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vi PREFACE.

aim or interest to serve than the gratification of a gene-
rous impulse. But the ;m;re honour . of an intellectual
intercourse with some of the figest spirits of tile age is a
fair subject of self-congratulation ; and after every allow-
ance shall be made for the warmth of compliment, I cannot
help feeling that enough of commendation wi'l remain to
permit of my pleasing myself with the hope, that there
may be something in the following pages not wholly un-
worthy of perusal. ..

Divided as 1 am., by such a dreary distance, from all
personal association with the many gifted natures with
whom I should be proud and delighted fo be more inti-
mately acquainted, it is a sopeee of unspeakable gratifica-
tion to me in this state of exile, that I am still able to
continue even so imperfect an iuterch'angc of thought and
sentiment as is afforded by epistolary converse; and
whatever may be the fate of my humble literary efforts, 1
must always rejoice that they have met the indulgent eye
of the persons to whom I venture to allude—that they have
incr'euscd the list of my friends both here and in England,—
and that they have whiled away many a weary hour with
an innocent amusenwnt.

A comparison of the present edition with thé first would
show that there are numerous® additional verses and pm;e
papers included in the one that were npt inserted in the
other, and that there is scarcely a single cssay Which is

not in some degree enlarged, ang I trust improved.
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ON LITERARY FAME AND LITERARY PURSUITS.

Taere is nothing more captivating than literary fame; and
there arc few men, who could resist its fascination if they
thought it within their reach. It inflames the heart with a deli-
cious poison. It excites a feverish thirst of pruis"e that grows
with what it feeds on, and too often destroys that healthy and
tranquil tone of mind which is essential to genuine happi-
ness.  Of all human glory, it is the lcast allicd to ““a sober
certainty” of enjoyment. It is gencrally attended with wild
inquictudes, and a morbid sensibility to the strokes of fate and
the mutabilitics of opinion.  The mariner, who trusts his life and
fortunes to the treacherous ocean, regards not the varying winds
of heaven with an anxiety so intense, a= that with which the poet
listens to the fickle voice of popular applause. The fame ‘of the
warrior occasions a comparatively temperate excitement. His
excrtions arc chicfly physical ; his achievements arc palpable and
defined ; hid honours are certain and immediate.  All classes of
men may judge with accuracy and precision of strength and
courage, of victory or- defeat. A gallant action is as warmly
nﬂpmud.cd and as fully appreciated by the artisan as by the sol-
dicr. Even the rcputation of the statesman, though accompa-
nied with greater care and perplexity of mind than the triumphs
of the hero, is more open to general comprehension, and is less
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2 ON LITERARY FAME

connected with the profound and subtle workings of the soul
than the glorv of the poet. -The claims of litcrary genius
are so shadowy and cquivocal, so raluctantly ack‘nowledged. by
those best able to decide upon their truth, and so exposed
to the misapprchensions of ignorance, and the wilful injustice
of jealousy or caprice, that, as Pope feelingly observes, ‘‘the
life of a wit is a warfare upon carth.” To add to the bitter-
ness of his thisfortunes, the man of letters is of all men
the least capable of hattling with the world, and of supporting
his influencc by cxtraneous means. If his intcllectual preten-
sions be disputed, he' is hell;le.ss and forlorn. He véntures his
whole cargo of earthly hopes ie the frail bark of fame, and a
wreck ruins him for ever. 1llis habits of mind are incapable of
change, and render him unfit for a ncw pm‘suit: Even when he
is most succ;ssful, the public fgste is «o capricious and uncertain
that he cannot, like the miser, count and hoard his acquisitions.
No man can calculate the precise extent of his reputation. He
cannot enter it into a ledger, an(! exult in his daily gains. The
opinions of mankind arc more variable and less casily understood
than the state of trade. The pilgrim to Fame’s distant temple
pursues a doubtful path, and is *now in glimmer and now in
gloom.” He is like one who struggles through subterrancan
passages, and catches but occasional glimpses of the external
light. Even when he gains the end of a perplexing path, and
¢merges into the full. blaze of day, though dazzled for a while
with excess of light, the freshness of the glory too quickly fades,
and he pants again for new excitements. He has* neither con-
tentment nor repose. His wishes are boundless; his cares pcr-
petual. He has a craving void in his heart that no glory can
fill. The attempt to satisfy his desires is like pouring wate. ifito
a broken vessel.  The more he has the more he covets. His
greatest gains are small in comparisbn to his hopes, that are like
hollow things, enly swelled the more by cvery breath of praise.
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To be happy, therefore, he should effect that almost impossible
triumph——_a triumph over his ewn restless aspirations. “ The
man who would be truly rich,”’ say Seneca, ‘‘must not enlarge
his fortune, but lessen his appetite.”

