my attention to political economy, my understanding,
which formerly had been as active and restless as a
panther, could not, I suppose, (s¢ long as I hved at
all), sink into utter lethargy , and political economy
offers this advantage to a person ifi my state, that,
though 1t 1s emmnently an organic science (no part,
that 18 to say, but what acts on the whole, as the
whole again reacts on and through each part), yet
sti! the several parts may be dectachcd and contemplated
singly Great as was the prostration of my powers
at this ttme, yet I could not forget my knowledge, and
my understanding had been for too many years inumate
with severe thinkers, with logic, and the great masters
of knowledge, not to be aware of a great call made
by political economy at this cnisis for a2 new law ana
a transcendent legislator Suaddenly, in 1818, a friend
in Edinburgh sent me down Mr Ricardo’s book j-and,
recurring to my own prophetic anticipation of some
coming legislator for this science, I said, before '1 had
finished the first chapter, “Thou art tne manl”
Wonder and cunosity were emotions that had long
been dead m me Yet I wondered once more—
wondered at myself that could once agimn be stimu-
lated to the eflort] of reading, and much more 1
wondered at the book lau this profound work been
really wntten duning the tumaultuous hurry of the
nineteenth century? Could 1t be that an Englsh
man, and he not in academic bowers, but oppressed
by mercantile and senatonal cares, had accomphshed



AN ENGLISH OPIUM-EATER 315

what all the umiversities of Europe, and a century
of thoucht, had failled even to advance by one hair's-
breadth? Previous writers had been crushed and
overlaid 'by the enormous weights of facts, details,
and exceptions, Mmn Ricardo had deduced, a priorm,
from the understanding itself, laws wluch first shot
arrowy lght mtd® the dark chaos of matenals, and
had thus constructed what hitherto was but a ccllec-
tion of tent ive discussions into a scrnce of regular
proportions, now first standing upon an etcrnal basis

Thus did one simple work of a profound under-
standing availl to give md a pleasure and an activity
which I had not known for years, it ro1 cu me even
to write, or, at least, to dictate what M—— wrote for
me It seemed to me that some xmportant truths had
esmped even “the incvitable eye” of Mr Ricardo,
dnd as these were, for the most part, of such a nature
that I could expre®s or illvstrate them briefly and
elegahtly by alubraic symbols, the whole would
najdly have reached the bulk of a pamphlet. With
M
as I was of all general esertion, I drew up, therefore,
my Prolegomena to gll Future Systems of Political
Economy

This exertion, however, was but a momentary flash,
as the 'sequel showed Arrangements were made at
a provincal press, about eighteen miles distant, for
printing 1t A8 additional compositor was retained
for some days, on this account The work was even
twice advertissd, and I was, in a manner, pledged to
the fulfilment of my mtention But I had a preface

E ]
for my amanuansts, even at this uine, incapable
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to write, and a dedication, which I wished to make
umpressive, to Mr Ricardo I found myself quite
unable to accomphsh all this The arrangements
were countermanded, the compositor dismussed, and
my Prolegomena rested peacefully by the side of its
elder and more dignified brother

In thus describing and 1illustrating my ntellectual
torpor, I use terms that apply, more or less, to evéry
part of the years during which I was under the
Circean spells of opium But for misery and suffering,
I might, indeed, be said to have existed in a dormant
state I seldom could prevail on myself to wnte a
letter, an answer of a few words, to any that I
received, was the utmost that [ could accomplish,
and often ¢4ar not untl the letter had lain for weeks,
or even months, on my wrnting-table ithout the
aid of M , my whole domestic economy, whatever'
became of political economy, must have gone nio
irretrievable confusion I shall not afterwards allude
‘o this part of the case, 1t 1s one, however, which the
opium-eater will find, in the end most oppressivé and
tormenting, from the sense ,of incapacity and feeble-
ness, from the direct embarrassments incident to the
neglect or procrastination of each day's appropnate
labours, and from the remorse which ' must often
exasperate the stings of these evils to a consc'entious
mind The opum-eater loses none of his moral
sensibilities or aspirations, he wishese and longs as
earnestly as ever to realise what he believes possible,
and feels to be exacted by duty, but his intellectual
apprehension of what 1s possible mifinitely outruns
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his power, not of execution only, but even of propos-
ing or willng He hes under a world’s weight of
incubus and mightmare, he hes 1n sight of all that he
would faln perform, just as a man forcibly confined
to his bed by the mprtal languor of paralysis, who 1s
compelled to witness injury or outrage offered to some
object of his tenderest love —he would lay down his
Lfe o he might but nse and walk, but he 1s powerless
as an infant, and cannot so much as make an effort
to mowve. g

But from this I now pass to what 1s the mamn
subject of these latter Confessions—to the history and
journal of what took place in my dreams, for these
were the immediate and proximate cause of shadowy
terrors that settled and brooded over my whole
waking Iife
*s The first ‘notice I had of any important change
going on 1 this part ¢f my physical economy, was from
the reawaking of a state of eye oftentimes incident te
childhood I know not whether my reader is aware
thdt many children have a power of painting, as it
were, upofl the darkness all sorts of phantoms, m
some that power 1s simply a mechanic affection of
the eye, others havé a voluntary or semi-voluntary
power to dissuiss or summon such phantoms, or, as
a child ,once sa.lg to me, when I questioned him on
this matter, “I can tell them to go, and they go,
but sometimes $hey come when I don't tell them to
come.” He had by one-half as unhmited a command
over apparitions as a Roman centurion over his
soldiers. In the middle of 1817 this faculty became
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increasingly distressing to me at night, when I lay
awake m bed, vast processions moved along con
timwually in mournful pomp, triezes of never-ending
stories, that to my feelings were as sad and solemn
as stories drawn from times beloye (Edipus or Priam,
before Tyre beforc Memphis And, concurrently with
this, a corresponding change took place in my dreams,
a theatre seemed suddenly opened and hghted *up
within my bramn, which presented nightly spectacles
ol more than earthly splendour  And the four follow-
'ng factc may be mentioned, as notictable at this
time —

1 That, as the creauve state of the eye increased,
a sympathy seemed to arise between the waking and
the dre.ming states of the brain in one pomt—that
whatsoever I happened to call up and to trace by a
voluntary act upon Lhe darkness was very apt to
transfer itself to my dreams, ard at length I fearad
to exercise this faculty , for, as Midas turned all Whungs
to pold that yet baffled his hopes and defrauded his
human desires, so whatsoever tjungs capable of* being
visually represented I did but think of i the dark-
ness, immediately shiped themselves imto phantoms
for the eye, and, by a proctss apparently no less
inevitable, when thus once traced in faint.and visionary
colours, hke wrtings in sympathetic mk, they were
drawn out, by the fierce chemistry of my dreams,
into nsufferable splendour that fretted sy heart.

2 This and all other changes in my dreams were
accompanied by deep-seated anxiety and funereal melan-
choly, such as are wholly incommunicable by words 1
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seemed everyl night to descend—not metaphorcally, but
literally to descend—into chasms and sunless abysses,
depths below depths, from which 1t seemed hopeless that
I could ever re-ascend Nor did i, by wal mg, f=:] that
I kad re-ascended  Why should I dwell upon this? For
indeed the state of gloom which attended these gorgeous
spectacles, amoun&ng at last to utter darkness, as of
soe’ smcidlal despondency, cannot be approached by
words

3 The sense of space, and in the end the sense of
time, were both powerfully affected  Buildings, landscapes,
etc., ware exhibited 1n proportions so vast as the bodily
eve 1s not fitted to rccaive Space swelled, and was
amplified to an extent of unutterable and selfrepeating
mfinity This disturbed me very much less than the
vast expansion of time Sometunes I seemed to have
frved for seve.nty or a hundred years in one night, nay,
sometimes had feelingg representative of a duration far
beyonsl the imits of any human experience

4 lhe mnutest incidents of childhood, or forgotten
scefieswof later years, were often revived I could not be
said to recdllect them, for, if 1 had been told of them
when waking, 1 should not have been able to acknow-
ledge them as parts ol Tny past experience  But placed
they were before me, in drcams hke intuwtions, and
clothed 1 all their evancscent circumstances and accom-
panying feelings, I’ recognised them instantaneously I
was once told bysa near relative of mine, that having in
her childhood fallen 1nto a niver, and being on the very
verge of death but for the assistance which reached her
at the last cntical thoment, she saw 1n a moment her
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whole lfe, clothed in its forgotten incidents, arrayed
before her as mm a mirror, not successively, but simul-
taneously, and she had a faculty developed as suddenly
for comprehending the whole and every pari* This,
from some opium experiences, I £an beheve, I have,
indeed, seen the same thing asserted twice in modern
books, and accompanied by a remaik which probably
1s true—wviz, that the dread book of account, which Lhe

* The heroine of this remarkahle case was a girl about
mine years old /) and there can be little doubt that she<Jooked
down as tfar within the crafer of death—that awful volcano
—as any human being ever can have done that has lived to
draw back and to report her experience Not less than ninety
years did she survive this memorable escape, and [ may
describe her as i1n all respects a woman of remarkable and
interesting qualibhes She enjoyed throughout her long lfe,
az the reader will readily infer, serene and cloudless health,
had a masculine understanding , reverenced ‘truth not lese
than did the Evangelists, and led a hfe of saintly devotion,
such as nught have glorified ¢* Hi/arion or Paul.’—(The words
in ttalic are Ariosto s }—I mention these traits as characlerising
her 1n a memorable extent, that the reader may not suppose
himself relying upon a dealer in exaggerations, ipoh a
credulous enthusiast, or upon a careless wielder f language
Forty-five years had intervened between the first time and
the last time of her teling me this anecdote, and not one iota
had shifted its gtound amongst the incidents, nor had any
the most trivial of the circumstantiations saffered change
The scene of the accident was the least of valleys, what the
Greeks of old would have called an dyxos, and we English
should properly call a dell Human tenant it had none even
at moonday it was a solitude, and would oftentimes have been
a adent solitude but for the brawling of a brook—not broad,
but occasionally deep—which ran along the, base of the lhttle
hills Into this brook, probably into "on¢ of its dangerous
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Scriptures spe‘ak of, 1s, 1n fact, the mind itself of each
individual  Of thus, at least, I feel assured, that there 1s
no such thing as ulumate forgettang, traces once im-
pressed upon the memory are indestructible, a thousand
accidents may and will interpose a vell between our
present consciousness and the secret inscriptions on the
mind  Accidents ®f the same sert will also rend away
thieveil  But alike, whether veiled or unveiled, the 1n-
scription remains for ever, just as the stars seem to
withdraw befofe the common light of day, whereas, 1n

poals, the cinld fell and, according to the ordinary chances,
she could have had but a slender prospect indeed of any
deliverance, for, although a dwelling-house was close by,
it was shut out from view by the undulations of the ground.
How long the child lay in the water was probably never
inquired earnestly until the answer had become irrecoverables
fr a servant, ®o whose care the child was then confided, had
a natural interest in suppressing the whole case From the
child’'s own account, it Bhould seem that asphyvia must bave
annoutfced 1ts commencenent A process of struggle and
deadly suffocation was passed through half consciously This
prosess, terminated by a sudden blow apparently on or n the
bramn, after .wlnch there Wwas no pamn or conflict, but in an
instant succeeded a dazzling gush of hight , imnediately after
which came the solemn apocalypse of the entire past hfe
Meantime, the child s dis@ppearance 1n the water had happily
been witnessed by a farmer who rented some fields in this
little solitude, arld by a rare acaident was riding through them
at the moment Nof being very well mounted, he was retarded
by the hedges and other fences 1n making his way down to
the water, some yme was thus lost, but once at the spot,
he leaped in, booted and spurred, and succeeded in deliverning
one that must bhave been as nedrly counted amongst the
populations of thg gra\.'e as perhaps the laws of the shadowy
world can suffer to r®turn
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fact, we all know that 1t 1s the hght whlch’ls drawn over
them as a veil, and that they are waiting to be revealed,
whenever the ob« uring dayhght itsell shall have with-
drawn '

Having noticedd these four fagts as memorably dis-
tinguishmg my dreams from those of health, I shall now
ate a few 1illustrative cases, and shwll then cite such
others as T remember, in any order that may gwé them
most effect as pictures to the reader

I had been in youth, and ever since, for occasional
amusement, a great reader of Livy, whom I confess that
I prefer, both for style and matter, to any other of the
Roman historrans, and I had often felt as solemn and
appalling sounds, emphatically representative of Roman
majesty, the two words so oflten occurning 1 Livy, Consul
Romanus, especially when the consul 1s mtroduced in his
mulitary character 1 mean to say, that the words king,
sultan, regent, etc, or anv other ttles of those who
embody 1n therr own persons the collective majest,” of a
great people, had less power over my reverential feelings
I had also, though no great reader of historyy made
myself cnitically familiar with one period”of Enghsh
history—viz, the period of the Parhamentary War—
having been attracted by the moral grandeur of some
who figured 1n that day, and by the mterssting memoirs
which survive those unquict times Both these parts of
my lghter reading, having furnished me often with
matter of reflection, now furn'shed me= with matter {or
my dreams Often T used to see, after pamnting upon
the blank darkness a sort of rehearsal whilst waking, a
crowd of ladies, and perhaps a festivaland dances  And
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I heard 1t said, or I said to myself, © I'hese are Engl!
ladies from the unhappy times of Charles I  These ar.
the wives and daughters of those who met in peace, anc
sat at the’same tables, and were alled by marniage or by
blood and yet, after, a certamn day in August 1642,*
never snuled upon each other agam, nor met but 1n the
field of bittle, and at Marston Moor, at Newbury, or at
\a!e?)y, cu? asunder all ties of love by the cruel sabre
and washed away 1n bluod the memory of ancient friend
ship” . Lhe Py danced, and looked as lovely as at th

court of Geuree IV Yet even mn iy dream I knew that
they had been 1n the |, rave for nearly two centunies
Lhis pageant would suidenly dissolve, and, at a clap-
ping of hards, would be heard the heart-shaking sound
of 1 v.sul/ Romanus and mmncdiately came * sweeping
by,” 1n gorceous paludaments, Paullus or Marius, girt
dround by a’ comniny of centurions, with the crimson
tunic 1 howisted on a spugr, and followed by the ele/agmeos }
of theeRoman legtons

* I think (but at the moment have no means of verifving
my Tongecture) that this day was the 24th of August On or
about that dgy Charles ralsed the royal standard at Notting-
ham , which, ominously enough (considering the strength of
such superstitions in the seventeenth century, and, amongst
the generations of that century, more especially in this par-
ticular generation ok the Parhamentary War), was blown down
duning the succeeding might Let me remark, in passing, that
no falsehobd can wigually be greater or more mahicious than
(hat which imputes to Archbishop Laud a special or exceptional
taith 1n such mute warnings