But even the painful difficulties of tbe pursuit of fame, and
the unquenchable,thirst for additional glory, are exceeded by
the cares altending its possession. The fear of losing it, and
the anxious charge of its preservation, kecp the &pirits in that
eternal flutter and agitation, which joined to the effect of impas-
sioned thought and a sedentary life often wears away the stoutest
corporeal oframe, and induces thut®pitiable statc of nervousness
and hypochondriasis so common amongst literary men. The
clay tenement of a fiery soul is speedily destroyed.

It is unneces®ary to explain in this place the reciprocal influ-
ence of mind and matter; for that reader must be dull indeed
who should require an illustration of a fact so obvious ; and yet
many students of medicine are apt to overlook it in their prac-
tice, while they readily assent to it as a theory. M. Tissot, the
celebrated French physician, (the friend of Zimmermanr,) has
left a work on the diseases of literary men of so philosophical
and interesting a nature that it is surprising it should be so little
known. An English translation was indeed published, many
years ago, but it was never a popular work, and is now, I
believe, extremcly rare. It abounds with illustrations of the
terrible cffects of too much thought and cmotion both on mind
and body. The toils and anxieties of literaturc, connected with
the peculiar, sensibilities of genius, but too often end in insanity
or death. Sternc has remarxed, that “the way to fame, like
the way to heaven, iy through much tribulation.” The witty
Smdllet, though a popular writer, has acknowledged the incre-
dible labour and chztgrin” of authorship. He once fell for half
a year, into that state of exhaustion which is called a Coma Vigil,
an affection of the brain produced by too much «nental exertion,

B 2



4 ON LITERARY FAME

in which the faculties arc in a state of stupor, and all external
objects arc as indistinct as in a dream.  'We lcarn from Spence, that
Pope paid a similar penalty for over study ; until hewas at last re-
stored to health by the advice of Dr. Ratcliffe and the friendly
attentions of the Abbé Southcot. Many an immortal work that
is a source of exquisite enjoymecut to mankind has been written
with the blood of the author—at the expense of his happincss
and of his life® KEven the most jocuse productions have been
composcd with a wounded spirit. Cowper’s humorous ballad of
Gilpin was written in a state of despondency that bordered upon
madness. [ wonder,?” says thé poct, in a letter to Mr. New-
ton, “ that a sportive thought should ever knock at the door
of my intelleets, and still more that it should gain admittance.
It is as if Harlequin should intrude *himself mto the gloomy
chamber whete a corpse is deposited in state.”  In a late num-
ber of the Quarterly Review it was justly observed, that * our
very greatest wits have not been men of 'a gay and vivacious
disposition.  Of Butler’s private ‘llistory, nothing remains bhut
the record of his miserics, and Swift was never known to smile.”
Lord Byron, who was irritable and unhappy, wrote some of the
most amusing stanzas of Don Juan in his dreariest moods. In
fact, the cheerfulness of an author’s style is always but a doubtful
indication of the screnity of his heart.

The confessions of genius exhibit such pictures of misery and
despair, as would appal the most ardent candidate for literary
distinction, if it were lnot for that universal scli-delusion which
leads every man to anticipate some peculiar happiness of fortune,
that may enable him to grasp the thorn-covered wreath of fame
without incurring those festering woundss which have galled his
predecessors or his rivals.  The profession of authorship is zaéte
injurious even to corporeal health than the labours of the artisan,
and is utterly inconsistent with tranduillity of mind. It induces
an internal feves, and a glorious but fatal deliriam. The seduc-
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tive eloquence of Rousseau seems to gush from his heart like
the swect gum from a wounded tree.  In the highly interesting
pages of the *clder D'lsracli, amongst many other illustrative
anecdotes of a similar nature, are the following touching examples
of the effect upon the mind and body of too wuch literary care and
labour :—** Alfieri gomposed hi~ impassioned works in a paroxysm
of enthysiasth and with floodx of tears. * When T apply with atten-
tion,” says Mectastasio, *the nerves of my sensoriufh are put into
a violent tumult ; I grow red as a drunkard, and am compelled to
quit my work.” Beattic dured not correct the proofs of his Essay
on Truth, kecause he anticipated a®rcturn of ¢hat fearful agitation of
the spirits which he had felt in ity composition.  Tasso, perplex-
cd by his own fears and the conflicting criticisms of his friends,
was anxious to Precipitate the publication of his work, that he
might be  delivered .fmm his aggny.’ Dryden, it a letter to
his bookseller, in alluding to the illness of his son, pathetically
observes, “1If it please God that / must die of over-study, I can-
not spend my life better than in preserving his.”  Cowley, “the
melancholy Cowley,” for thus ile styles himself, confesses in one
of his prefaces, how much he repents the sin (;f rthyme; and
<if 1 had a son,” says he, ‘inclined by nature to the same
folly, I belicve I should bind him from it by the strictest conju-
rations of @ paternal blessing.’”