1 ¢ The crsmson tunsc ' —The signal which announced a day
of battle

1 “Alalagmos "+—@ Word expics-ing collectively the gathering
of the Roman warcries—Aldia, Aldla /
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Many years ago, when I was looking o’ver Piranest’s
Antiquitses of Rome, Colernidge, then standing by,
descnibed to me a set of plates from that artist, called hie
Dreams, and which record the scenery of his dwn visions
during the delirum of a fever Some of these (I described
only from memory of Coleridge’'s account) represented
vast Gothic halls, on the floor of which stood mighty
engines and machinery, wheels, cables, catapult§, Mc
expressive of enormous power put forth, or resistance
overcome Creeping along the sides of the walls, you
perceived a stamrrcase, and upon this, groping his way
upwards, was Piranest himself  Follow the stairs a httle
farther, and you perceive them reaching an abrupt
termmation, without any balustrade, and allowing no
step onwards to him who should reach the extremty,
except into the depths below Whatever 1s to become
of poor Piranesi, at least you suppose that his labours
must now In some way terminate, DBut raise your eyes,
and behold a second flight of stairs still higher, on which
again Piranes: is perceived, by this time standing on the
very brink of the abyss Once again elevate ycur‘eye
and a still more aenal flight 1s described ; and there,
agamn, 1s the delirous Piranes:, busy on his aspiring
labours * and so on, until the uhfimished stairs and the
hopeless Piranesi both are lost in the ypper gloom of
the hall With the same power of endless growth and
self-reproduction did my architecture proceed in dreams
In the early stage of the malady, the ,splendours of my
dreams were indeed chiefly architectural, and I beheld
such pomp of cities and palaces as never yet was
beheld by the waking eye, unless in the clouds From
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a great modem poet® I cite the part of a passage
which describes, as an appearance actually beheld m

the cloud.s, what m many of its circumstances I saw
frequently 1n sleep

The appearance, instantaneously disclosed,
Was of a mighty city—boldly say
s * A wiiderness of building, sinking far
And self-withdrawn 1nto a wondrous depth,
Far sinking into splendour without end !
“Fabric it seem’d of diamond and of gold,
With alabaster domes and silver spires,
And blazing terrace upon terrace, hugh
Uplified , here, serene pavihons bright,
In avenues disposed , there towers begirt
With battlements that on their restless fronts
Bore stars—illumination of all gems |
1 By earthly nature had the effect been wrought
Upon the dark materials of the storm
Now pacified, dh them, and on the coves,
®*And mountain-steeps and summits, whereunto
The vapours had receded—taking there

*Their station undgr a cerulean sky
[

The sublime circumstance—* that on their resless fronts

bore stars”—might KHave been copied from my own

architectural dreams, so often did 1t occur We hear 1t

reported of Dryden, and i later times of Fuseli, that
-

*«From a greal modern poet” — What poet? It was
Wordsworth , aneé why did I not formerly name him? This
throws & hght backwards upon the strange history of
Waoardsworth’s reputation The year in which 1 wrote and
published these Cenfessions was 1821, and at that time the
L name of Wordsworth, though beginmng to emerge from the
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they ate raw meat for the sake of obtaining splendid
dreams how much better, for such a purpose, to have
eaten opium, which yet I do not remember that any
poet 1s recorded to have done, except the uramatist
Shadwell, and in ancient days, Homer 1s, I think,
rightly reputed to have known the wvirtues of opium
as a ¢dpuaror yyrevfe's—t. , as an anody..e

To my architecture succeeded dreams of lakes a\d
silvery expanses of water these haunted me so much,
that I feared lest some dropsical state or tenden y of
the bram might thus be making itself (to use a meta-
physical word) obsective, * and that the senuent organ
might be projecting 1itself as its own object For two
months I suffered greatly in my head—a part of my

dark cloud of scorn and contumely which had hitherto over-
shadowed it, was yet most imperfectly established Not unti}
ten years later was his greatness cheerfully and generally
acknowledged I, thereflore, as the very earhest (without one
exception) of all who came forward, in the beginning of his
career, to honour and welcome him, shrank with disgust from
making any sentence of mine the occasion for an explo on of
vulgar malice against him  But the grandeur of .he passage
here cited inevitably spoke for itself, and he that would have
been most scornful on hearing the n.me of the poet coupled
with this epithet ot * great” could not but find his malice inter-
cepted, and himself cheated into cordial admuation, by the
splendour of the verses

® ¢ Objectrve” —This word, so nearly unintelligable 1n 1821,
80 intensely scholastic, and, consequently, when surrounded by
farmiliar and vernacular words, sc apparcntly pedantic, yet, on
the other hand, so indispensalle to accurate thinking, and to
wide thinking, bas since 1821 become too common to need any
apology
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bodily structure which had hitherto been so clear from
all touch or tant of weakness (physically, I mean),
that I used to say of it, as the last Lord Orford said
of his stomach, that it seemed likely to survive the
rest of my person Til now, I had never felt a
headache even, or any the shghtest pamn, except
rheumatic pains amused by my own folly

e waters gradually changed their character—from
translucent lakes, shining lke mirrors, they became
seas and oceans And now came a tremendous change,
which, unfolding itself slowly like a scroll, through many
months, promised an abiding torment, and, n fact,
it never left me, though recurring more or less intar
mittingly  Hitherto the human face had often mixed
in my dreams, but not despotically, nor with any
special power of tormenting DBut now that affection,
swhich I have called the tyranny of the human face,
bggan to unfold itgplf  Perhaps some part of my
Londgn life (the searching for Ann amongst fluctuating
Jcrowds) might be answerable for this Be that as it
may, fow 1t was that_upon the rocking waters of the
ocean theshuman face began to reveal 1tself, the sea
appeared paved with mnumerable faces, upturned to
the heavens, faces, “mplonng, wrathful, despaining,
faces that sugged upwards by thousands, by mynads,
by generations- infimte was my agitation, my mnd
tossed, as 1t se@med, upon the billowy ocean, and
weltered upon the weltering waves

May 1818 —Ihe Malay has been a fearful enemy
for months Every mght, through his means, I have
been Lransport'e& ito Asiatic scenery., I know not
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whether others share m my feelings on this pomnt; but
I have often thought that if I were compelled to forgo
England, and to hive in China, among Chinese manners
and modes of hfe and scenery, I should go mad The
causes of my horror lie deep, and some of them must
be common to others Southern Asia, 1n general, 1s
the seat of awful images and asso:iations As the
cradle of the human race, if on no other ground, at
would have a dim, reverential feeling connected with
it  But there are other reasons No mai can pretend
¢hat the wild, barbarous, and capricious superstitions
of Africa, or of savage tribes elsewhere, affect him n
the way that he 1s affected by the ancient, monumental,
cruel, and elaborate religions of Hindostan The mere
antigqmty of Asiatic things, of therr nstitutions,
nistories, above all, of therr mythologies, etc, 18 so
impressive, that to me the vast age of the race and
name overpowers the sense of youth in the individual
A young Chinese seems to me an antediluvian man
renewed Even Englishmen, though not bred in any
knowledge of such stitutions, cannot but shudder at
the mystic sublimuty of castes that have floved apart,
and refused to mix, through such immemonal tracts
of time, nor can any man fau to be awed by the
sanctity of the Ganges, or by the very name of the
Euphrates It contnibutes much to these feelings that
South-eastern Asia 1s, and has been for thousands
of years, the part of the earth most swarming with
human lfe, the great oficina genfium Man 1s a weed
in those regions The vast empires, also, into which
the enormous population of Asia las always been
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cast, give a further sublimity to the feelings associated
with all oriental names or images In China, over
and above what it has in common with the rest of
Southern' Asia, I am terified by the modes of life, by
the manners, by the .barrier of utter abhorrence placed
between myself and #iem, by counter-sympathies deeper
than I can analke I could svoner live with lunatics,
wﬁh vermm, with crocodiles or snakes All this, and
much more than I can say, the reader must enter
into before hé can comprehend the unimaginable horror
which these dreams of oriental imagery and mytho-
logical tortures impressed upon me Under the con-
necting feeling of tropical heat and vertical sunlights,
I brought together all creatures, birds, beasts, reptiles,
all trees and plants, usages and appearances, that are
found in gll tropical regions, and assembled them
“ogether in China or Hindostan  From kindred feelings,
I* soon brought Eggpt and her gods under the same
law.® I was stared at, hooted at, grinned at, chattered
*at, by monkeys, by paroquets, by cockatoos I ran
mto ﬂ'agodas, and wasdfixed for centuries at the summit,
or mn secret rooms, [ was the idol, I was the priest,
I was worshipped, ] was sacrificed I fled from the
wrath of Brama through all the forests of Asia, Vishnu
hated me, Seeva lay in wait for me I came suddenly
upon Ists and Qs I had done a deed, they said,
which the 1bis and the crocodile trembled at.
Thousands of $ears T lived and was buried in stone
coffins, with mummues and sphinxes, 1n narrow chambers
at the heart, gf eternal pyramids I was kissed,
with cancerous .klsses by crocodiles, and was laid,
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endless days of summer, and any particular death, if
not actually more affecting, at least haunts my mind more
obstinately and besiegingly, m that season Perhaps
this cause, and a slight incident which I omit, might
have been the immediate occasions of the following
dream, to which, however, a pre-disposition must always
have existed in my mind, but, having been once
roused, 1t never left me, and splht into a thousand
fantastic variations, which often suddenly recombmned,
locked back into starthng unity, and "restored the
ongmnal dream