Few literary men would wish their children to inherit their
profession.  Lord Byron, in his peculiar half-comic, half-scrious
style, expresses his regret, that he had become an author, « If
I have a wife,” says he, (sce his journal of 1814,) ‘“and that
wife has a son—by any body—-l will bring up mine heir in the
most anli-poctical way—make him a lawyer, or a pirate, or—any
thing But if he writes too, I shall be sure he is none of mine,
and cut him off with a Bank token.” The writer of this article
was once with William ITazltt, when he received a letter from his
son ;—1I inquired if he would wish him to follows in his father’s
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steps—*“ Oh! God forbid it!” was the quick and passionate
reply. In anote to one of his Fssays, he bitterly exclaims, ““ I am
sick of this trade of authorship.'.’ Ds. Johnson, in the midst of
all his fame, fclt the miseries of a literary life, and sighed for the
consolations of private friendship. ~While his name and his
productions were the topics. of general conversation, he shuddered
at his “ gloom of solitude,” and in writing to Mrs. Thrale, he
makes a touchlng appeal to her sympathy and tenderness: I
want every comfort : my life is very solitary and very cheerless.
Let me know that L have yet a friend—Ilet us be kind to one
another.” There is a querulods melancholy in the prefaces of
‘Wordsworth that shews too clearly the statc of his heart. The
greatest of living poets has found that the wasps of criticism can
destroy his repose, and that the negleet or ridfcule even of the
vulgar crowll is not always to be borne .with a magnanimous
indifference.

Literary pursuits and literary distinctions are often fatal to
domestic pleasures and attachments. They render men less
capable of entering cordially into those amusements that interest
the mass of their fellow creatures, and often excite in their
associates a bitter jealousy and an uneasy sense of inferiority.
Some in the author see only the man, and wonder at the admira-
tion of the world; while others in the man sec only the author,
and cease to regard him as a social being of the same nature with
themselves. An author’s station in socicty is always ambiguous,
and liable to endless misapprehensions ; he is like a stranger in a
foreign land; he is iz the crowd, but not of it. When his
claims are too obvious to be disputed, the humble are alarmed «at
that superior intellectual power for which the vain and envious
hate him. He is neither at his ease himself; nor are those abovut
him. The jealous and the curious surround ‘'him like enemies and
spies, and keep him ever on his guird. He can pleasc no one.

Some who are willing to admire, so raise their expectations of his
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greatness, that he is sure to disappoint them ; and the more he
shines, the, more he wounds the" self-love of others. Iven the
most generous admiration 4s not of long endurance, but soon
flags without repeated stimulants. If the literary man docs not
excel himself—if every new work is not superior to the last—his
friends are disappointed, and his enemies triumphant. Even the
grcatest.glorry can hardly make a man indificrent to the ceascless
hostilities which it so inevitably excites. Envy and’detraction are
fierce and indefatigable adversaries, whom nothing but the down-
fall of the object of their wrath can entircly appease.  The happi-
ness of an'ambitious author is at ‘the mercy of his meanest foes.
“ Oh! that mine enemy had wriften a book,” is a wish that has

entered many a malignant bosom.

« Who pants for glory finds butshort repose,
A breath 1evives him, or & breath o’erthrows.”

A hostile criticism, however false or ignorant, often leaves an
immedicable wound in the breast of genius. The tender and ima-
ginative Keats was crushed b.y the rude hand of Gifford, and
perished like a flower in a foreign land. The u'nhappy Kirke
White never cntircly overcame the shock of an unfavourable
critique on his tirst productions. One bitter censure outweighs a
thousand eulogics.

‘What with the jcalousy of some men, the ignorance of others,
and the capriciousness of public opinion, he who rests his whole
happiness on literary fame must prepare himself for the life
of a slave or the death of & martyr. And yet with all these
fearful drawbacks, there is something so inexpressibly charming
in literary pursuits and the glory thut attends them, that no
mafiewho has once'fairly enrolled himself in the fraternity of
authors, can relinqui;h his pen without reluctance and retire into
ordinary life.  After the inttnse excitement of his peculiar hopes
and labours, all other objects and employments appear ** weary,
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.
stale, flat, and unprofitable.” Cowper quotes with a concurrence
of sentiment the remark of Caraccioli, that * there is something
bewitching in authorship, and that he who has once written
will write again.”  * Who shall say,” exclaims Bulwer, in his
elogquent and interesting ‘¢ Conversations with an ambitious
Student in ill health,” ““whether Rousseau breathing forth his
reverics, or Byron tracing the pilgrimage of Childe, Harold,
did not more powerfully feel the glory of the task, than the
sorrow it was to immortalize ? Must they not have been exalted
with an almost divine gladness, by the beauty of their own ideas,
the melody of their otm murmuts, the wonders of their own art ?”
Dr. Johnson, with a truth and nature suggested by his own
experience, attributes a similar fecling to the unhappy Prince
of Abyssinia. Rassclas uttercd his wepinings’ with a plaintive
voiee, “vet' with a look that discovered him to feel some com-
placence in his own perspicacity, and to reccive some solace of
the miseries of life, from a consciousness of the delicacy with
which he felt, and the cloquence with which he bewailed them.”

The clear n.nd permanent impréssion of the mind on a printed
page is admirably adapted to the gratification ol human pride.
The author sces the image of his soul to the hest advantage, and
almost wonders at his own perfections.  No youthful beauty
contemplates her mirrored figure with more delight.

“"Tis pleasant sure to see one’s sell m prmy !

Ile who bhas once passed into a book, while he exults in his own
mental portrait, thus fixed as it were beyond the reach of fate,
luxuriates in the anticipated admiration of the world. The
printer’s types are far more potent than the painter’s pencil. The
former represent the various movements of the mind—the latter
gives the mere external frame, in one a.t‘titudc and with“one
expression.  There is additional pride in the consciousness, that
in the production of the intellectual® image the printer is subser-
vient to the awthor’s will, while we arc necessarily as passive as
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his canvass in the painter’s hands. Our features are entirely at
his mercy. We do not share .the merit of his performance,

though the subject is our own*.

We nced not be surprised that cven monarchs have been
smitten with literary ambition, for satiated with the casy and
vulgar influence of .adventitious advantages, they naturally desire
a specieg of power more personal and intrinsic, as well as more
permanent and extensive. A great author has a wider kingdom
and a longer reign than any sovereign upon earth. Shakespeare
and Milton would scarccly have cxchanged places with the
proudest worldly potentates. Thé sun-lit pinnacles of Parnassus

are more glorious than a gilded chair.

No man has so exalted an opinion of his own profession as an
author. * Such } superiovity,” says Hume, *“ do the pursuits
of literaturc possess over every other occupation, tnat even he
who attains but a mc;liocrity in thlem, merits the pre-eminence
above those that exocel the most in the common and vulgar
professions.” “ An author,” says Cowper, “ is an important
character. Whatever his merits may be, the mere circumstance
of authorship warrants his approach to persons, whom otherwise

* There is one advantaze, however, in painting over printing, which is,
that the productions of the artist are regarded with a deeper feeling of per-
sonal interest than those of the author: because there 1~ no agent, hke the
printer, between the artist and his admirer. The work comes more directly
from the man of genius himself, and the possession of it is more exclusive.
Thete is something inexpressibly moving and dehghtful in the thought that
the precious treasure is your own, and not the world’s, and that it was literally
and solely the work of the artist’s fleshly yet inspired hand. We gaze at and
touch the identical canvass on which that hand (perhaps long since mingled
with the dust) once strenuously laboured, while we seem to hold direct conmu-
nidh with a being whose earthly glory 1s almost as imperichable as his spiritual
cxistence. We drink 1n the loveliness of the same scenery that enchanted the
paintcr's eye. We share in lds enjoyment.