I thought that it was a Sunday morning 1n May,
that it was Easter Sunday, and as yet very early n
the morming I was standing, as it seemed to me, at
the door of my own cottage Right before me lay
the very scene which could really be commanded from
that situation, but exalted, as was usual, and solemnised
by the power of dreams There were the same
mountains, and the same lovely valley at their feet,
but the mountains were raised to more than Alppe
height, and there was interspace far larger between
them of savannahs and forest lawns, the hedges were
rich with white roses, and no hving creature was to be
seen, excepting that in the green churchyard thcre were
cattle tranquilly reposing upon the verdant graves, and
particularly round about the grave of a child whom I
had once tenderly loved, just as I had really beheld
them, a little before sunrise, in the sarhe summer when
that child died I gazed upon the wellknown scene,
and I said to myself, *It yet wants much of sunrnse,
and 1t 1s Easter Sunday, and that 1s the day on which
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they celebrate the firstfruits of Resurrection I will
walk abroad, old griefs shall be forgotten to-day for
the air ¢§s cool and still, and the hills are high, and
stretch away to heaven, and the churchyard 15 as
verdant as the forest lawns, and the forest lawns are
as quiet as the ghurchyard, and with the dew I can
w3sk theefever from my forehead, and then I shall
be unhappy no longer” I turned, as if to open my
garden gate, and immediately I saw upon the left a
scene far different, but which yet the power of dreams
had reconciled into harmony The scene was an
oriental one, and there also 1t was Easter Sunday, and
very early 1n the morning  And at a vast distance were
visible, as a stain upon the horizon, the domes and
cupolas of a great city—an image or faint abstraction,
Laught peshaps 1n childhood from some picture of
Jerusa]em And not a bow-shot from me, upon a
stonev shaded by ]udcan palms, there sat 2 woman,
and I looked, and it was—Ann! She fixed her eyes
upon.me earnestly, and I said to her at length, “So,
then, I hgve found ydu at last” I waited, but she
answered me not a word® Her face was the same as
when I saw it last® the same, and yet, agam, how
different | Sevemteen years ago, when the lamp-ught
of mighty London fell upon her face, as for the last
time I fissed ha lips (hps, Ann, that to me were not
po]lutedl) her JEyes were strcaming with tears The
tears were now no longer seen Sometimes she seemed
altered , yet again sometimes zof altered, and hardly
older Her hakse were tranquil, but with unusual
‘solemnity of expression, and [ now gazed upon her
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with some awe Suddenly her countenance drew dim,
and, turning to the mountains, I perceived vapours
roling between us 1n a moment all had vanished,
thick darkness came on, and i the twinkling of an
eye I was far away from mountains, and by lamp-light
m London, walking again with Anm —just as we had
walked, when both children, eighteen years before, dio.g
the endless terraces of Oxford Street.

Then suddenly would come a dream of far different
character—a tumultuous dream—commencing with a
music such as now I often heard in sleep—music of
preparation and of awakening suspense The undula-
tions of fast-gathering tumults were like the opening of
the Coronation Anthem, and, like t4as, gave the feeling
of a multitudinous movement, of infinite cavalcades filing
off, and the tread of innumerable armies The morning
was come of a2 mighty day—a day of, crisis and of ultimate
hope for human nature, then suflering mysterious ec' pse,
and labouring m some dread extremity Somewhere,
but I knew not where—somehow, but I knew not how
—by some beings, but I kney not by whom=—a battle,
a strife, an agony, was travelling through all its stages
—was evolving 1tself, ke the ‘catastrophe of some
mighty drama, with which my sympathy was the more
insupportable, from deepening confusion as to its local
scene, 1ts cause, its nature, and 1ts undicnpherable 1ssue
I (as 1s usual in dreams where, of necessity, we
make ourselves central to every movement) had the
power, and yet had not the power, to decide it T had
the power, if I could raise myself to will 1t , and yet
again had not the power, for the weight of twenty
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Atlantics was upon me, or the oppression of mmexpable
gult “Deeper than ever plummet sounded,” I lay
mactive, Then, like a chorus, the passion deepened
Some greater interest was at stake, some mightier
cause, than ever yet the sword had pleaded, or trumpet
had proclaimed Then came sudden alarms, hurryings
tg and fro, trepidations of mnumerable fugitives, I
knew not whether from the good cause or the bad,
darkness a.xld hghts, tempest and human faces and
at last, with the cense that all was lost, female forms,
and the features that were worth all the world to me,
and but a moment allowed—and clasped hands, with
heart-breaking partings, and then —everlasting fare-
wells ! and, with a sigh such as the caves of hell sighed
when the incestuous mother uttered the abhorred name
of Death, the sound was reverberated — everlasting
farewells! and again, and yet agamn reverberated—
‘everlasung farewcll®!

Xnd I awoke mn struggles, and cried aloud, “I will
sleep no more!”

I\Fow,.at last, I had become awestruck at the
approach of sleep, under the condit.on of visions so
afflicting, and so gntensely lfe-hke as those which
persecuted my phantom-haunted bram  More and
more also “I telt violent palpitations in some internal
region} such ag are commonly, but erroneously, called
palpitations of the heart—being, as I suppose, referable
exclusively to® derangements in the stomach These
were evidently increasing rapidly in frequency and in
strength  Natural]ly, therefore, on considering how 1mm-
portant my hife had become to others besides myself,



336 CONFESSIONS OF

I became alarmed, and I paused seasonably, but
with a difficulty that 1s past all description Either
way 1t seemed as though death had, in , military
language, “thrown himself astride of my path”
Nothing short of mortal anguish, 1n a physical sense,
it seemed, to wean myself from opwum, yet, on the
other hand, death through overwhelming nervous tegrqrs
—death by brain fever or by lunacy—seemed too
certainly to besiege the alternative course Fortunately
I had stll so much of firmness left as to face that
choice, which, with most of instant suffering, showed
in the far distance a possibility of final escape

This possibiity was realised I did accomplish my
escape And the 1ssue of that particular stage mn my
opium expenences (for such 1t was—simply a provisional
stage, that paved the way subsequently for many milder
sages, to which gradually my constitutional system
accommodated 1tself) was, pretty néarly in the following
words, commumcated to my readers in the earliest
edition of these Confessions

I triumphed But mnfer not, rtader, from this word
“ triumphed,”’ a condition of joy or exultation Think of
me as of one, even when four .months had passed,
still agitated, wnthing, throbbing, palpitating, shattered,
and much, perhaps, in the situation of him who has
been racked, as 1 collect the tormenés of that state
from the affecting account of them left by a most
innocent sufferer® (in the time of Janles I) Mean-

® Wilham Lithgow His book (Travels, etc ) i1s tedious and
not well written , but the account of hs éwn sufferings on the
rack at Malaga, and subsequently, 18 overpoweringly affecting.
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time, I derived no benefit from any medicine whatever,
except ammoniaied tincture of valertan The moral
of the narrative 1s addressed to the opum-eater, and
therefore, of necessity, limited i 1ts application If
he 1s tanght to fear and tremble, enough has been
effected But he¢ may say that the issue of my case
1524 least a proof that opium, after an eighteen years’
use, and an eight years’ abuse of its powers, may stll
be renounced, and that he may chance to bring to
the “task greater energy that I did, or that, with a
stronger constitution, he may obtain the same results
with less This may be true, 1 would not presume
to measure the efforts of other men by my own
Heartily I wish him more resolution, heartily I wish
him an equal success Nevertheless, I had motives
external te myself which he may unfortunately want,
and these supplied me with conscientious supports, such
as Jnerely sclfish uftercsts might fail in supplying to a
mind debilitated by opium

» Lord Bacon conjcctures that it may be as painful
to be bgrn as to dée* That seems probable, and,
duning the whole pernio of dimmsi.ing the opium,

Less circumstanual, bt the same n tendency, 18 the report of
tlhic_results frpm voiture published in 1830 by Juan Van Helen.