" personal interest in an original painting in some respects resembles,
though 1t far exceeds, that which is excited by a celebrated person’s autograph.
But though a great author’s manuscript may be lighly interesting, it is of
course in every sense less precions than a moble pamting. A handwnting,
though often in some degree characteristic of the writer’s mind, can never be
s0 essentially connected with genius as the work of a painter.

c
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perhaps he could hardly address without being deemed imper-
tinent.”” It is this proud feelmg, linked to the hope of fame,
that makes many an unhappy author persist so pasulonately in his
favorite studies, amidst innumerable privations and inquietudes.
* I know,” says Drummond,

¢ That all the Muse’s heavenly lays
By toil of spirit are so dearly bought.”
.

But this diﬁ‘ic;llty and labour, as he himself confesses, in no
degree restrained his ardour of composition. [t is said that
Milton would not desist from his literary avocations, though
warned by his physicians of the certain loss of his .’sight. He
preferred his fame to his comfoft.

To crcate those mighty works that are meapt for an immor-
tality on egrth is an object of exultuti‘un. compared to which, the
dignities and triumphs of Mings and coaquerors would seem
valueless and vulgar. It is a proud and glorious thing, and may
elevate our conceptions of the spiritual i)art of our nature, to
know that the wealth of even ong happy hour’s inspiration may
circulate, like.a vein of gold, through the various strata of socicty,
and enrich remotest ages!  liven the utter extinction of his mortal
being is an event of comparative indifference to the impassioned
poct, who inflames his cager soul with the hope of a never-dying
name, and the exalting thought, that he may stir the vast sea of
human hearts, when the crowd of his contemporarics shall be
utterly forgotten, and his own material frame shall have long
mouldered in the grave. It is an aspiration of this glorious nature
that swells the breast of Wordsworth, when he fervently exclaims ;

«¢ Blessings be with them—and eternal praise,
Who gave us nobler loves and nobler ruares—
The poets, who on earth have made us heirs,
Of truth and pure delight by heavenly lays !
Ob! might my name Le numbered amony theirs,
Then gladly would I end my mortal days!”
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It is 2 mournful reflection that the poet’s laurel is often steeped
in tears, ar_xd that it acquires its richest bloom upon his grave.
And yet if a great poct cquld a;nticipate his future fame, and
enjoy itsfull influence and maturity in his life-time, his lot would
perhaps be too dazzling for humanity to bear. If the mighty
Milton could revisit the scenes of his carthly pilgrimage, glori-
fied by his halo of eternal fame, he would be almost worshipped
as a god. Mankind would prostrate themselves dt his fect.

There is something so ethercal in the associations connected
with poetic fame, that a personal intercourse with the bard himself
is usually attended with surprise afid ‘disappdintment. 'We forget
the vast difference hetween mind, and matter—the jewel and the
casket. The mortal frame seems to dwarf the spirit. We sce
the soul dimly fhrough so gross a medium. Authors, unlike
other objects, grow larger as they recede into the diftance ; and
their knowledge of haman nature ought to suggest to them the
impradence of too near an approach to the common crowd.
Their books are far more imposing than their persons. Fame is
a complete abstraction, and eveh great men should remember the
vulgar proverb, that ‘ familiarity breeds contempt.” We ordinarily
observe, that if an author be more loved in his private circle than
by the world, he is also less admired. The friends and associates
of a man of genius are generally amongst the last to discover his
intellectual greatness, and are usually surprised at his influence
with the pcblic, whicli they attribute to somc unaccountuble
delusion. In private life the poet is not always poetical, nor the
philosopher wise. In fact, the intense excitement of their intel-
leotun! habits renders them proportionably nerveless and relaxed
in their dowmestic and social hours. They appear to a manifest
diswlgantage in society, because, while others abandon thejr
whole being to moré transient intercsts and less refined enjoy-
ments, and concentrating suah energies as they may possess upon
the things about them, appcar keen and animated, the man of

c 2
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genius, wearicd perhaps by the secret toil of thought, cannot
wholly disengage his mind from the higher asplratlons which
still haunt and agitate it llke a remembered "dream. He is
compelled from the fear of ridicule or misapprehension.to check
the natural workings of his mind, to avoid his dearest and most
familiar topics, and to assume an air of interest in matters respect-
ing which he is in reulity indifferent. As in sociéty he acts an
uncongenial part, he is awkward and restrained, and cannot be
expected to exhibit the same easc and vivacity as those who riot
in their own proper clement, and give expression to the genuine
dictates of their heavts. If i$ only when men of genius meet
with kindred spirits—when mind mects mind in sparkling collision,
that their vast superiority to the crowd becomes marked and
obvious, ‘ ‘