* In all former editions, I had ascribed this sentiment to
Jeremy' Taylor @Jn a close search, however, wishing to verify
the quotation, 1t appeared thal I had been mistaken Some-
thing very like it occurs more than once in the bishop’s
voluminous writings but the exact passage moving in my
mind had evidently been this which follows, from Lord Bacon's
Essay on Dealh—% It 1s as natural to die as to be born, and
to & little infant perhaps the one 1s as painful as the other ”
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I had the torments of a man passing out of one mode
of existence into another, and hable to the mixed or
the alternate pans of birth and death The issue was
not death, but a sort of physical regeneration, and
I may add, that ever since, at intervals, 1 have had
a restoration of more than youthful spints

One memorial of my former condition nevertheless
remamns my dreams are not calm, the dread swell
and agitation of the storm have not wholly subsided,
the legions that encamped in them are drawing off,
but not departed, my sleep is still tumultuous, and,
like the gates of Paradise to our first parents when
looking back from afar, 1t 1s still (in the tremendous
Lipe of Milton) .

With dreadful faces thronged and fiery arms,



THE DAUGHTER OF LEBANON.

Damascus, first-bor of cities, Om &l Denia,* mother
of generations, that wast before Abraham, that wast
before the Pyhmids| what sounds are those that
ffom a postern gate, looking eastwards over secret
paths that wind away to the far distant desert, break
thesolemn *silence of an oriental mght? Whose voice
1s that which calls upon the spearmen, keeping watch
for ever mn the turret surmounting the gate, to receive
him back into his Syrian home? Thou knowest him,
Damascus, and hast known him 1n seasons of trouble
as one learned in the afllictions of man, wise alike to
take coupsel for the suffering spint or for the suffer
ing body The voice that breaks upon the night 1s the
evoice of a great ewangelist—one of the four, and he
16 %also a great physician This do the watchmen at
the gate thankfully acknowledge, and joyfully they
glvb him entrance o His sandals are white with dust,
for he ‘has been roamigg for weeks heyond the desert,
under the gudance of Arabs, on mssions of hopeful
bemgnity to Palmyra,t and in spuit he 1s weary of

* W Om el Denta” —Mother of the World 1s the Arabic title
of Dafnascus &hat it was before Abruham—u.¢, already an
old establishment much more than & thousand years before
the siege of Broy, and than two thousand years before our
Christian era—may be inferred from Gen xv 2, and by the
gencral consent of all easlern races, Damdscus 13 accredited as
taking precedency y age of all cities to the west of the Indus.

t Palmyra had not yet reached its mendian splendour of

339
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all things, except faithfulness to God, and burning
love to man

Eastern cites are asleep betimes, and soynds few
or none fretted the quet of all around him, as the
evangelist paced onward to the market-place, but
there another scene awaited him  On the night hand,
in an upper chamber, with lathces Wwidely gxpanggd,
sat a festal company of youths, revelling under a noon-
day blaze of lght, from cressets and from bnght
tripods that burned fragrant woods—all jomning 1n
choral songs, all crowned with odorous wreaths from
Daphne and the banks of the Orontes Them the
evangelist heeded not, but far away upon the left,
close upon a sheltered nook, lighted up by a sohtary
vase of iron fretwork filled with cedar boughs, and
hoisted high upon a spear, behold there sat,a woman
of loveliness so transcendent, that, when suddenly
revealed, as now, out of deepest dar'iness, she appalled’
men as a mockery, or a birth of the arr Was she
bomn of woman? Was 1t perhaps the angel —so the
evangehist argued with himself—tkat met him 1n ‘the
desert after sunset, and strengthened him by secret
talk? The evangelist went up, and touched her fore-
head, and when he found that she was indeed human,
and guessed, from the station which she had chosen,
that she waited for some one amongst,this distolute
crew as her companion, he groaned heavily in spirt,
and said, half to himself, but half to her, “ Wert thou,
poor ruined flower, adorned so divinely at thy birth—

Grecian development, as afterwards near the #gé of Aurelian,
but it was already a noble city
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glonfied 1n such excess that not Solomon mn all his
pomp —no, nor even the hlies of the field —can
approach thy gifts — only that thou shouldest gneve
the Holy Spint of God?” The woman trembled
exceedingly, and said, ‘Rabbi, what should I do?
For behold! all men forsake me” The evangehst
mused a httle, af then secretly to himself he said,
«N8w will' I search this woman’s heart—whether 1n
very truth 1t inchineth iself to God, and hath strayed
only before fiery compulsion” Turning therefore to
the woman, the Prophet* said, “Listen 1 am the
messenger of Him whom thou hast not known, of
Him that made Lebanon and the cedars of Lebanon,
that made the sea, and the heavens, and the host of
the stars, that made the light, that made the dark-
ness, that blew the spint of hfe into the nostnls of
man His messenger I am and from Him all power
1s given me to bind #nd to loose, to build and to pull
down ® Ak, therefore, whatsoever thou wilt—great or
small — and through me thou shalt receive it from

.o The Prgphet" :—Thofigh a Prophet was not therefore, and
1n virtue of that character an Evangelist, yet every Evangelist
was necessarily in the scriptural sense a Prophet  For let it be
remembered that a Propict did not mean a Predicter, or
Foreshower of gvertts, except derivatively and nferentially
What mas a Prophet in the uniform scriptural sense? He
was a man, who drew aside the curtain from the secret counsels
of Heaven He declared, or made public, the previously hidden
truths of God an® because future events might chance to
involve divine truth, therefore a revealer of future events might
happen so far to be a Prophet Vet still small was that part of
a Prophet's functib§ which concerned the foreshowing of
events , and not necessarily any part.



341 CONFESSIONS OF

God But, my child, ask not amiss For God 1s
able out of thy own evil asking to weave snares for
thy fooung And ofientimes to the lambs whom He
loves, He gives by seeming to refuse, gives in some
better sense, or” (and his voice swelled into the
power of anthems) ‘in some far happler world Now,
therefore, my daughter, be wise on thy own bgl:alf
and say what 1t 1s that I shall ask for thee from God”
But the daughter of Lebanon needed not Ius caution,
for immediately dropping on one knee to God's
ambassador, whilst the full radiance from the cedar
torch fell upon the glory of a penitental eye, she
raised her clasped hands in supplication, and said, n
answer to the evangelist asking for a second time what
gift he should call down upon her from Heaven, *Lord,
that thou wouldest put me back mto my father's house ”
And the evangelist, because he was human, droppe'd
a tear as he stooped to kiss ‘her forehead, saywug,
“ Daughter, thy prayer 1s heard in Heaven, and I téil thee
that the dayhght shall not come and go for thirty times,
not for the thirtieth time shall the sun drop behind Leba-
non, before I will put thee back into thy father’s house "

Thus the lovely lady came ipto the guardianship of
the evangelist. She sought not to varnish her history,
or to palliate her own transgressions 'In so far as
she had offended at all, her case wgs that of millions
In every generation  Her father was a prince 1n
Lebanon, proud, unforgiving, austele The wrongs
done to lis daughter by her dishonourable lover,
because done under favour of opportunities created by
her confidence in his integrity, her father persisted 1n
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resenting as wrongs done by this imured daughter
herself, and, refusing to her all protection, drove her,
whilst yes confessedly innocent, mto criminal com-
phances under sudden necessities of seeking daily
bread from her own uminstructed efforts Great was
the wrong she suyffered both from father and lover,
greag swas dhe retribution  She lost a churlish father
and a wicked lover, she ganed an apostolic guardian
She lost a pupcely station in Lebanon, she gained an
early ilentage in heaven For this hentage 1s hers
within thirty days, if she wil not defeat it herself
And, whilst the stcalthy motion of time travelled
towards this thuteth day, behold! a burning fever
desolated Damascus, which also laid its arrest upon
the Daughter of Iebanon, yet gently, and so that
hardly for #n hour did it withdraw her from the
heavenly teachings of the evangelist. And thus daily
the doubt was strenfthened—would the holy apostle
sudden]y touch her with his hand, and say, “ Woman,
be .thou whole!” or would he present her on the
thirtieth dgy as a pur® bride to Chnst? But perfect
freedom belongs to Chnslian service, and she only
must make the electiorw