The conversation of lltcrur! men, though it may turn on their
favorite subjects, is not exclusive or prq/esswnal It usually in-
volves the universal interests of humanity ;, and all intclligent per-
sons, of whatever class, who have studied external nature, or the
human heart, or have indulged in contemplations upon the
mysteries of our being, may listen to literary men with sym-
pathy and delight. They are not only accustomed to give a
higher tone to their conversation, and to choose topics of more
general interest than are introduced into ordinary society, but
their habit of composition facilitates the perspicuous arrangcment
and cxpression of their ideas, and guards them from the ambi-
guity and the want of method which in the case of less practised
thinkers often destroy the cffect of the most important com-
munications. [n addition to this logical order of ideas and
transparency of diction, which are chayacteristic of literary con-
versation, it is usually impregnated with ‘a spirit and fevour
that would seem utterly inconsistent with the frigidity of com-
mon intercourse. They who havt once been accustomed to

«% Such celestial colloquies sublime”
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find it impossible to reconcile themselves to the vulgar truisms
and smooth inanities of fashmnable talkers, amongst whom a new
thought or a pleasant pargdox is as startling as a rocket, and
interrupts their general harmony and their placid self-satisfac-
tion. Literary men, therefore, are not fitted for society, nor
society for them. «Both parties arc rendered uneasy by the con-
nection, and the more the former confine themselves to the
company of their own class, the better for themselves and for
the world. The disrespect which so often attends the personal
presence of an author may interfere with the influence of his
works.  #lis associates rarely look upon ‘his published labours
with that reverence which they gxcite in strangers.

This is the reason why literature is so little regarded in our
“ City of Palacés*.” There is no such thing as fame in a small
community. Men cannot casily imagine that thost with whom
they associate fumllmrly arc much greater than themsclves.
When they see so much in the literary man that is common to
all, and can only discover his superiority by an effort of abstrac-
tion, or by a refercnce to his v‘vritings, they soon cease to regard
him with any peculiar interest. If they admire his works, it is
usually with astonislnent that any thing so remarkable should
proceed from so ordinary a source ; but generally speaking, as T
have already observed, the disrespect to his person is transferred
to his productions.

In a vast city like that of London, the humblest literary man
may acquire more real fame, however limited, than cun be obtain-
ed in Calcutta by the most successful author. Jn England, when
a’man’s productions are once familiar to the public, there is a
vague and undefinable magic in his name that renders him an
objcet of interest td his fellow-men.  His person is shrouded in
impenctiable obscuri.ty, and they only catch his voice from out

Calcutta,
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the gloom. But in the metropolis of British India there is no
public—no mystery—no fame s—the poet seems as prosaic as the
coarsest utilitarian, and the man of letters has no more influence
than the merchant’s clerk. .

It is imagined by some, that the lover of fame is so voracious of
praise, that he is indifferent to its quality. Fhis is not the case.
The smiles of vulgar patronage, or the blunderingl eulpgies of
ignorance, are always offensive and disgusting. * I love praise,”
says Cowper in one of his letters, * from the judicious, and those
who have so much dclicacy themselves as not to offend mine.”
The applausc of men’ who are' themselves eminent in literature
often thrills an ambitious auther with that inexpressible delight
which can never be occasioned by the adulation of common minds.
When Lord Byron’s high opinion of Sheridan’s'powers was com-
municated to that wild but =enaltnc g‘cmuq he burst into a flood
of tears. llis joy mupowcred him, and ‘was far too intense to
find relief in words*, ‘

They who analyze their own feclings and the feclings of
others, soon discover, that with vhrious modifications, that mys-
terious Jaw of our nature, which urges us to look even beyond
the grave and anticipate the future, operates alike on all men.
The love of fame still haunts us to the last.

¢ T en in our ashies live their wonted fivest.””

* See Lord Byron’s Journal, published in Moote’s Life of the Noble Por .

t ““A power above us hath iustincted in the minds of all men an ardont
appetition of a lasting fame.  Desiie of glory is the last garment that even wise
men lay aside.”—Feltham’s Resolves.

There 1s a good passage on thus subject in Fitzosboine's letters. ¢ Can it.be
reasonable to extinguish a passion which nature has umiversally lighted up in
the human breast, and which we constantly find to burn with most strength
and brightness in the noblest bosoms? Accordingly Revelation is so fag, érom
endeavouring to eradicate the seed which nature has «thus deeply planted, that
she rather scems, on the contrary, to cherish and forward its growth. To be
eaalted with honour, and to be had i everlacting remembrance, are in the num-
ber of those encouragements which the Jewish dispensation offered to the
virtuous.” .
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There is scarcely a being in the world, however humble, who
does not pant for some kind of notice from his fellow-men ; and
it is in proportioh to the energy of his character and the power of
his intellect, that a man is disposed to challenge attention by
means more or less spiritual and refined. Some persons are
contented with a reputation of which the nature and limits appear
contemptjble ‘and narrow to more ardent minds, th?t would fain
extend their influence over distant countries and through succes-
sive ages. But this thirst for sympathy, and applause, and power
is so natural to all men, though infinitely varied in its intensity,
that as utter annihilation is inconceivable by the human mind,
they project their hopes of fape with their dearest human
associations beyond thcir mortal life. It is not only a regard
for the interest of Survivors, which may cause us to be solicitous
about our after-fame. Though a man were fully aware that he
should not leave a sing'le friend behind him who wonld be either
injured or distressed by a cloud upon his memory, it would
embitter his Jast hours if he thought that a stigma would attach
to his nume when hc was no 'longer living to refute it. Yet
the dull cold ear of death is no more sensible to the voice of cen-
surc than to the voice of praise.

This concern for our future reputation seems as instinctive as
our hopes of a future existence, and a continued consciousness of
earthly fame is not wholly inconsistent with our notions of happi-
nes$ hereafter. A great author may perhaps be permitted, even
in hecaven, to rejoice in that * perpetuity of praise,” which, as
Milton proudly asserts, *“ God and good men have decreed as the
reward of those whose published labours have benefitted man-
kind.” He may possibly look back upon this mortal world with
an gifiectionate greetii:g, and cherish a blameless exultation :—

“ Because on earth his name
]
In Fame’s eternal volume shines for aye !"
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OCEAN SKETCHES.

Written on the voyage to India.
I.
[» BRrREEZE AT MID-DAY.}

Tnx distant haze, like clouds of silvery dust,
Now \sparkles in the sun. The freshening breeze
‘Whitens the liquid plain ; and like a steed
‘With proud impatience fired, the glorious ship
Quick bounds’ exultant,‘and with rampant prow
Off flings the glittering foam. Around her wake,
A radiant milky way, the sea-birds weave
Their circling flight, or slowly sweeping' wide
O’er boundless ocean, graze with drooping wing
The brightly-crested waves. Each‘sudden surge,
Up-dashed, appears a momentary tree
Fringed with the hoar frost of a wintry morn ;
And then, like blossoms from a breeze-stirred bough,
The light spray strews the dcep.

How fitfully the struggling day-beams pierce
The veil of heaven !—On yon far line of light,
That like a range of breakers streaks the main,
The ocean swan—the snow-white Albatross,
Gleams like a dazzling foam-flake in the sun !'—
Gaze upward—and behold, where parted clouds
Disclose ethereal depths, its dark-hued mate
Hangs motionless on arch-resembling wings,

As though ’twere painted on the sk)."s blue vault.

Sprinkling the air, the speck-like petrels form
A living shower ! Awhile their pinions gray
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Mingle scarce-seen among the misty clouds,

Till suddenly their white breasts catch the light,
And flash like silver atars!

. 1I.

[A STORM—AT NIGHT.]

Yon cloud-drch spreads,—the black waves curl and foam
Bcnca;,th the coming tempest ;—Lo ! ’tis herc. !

The fierce insatiate winds, like demons, howl
Around the labouring bark. Her snow-white sails,
Outspread like wings of some gmantlc bird

Strdck with dismay, are ﬂuttcrmg in the gale,
And sound like far-off thunder. Now the heart
Of ocean (lumls to its profoundest depths;
The dark heavens groan,—the w11d1v ~c1ttcred clouds,
Like routed hogts, are thickly - T Tving past
The dim-discovered stars.  Up lofty hills,

Or down wide-yawning vales, the lone ship drives
A= if to swift destructim}. Still she braves,
Though rudely buffetted by tempest-fiends, .,
The clemental war.  Ah! that drcad wave,
As though some huge ~ca-monster dealt the blow,
Hath made her start and tremble !'—Yet again,
Tor onc hushed moment, with recovered power,
She proudly glides in majesty serene,

Calm as a silver cloud on summer skies,

Or yon pale moon amid the strife of heaven !

How terrible, yet glorious is the scene !