Up rose the sun on the thirticth morning mm all lus
pomp, but suddenly was darkened by dnving storms
Not unt] noon was the heavenly orb again revealed,
then the glorious light was again unmasked, and again
the Synan valleys rejoiced Tlis was the hour already
appointed for the baptism of the new Christian danghter
Heaven and emsth .shed gratulation on the happy
festival, and, when all was finiched, under an awning
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raised above the level roof of her dwelling-house, the
regenerate daughter of Lebanon, looking over the
rose-gardens of Damascus, with amplest prospect of
her nauve hills, lay in bhssful trance, making pro-
clamation, by her white baptismal robes, of recovered
mnocence and of reconcihation with God And, when
the sun was decliming to the west, the evangehst,, who
had sat from noon by the bedside of his spintual
daughter, rose solemnly, and said, “ Lady of Lebanon,
the day i1s already come, and the hour 1s comng, in
which my covenant must be fulfilled with thee Wilt
thou, therefore, being now wiser in thy thoughts,
suffer God, thy new Father, to give by seeming to
refuse, to give 1n some better sense, or in some far
happier world?” But the Daughter of Lebanon
sorrowed at these words, she yearned afiar her natiye
hills, not for themselves, but because there it was that
she had left that sweet twin-born sister with whom
from mfant days band-in-hand she had wandered
amongst the everlasung cedars And again, the
evangelist sat down by her bedside, whilst she by
mtervals communed with fum, and by intervals slept
gently under the oppression af her fever  But, as
evening drew nearer, and 1t wanted now but a bref
space to the going down of the sun, once again, and
with deeper solemnity, the evangehs: rose to his feet,
and said, “O daughter! this i1s the thirtieth day, and
the sun 18 drawing near to his rest,tbnef, therefore, 1s
the time within which 1 must fulfil the word that God
spoke to thee by me.” Then, becavez hight clouds of
delinum were playing about her brain, he raised
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his pastoral staff, and pomnting 1t to her temples, re
buked the clouds, and bade that no more they should
trouble ker wvision, or stand between her and the
forests of Lebanon And the delirious clouds parted
asunder, breaking away to the nght and to the left
But upon the forgsts of Lebanon there hung a mighty
maps» of overshadowing vapours, bequeathed by the
morning’s storm And a second time the evangehst
raised his pagtoral staff, and, pointing 1t to the gloomy
vapours, rebuked them, and bade that no more they
should stand between his daughter and her father’s
house, and 1mmediately the dark vapours broke away
from Lebanon to the rmght and to the left, and the
farewell radiance of the sun lighted up all the paths
that ran between the everlasting cedars and her
father’'s pamce But vamly the lady of Lebanon
searched every path with her eyes for memonals of
her §ister  And e evangelist, pitying her sorrow,
,umed away her eyes to the clear blue sky, which the
deparfing vapours had exposed And he showed her
the peace, which was®there And then he said, “O
daughter! this also 1s but®a mask” And immediately
for the third time lee raised his pastoral staff, and,
pomnting 1t to the fair blue sky, he rebuked 1t, and
bade that no more it should stand between her and
the vision of Gud Immediately the blue sky parted
to the nght al%d to the left, laying bare the infinite
revelations that can be made wisible only to dying
eyes And the Daughter of Lebanon said to the
evangelist, 'O father | what armies are these that
I see mustering within the infinite chasm?” And the
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evangelist replied, “Thce are the armies of Chnst,
and they are mustering to receive some dear human
blossom, some first-fruits of Christian faith, that shall
nse this mght to Christ from Damascus” Suddenly,
as thus the child of Lebanon gazed upon the mighty
vision, she saw bending forward from the heavenly
host, as if mn gratulation to herself, the one countepgnce
for which she hungered and thirsted The twin sister,
that should have waited for her 1 Lebanon, had
died of grief, and was waiting for her in Paradise
Immediately 1n rapture she soared upwards from her
couch, mmmediately in weakness she fell back, and
being caught by the evangelist, she flung her arms
around his neck, whilst he breathed into her ear his
final whisper, “ Wilt thou now suflfer that God should
give by seeming to refuse?”—“Oh yes—yes—yes,”
was the fervent answer from the Daughter of Lebanon
Immediately the evangelist gavk the signal to the
heavens, and the heavens gave the signal to the sun,
and 1n one minute after the Daughter of Lebanon had
fallen back a marble corpse amor.gst her white baptismal
robes, the solar orb dropped’ behind Lebanon, and the
evangelist, with eyes glorified by mortal and 1mmortal
tears, rendered thanks to God that had thus accom-
plished the word which he spoke through himself to
the Magdalen of Lebanon—that not« for the' thirtieth
time should the sun go down behind her native hills,
before he had put her back into her Father’s house.
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D2 QuiNcey —Page 109,

ThHis farnily, which split (or, as a grammatical punist lately
said to me 1§ a lone of expostulation, splaf) into three
national divisions — English, French, and American—
originally was Norwegian and in the year of our
Christian era ome thousand, spoke (I believe) the most
undeniable Norse Throughout the eleventh centnry the
heads of this family (in common with all the ruffians and
martial vagabonds of Eurape that had Venetian sequins
enough disposable for such a trip) held themselves 1n readi-
ness to join any Jlikely leader, and did join William the
Norman Veryfew indeed, or probably none, of lus brigands
Wwere Frencﬂmen, or native Neustrians, Normans being
notoriously a name not derived from any French province,
bdt imported info tha® province by trans-Baltic, and 1n a
smallkr proportion by cis-Baltic, aliens This Norwegian
Jfamily, having assumed a terntorial denomination from
thg district or village of Quincy, in the province now called
Normindy, transplantegd themselves to England where,
and subsequently by marrigge 1n Scotland, they ascended
to the highest rank in both kuingdoms, and held the highest
offices open to a subjgct A late distinguished wniter,
Mr Moir of Musselburgh, the Delta” of Blackwood’s
Magamne, tqpk the trouble (which must have been cun-
siderable) of tracing their aspiring movements 1n Scotland,
through®a periog when Normans transferred themselves
from England to Scotland in considerable numbers, and
with great advqntages This elaborate paper, published
many years ago in Blackwood's Magazine, first made
known the leading facts of their career 1n Scotland Mean-
time 1 England they continued to flourish through nine or
ten generations%;=jook a distinguished part in one, at least,
of the Crusades, and a still more perilous share in the
Barons Wars under Henry T1II No family drank more
* 47
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deeply or more frequently from the cup of treason, which
1n those days was not always a very grave offence 1n people
who, having much territorial i1nfluence, had also much
monevy  But, happcning to drink once too ofteny or taking
too long a “pull” at the cup, the Earls of Winchester
suddenly came to grief Amongst the romances of astron-
omy there 1s one, 1 believe, which has endeavoured to
account for the little asteroids of our system by supposing
them fragments of some great planet that had, pgder
intcrnal convulsion or external collision, at some period
suddenly exploded In our own planet Tellus such a
county as Yoik, under a similar catastrophe, would make
a very pretty httle asterood And, with some mirature
resemblance to such a case, sometimes benefiting by the
indulgence of the crown, sometimes by legal devices, some-
times by aid of matrimomal alliances, numerous descend-
ants, confessedly innocent, from the guilty earl projected
themselves by successive efforts, patiently watching their
opportunities, from the smolung ruins of the great feudal
house stealtluly through two generations creeping out of
their turking holes, timidly, when the great shadows [rom
the threatening throne had passed over, re-adssuming the
famly name Concurrently with these personal fragments
projected from the ancient house, flee off random splinte.s
and fragments from the great planetary disc of the
Winchester estates, little asteroids that formed ample
inhentances for the wants of this or that provincial squiye,’
of this or that tame villatic squlree%"'

The kingly old oak, that had been the lealer of the
forest, was thus suddenly (if the techmical language of
wood-craft) cut down into a ‘‘pollard ” This mutiiation
for ever prevented it from aspiring cioudwards by means of
some mighty stem, such as grows upon.Norwegian hills,
fit to be the mast of ' some great ammiral ' Nevertheless,
we see daily amongst the realities of nature that a tiee, after
passing through such a process of degradauion, yet mam-
fests the great arrears ovamdlcllve Ife lurking within 1t
by throwing out a huge radiation of slehder boughs and
mimature shoots, small but many, so that we are forced

* Thia last vanety of the rustic reguwiss 18 of Hiberman ongin, and, as
regards the name, was unknown to us in Englans unti ‘Yiss Edgeworth had
extended the horizon of our sucial experience. Yet, without 1
presume that the thimg must have been E:own occasionally even o En[la:z
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exactly, to invert the fine words of Lucan, saying no longer
trunco, non frondibus, effictt umbram, but, on the contrary,
non trunco sed frondibus efficit umbram This great cabbage-
head of thus ancicnt human tree threw a bioad massy
umbrage over more villages than one, sometimes yselding
representatives moody and mutinous, sometimes vivacious
and inventive, sometimes dull and lethargic, until at last,
one fine morning, rubbing their eyes, they found them-
selves actuallyin thésixteenth cenluryabreast of Henry VIII
and® fis fidry chiddren Ah, what a century was that!
Sculptured as only Froude can sculpture those that fizht
across the chasms of eternity, grouped as only Froude can
group ¢he mighty factions, acling or suffering, arraigning
before chanceries of man, or prolesting before chinceries
of God—what vast arrays of marble gladiators fighune for
truth, real or imagined, throng the arenas in each genera-
tion of that and the succeeding century And now en-
nobling a distinction of modern humanly, that in Pagan
antiquity no truth as yet existed, none had been revealed,
none emblazoned, on behalf of which man could have
fought! As Lord Bacon remarks — though strangely,
sydeed, pubMishing in the very terms of this remark his
own blindness to the causes and consequences—religious
wars were unknown (g antiquity  Personal iaterests, and
thosegonly, did or could furnish a subject of conflict But
throughout the sixteenth century, whether 1n England, in
®France, or in Germany, 1t was a spiritual intercst, shadowy
anll asnal, which embattled armies against armuies  Simply
the nobility of this intefest it was, simply the grandeur of
a cause moving by springs%ranscendent to all vulgar and
mercenary collisions of prince with prince, or fanuly with
family, that arrayed Man against man, not upon petty
combinations of personal intrigue, but upon questions of
everlasting ébncern—this majestic principle of the strife
it was shat constituted for the noblest minds its secret
magnetism Eafly in the seventcenth centuiy, when 1t
seemed likely that the interests of a particular fannly would
be entangled wit® the principles at 1ssue, multitudes bec1me
anxious to evade Lhe strife by retinng to the asylum of
forests Amongst these was one bpranch of the De
Quinceys Enagoured of democracy, this family, laying
aside the anstocfatic De attached to their name, settled
In New England, where they subsequently rose, through



350 APPENDIX

long public services, to the highest moral rank — as
measured by all possible expressions of public esteem
that are consistent with the simphcities of the great
republic  Mr Josiah Quincy, as head of the distinguished
family, 1s appealed to as one who takes rank by age and
large and political experience with the founders of the
American Union  Another branch of the same family
had at a much earlier period settled in France Finally,
the squires and squircens—: ¢, thos¢ who benefited in
any degree by those ‘‘asteroids” which I haw: expixned
as exploded from the ruins of the Winchester estates—
naturally remained in England. The Jast of them who
enjoyed any relics whatever of that anci~nt territonal
domain was an elder kinsman of my father I never had
the honour of seeing him, 1n fact, 1t was impossible that
I should have such an honour, since he died during the
American War, which wir had closed, although it had
not paid its bills, some time before my birth He enacted
the part of squireen, I have been told, creditably enough 1n
a village belonging either to the counly of Leicester,
Notungham, or Rutland Sir Andrew Aguccheek observes
as one of his sentimental remembrances, tha! he also at
one period of his lile had been ‘‘adored™ *'1 was adorel
once,” says the knight, seeming to acknowledge that he
was not adored then But the squireen was ‘‘adorea”
in a hmited way to the last Tihis fading represeriative
of a crusading house dcclined gradually into the oracle
of the bar at the Red Lion, and was adored by two pervrns
at ihe least (not counting himselfy—~viz , the landlord, and
occasionally the waiter Murtgages had eafen up the
[ast vestiges of the old territorial wrecks, and with his
death a new era commenced for« this historical famuly,
which now (as if expressly to irritate its ambition) finds
ttself distributed amongst three mighty nat-ons—France,
Amenca, and England—and precisely those three that are
usually regarded as the leaders of civilisztion *

¢ The omssion of the De, as an addition leclung bettgr at a tournament than
an 1n indorsement on a bill of exchange began, ax to many hundreds of Fnghsh
names, full three hundred years 1o Many Eng lish families have disuserd this
affix simply frem indolence  As to the teniminal vamations, ¢y cie, cey those
belong, as natural and mevitable exponents of a transitional condition to the
unsettled apeling that characterisen the early otag-u of lterature m all
countries alike "
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BARBARA LEWTHWAITE —Page 277

Already Barbara Lewthwaite had contributed to the com-
position of two impressive pictures first, in her infancy,
with her pet lamb, under the evening shadows of the
mighty Fairfield, %econdly. in her girlhood, with the
turtafed Malay and the little cottage child But subse.
quently, when a young woman, she entered unconsciously
into the composition of another picture even more remem-
berable, suggesting great names, connected with the
greatest of themes, the names being those of Plato, and,
m this instance at least, of a mightier than Plato—viz,
Willlam Wordsworth, and the theme concerned being
that problem which, measured by its interest to man, by
its dependencies, by the infinite jewel staked upon the
verdict, we should all confess to be the most solemn and
heart-shaling that 1s hung out by golden chains from the
heaven of heavens to human invesugation—viz , Is the

irit of mam numbered amongst things naturally perish-
Rle? The doctrine of our own Dodwell (a most orthodox

n) was that natu;ally and per se it was perishable,
but that by supernatural endowment it was made immortal
Apparently the ancient oracles of the Hebrew literature had

vall and everywhere assumed the soul’s natural mortakity
Tie syngle passage in Job that seemed to look in the
counter direction has lotg since recetved an interpretation
painfully alien from such asmeaning, not t¢ mention that
the same objection would apply to this passage, if read
into a Christian senseP as apphies to the ndiculous inter-
polation 1n Josephus describing Chiist’s personal appear-
ance—viz , Once suppose 1t genune, and why were there
not myrigds of other passiges in the same key ? Imagine,
for a moment, the writer so pcnctrated with premature
Chnstian views, by what inexplicable rigour of abstinence
had he forbornedo meet ten thousand calls, at other turns
of his work, for sinular utterances of Chiistian sentiment?
It must not be supposed that the objections to ths
Christian ntergretation of Job rest solely with German
scholars Colen&ge,’ one of the most devout and evan.
gelical amongst modern tleologians, took the same view,
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and has expressea it with decision But Job 1s of shght
importance in comparnison with Moses Now Warl.urton,
i s well-known argument, held not only that Moses
did (as a fact) assume the miortality of the soul, but that,
as a necessity, he did so, since upon this assumption rests
the weightiest argument for his own divine nussion  That
Moses could dispense with a support which Warburton
fancied all other legislators had needed and postulated,
argued, 1n the bishop’s opinion, a v¥.arious support—a
secret and divine support This extreme view wyl{. be
rejected, perhaps, by most people  But, in the meantime,
the very eustence of such a sect as the Sadducees proves
sufficientlv that no positive affirmation of the soul’s
immortality could have been accredited amongst the
Hebrew nation as a Mosaic doctrine The nise of a
counter sect, the Pharisees, occurred in later days, clearly
under a principle of ‘“development” applied to old tradi-
tions current among the Jews It was not alleged as
a Mosaic doctrine, but as something deducible from tradi-
tions countenanced by Moses From Hebrew hiterature,
therefore, no help 1s to be looked for on this great question
Pagan literature first of all furmshes any response upon
it favourable to human yearmings But, unhappily, thé
main argument upon wluch the sophist in the Pheads
relies 1s a pure seholastic conundrurh, baseless and puerife
The homogeneity of human consciousness, upon Which
1s made to rest its indestructibility, 1s not established or
made probable by any plausible logic  If we should figure
to ourselves some mighty angel:mounting guard upon
human interests twenty-three senturies ago, tiis tutelary
spirit would have smiled denisively upon the advent and
the departure of Plato At leng‘h, ounce again, after
many centuries, was heard the clarion of immortality—
not as of any preternatural gift, but as # natural preroga-
tive of the human spint  Tius time the angel would
have paused and hearkened The augursss for iminortality
which Wordsworth drew from 1indications running along
the line of daily human experience were twn,

The first was 1nvolved in the exquisite Iittle poem of
We are Seven The authentic voice, said Wordsworth,
which affirmed hife as a necessity inalienable from man’s
consciousness was a revelation throughe the lips of child-
hood Life in its torrent fullness — that 18, life in 1ts
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earhestVstage—Yffirmed 1itself, whereas the voice which
whispefgd doubts was an advenutious and secondary
voice consequent upon an earlhly experience The child
in thus hittle poem 1s unable to admit the thought of
death, thogh, 1In compliance with custom, she uses the
words ;

The first that died was hittle Jane:
In bed&he moaning lay,

Tl God released her from her pai ;
And then she went away

The graves of sher brother and sister she is so far from
regarding as any argument of their having died, that
she supposes the stranger simply to doubt her stalement,
and she reiterates her assertion of their graves as lying
in the churchyard, in order to prove lhat they were
living:

¢ Their graves are green, they may be seen,”
The httle maid rephed,
¥ Ty elve steps or more from my mother s door,
And they are side by side.
And often after sunset, sir,
When it 1s Ight and fair,
[ take my lttle porringer,
And eat my supper there
Mv stockings there I pfien knit,
My kerchuef there I'hem ,
Aqd there upon Pheir graves I sit—
sit, and sing to them "’

The other argument ®as developed In the sublime Ode
upon the Intimatigns of Immortalily, etc  Man 1 his
infancy stood ®earest (so much was malter of lact) to the
unseen wgrld of the Infimte  What voices he heard most
frequently, murm#ting thiough the cells of his infantine
brain, were echoes of the great realities which, as a
new-born nfant,®he had just quitted Hanging upon
lis mother’s breast, he heard dim prolongalions of a
music which belonged to a life ever more and more
receding into a gdistgnce buried in clouds and vapours.
Man's orent, in ®hith lie the fountains of the dawn,
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must be sought for in that Eden of infancy whish first
received him as a traveller emerging from a: world
now daily becoming more distant And it 1s a great
argument of the divine splendour investing man's ndtural
home that the heavenly hights which burntd 1in lus
morning grow fainter and fainter as he ‘‘travels farther
from the East ”

The little Carnarvonshire child in We are Seven, who 1s
represented as repelling the idca of deatn under an absolute
inability to recewve 1t, had completed her eightk year,., But
this nught be an ambitious exaggeration, such as aspinng
female children are generally disposed to pracuse Itas
moreprobable that she nught be in the currency of hereighth
year. Naturally we must not exact from Worasworth
any pedantic rigour of accuracy in such a case, but
assuredly we have a right to presume that lus principle,
if tenable at all, must apply to all chuldien below the
age of fivre. However, 1 will say four 1i that case the
following anecdote seems to impeach the philosophuc truth
of this doctrine. 1 give the mcmorandum as it was drawn
up by myself at the ume —

My second child, but eldest daughter, little M——, 1s
between two and three weeks less than two jears old,
and from the day of her b rth she has been uniforinly
attended by Barbara Lewthwaite’ We are now mn the
first days of June, but, about three weeks suice, ' conse-
quently wn the earlier half of My, some one of our
neighbours gave to M & lttle bird 1 am no great
ormithologist. *‘Pahaps only a tenth-rate one,” says
some too flattering reader @, dear, no, notiting near 1t
[ fear, no more than a groth rater Consequently, I cannot
ornithologically describe or clatsify the bird  But I
believe that it belonged to the family of finches—either
a goldfinch, bullfinch, or at least sonetlung ending 1n
inch  The present was less splendid than at first 1t
seemed For the bird was wounded, though' not in a
way that made the wound apparent, and too sensibly
as the evening wore away it drooped. , None of us knew
what medical treatment to suggest, and all that occurred
was to place it with free access to bud-seed and water
At length sunset arnived, which was the signal for M——'s
departure to bed. She came, thern:iore,' as usual to me,
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ordin irgyoutine of praveiw-wviz, first, the Lord’s Prayer,

and finally*the four following lines (v Roman Catholic
bequest to the children of Northern Englind) —

threw rgr arms round my neck, and went through her

Holy * Jesus, meek and muld,
Look on me, 4 lhttle chald

Pity oy simpliaity ,

Gran? that | may come to Thee

M , 8s she was mowving off to bed, whispered to me that
I was to ‘“mend” the bird with ‘‘yoddonum ” Having
always. seen e taking laudanum, and for the purpose
(as she was told) of growing better in health, reasonably
it struck her that the little bird would ymprove under the
same regimen For ler sausfaction, I placed a little
diluted Jaudanum near to the bird, and she then departed
to bed, though with uneasy looks reverting to her sick
little pet  Occupied with some point of study, it happened
that I sat up through the whole night and long before
seven o'clock 1n the morning she had summoned Barbara
tp dress hem and soon I heard the impatient little foot
upeccendmg the stairs to my study I had such a Jesuitical
bl tin ready, by waygof a report upon the bird's health,
ag myght not seem aksolutely despairing, though not too
dangerously sanguine And, as the mormng was one of
heavenly splendour, I propgsed that we should improve
the bigd’s chances by talung® it out-of-doors 1nto the httle
orchard at the foot of® Fairfield—our loftiest Grasmere
mountain  Thither moved &t once Barbar. Lewthwaite,
httle M. , myself, and the poor languishing bud By
that time 1n M1y, 1n afy far southern coun
birds would be geasing to sing, but ndt so W)
dilatory peopie 1n Westmoreland Suddeﬂly,'_a.{

stood argund the hitle perch on which the bxrdjh&
one thnilling soy, louder than the rq.sf, aroge front (

neighbourtug hedge Immediaiely the bird’s eyg, previdysly |
dull, kinaled 1n@ momentary fire, the bird irfoge op itd
pﬂrch.)w;-;led for an instant, seemed to be;;épamﬁnt

v

£
AT ¢su — Thm was a Judicious correchion  mtrodeaggd
:r\:.llw:::;hj Qrign ‘Py 1he traditrol line had stood—* (rentle Jesud,
d mid’ But \ 'u? swor, offended by the wdle_steration of one wgh 1n
words, gentle, meek, mild, eorre:t* the text nto Holy K
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its wings, made one aspiring movement upwaids, in
doing so fell back, and in another moment waV dead
Too certainly and apparently all these -=.ransitions
symbohcally interpreted themselves, and to all of us alike,
the proof of which was that man, woman, and child
spontaneously shed tears a weakness, perhaps, but more
natural under the regular processional evolution of the
scenical stages than when simply read as a narrative

for too evident 1t was, to one and all of us, without needing
to communicate by words, wkat vision had revealed vself
to all alike—to the child under two years old, not less than
to the adults too evident it was that, on this magnificent
May morning, there had been exhibited, as on the stage
of a theatre—there had passed before the eyes of us all
—passed, and was finished—the everlasting mystery of
death ! It seemed to me that httle M——, by her sudden
burst of tears, must have read tlus saddest of truths—
must have felt that the bird's fate was sealed ~nut less
clearly than Barbara or myself


