How swells the ghzer’s heart !—The mighty main
Heaves its stupendous mountains to the sky,
Their sidcs unruflled by the fretful waves

Of less terrific scas. 'The billows form

Moving Atlantic Alps, whose peaks alone *



18

OCEAN SKETCIIES.

Are shattered by the wind that hurls the foam
Adown the dreary vales. In wintry realms
The viewless pinions of the nerthern bLreeze,
Thus shake the snow-wreaths from the hoary heads
Of everlasting hills !

An awful pause —
Agair‘x the quick-reviving tempest roars .
‘With ficrcer rage '—These changes image well
The sullen calm of comfortless despair,
The restless tumult of the guilty heart !

‘ Inl.
[A cALM—AT MID-DAY.]

Now in the fervid noon the smooth bright sca
Hecaves slowly, for the wandering winds are dead
That stirred it into foam. The lonely ship
Rolls wearily, and idly flap the sails
Agaiust the creaking mast.  The Lghtest sound
Is lost not on the car, and things minute
Attract the observant eye.

The scaly tribe,
Bright-winged, that upward flash from torrid seas,
Like startled birds, now burst their glassy caves,
And glitter in the sun ; while diamond drops
From off their briny pinions fall like rain,
And leave a dimpled track.

The horizon clouds
Are motionless, and yicld fantastic forms
Of antique towers, vast \‘voo(ls and frozen lakes,
Huge rampant beasts, and giant, phantoms seen
In wildering visiuns only. ’ ~

High o’er head,
Dazzling the sight, hangs, quivering like a lark,
The silver Tiopic-bird ;—at length it flits
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Far in cerulean depths and disappears,

Save for 2 moment, when with fitful glcam

It waves its wings indight. The pale thin moon,
Her crescent floating on the azure air,

Shows like a white bark slceping on the main
‘When not a‘ripple stirs. Yon bright clouds form,
(Ridg::d as the occan sands, with spots of blug,
Like water left by the receding tide,)

A fair celestial shore !—Ilow beautiful !

The spirit of eternal peace hath thrown

A spell upon the scene ! The wide blde floor

Of the Atlantic world—a sky-girt plain—

Now looks as never more the Tempest’s tread
Would break its shinlng surface ; and the ship
Scems destined nc’er again tg brave the gale, '

Anchored for ever on the silent deep !

1v.

[sun-RisE.]
The stars have meclted in the morning air,— '
The white moon waneth dim.—The glorious sun,
Slow-rising from the cold cerulean main,
Now shoots through broken clouds his upward beams,
That kindle into day. At length his orb,
Reddening the ocean verge, with sudden blaze
Awakces a smiling world ;—the dull gray mist
Is scattered, and the sca-view opens wide!!
——— The glassy waves
® Are touched wi‘t'h joy, and dance in sparkling throngs
Around the gallant bark. The roseatc clouds
Rest on the warm horizon,—like far hills
Their radiant outlines gleam in yellow light, .
D 2
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And o’er their shadowy range a thin scud floats,
Like wreaths of smoke from far-off beacon-fircs.
.
.
"The deep blue vault iz streaked with golden bars,
Like veins in wealthy mines ; and where the rays
Of Day’s refulgent orb arc lost in air, +
In small round masscs shine the fleccy clouds,
As b;ight as snow-clad bowers when sudden gleams
Flash on the frozen earth.
Ascending high
The gorgeous' steps of Heaven, the dazzling sun
Contracts his disk, and rapidly assumes
A silver radiunce—glittering like a globe
Of diamond spars ! . :
' . V.

[stx-sET.]
Now ncar the flushed horizon brightly glows
The red dilated sun.  Around Lis path
Acrial phantoms float in liquid light,
And s'tccp(:d in beauty, momently present
Fresh forms, and strange varictics of hue,
As fair and flecting as our early drcams '—
Behold him rest on yon cloud-mountain’s peak,—
Touched with celestial fire, volcano-like,
The dazzling summit burns ;—eruptive flames
Of molten gold with ruddy lustre tinge
The western heavens, and shine with mellowed light
Through the transparent crests of countless waves !

.

The scene is changed—behind the cthereal mount =

Now fringed with light—the day-god downward spceds

His unseen way ;—yet wherc his kindling steps
Lit the blue vault, the radiant trace remains,



OCEAN SKETCILES. 21

E’en as the sacred memory of the past
Illumes lifc’s evening hour !'—Aguin! \gain!
He prouc'lly comes ! and lo ! resplendent sight !
Rursts through the cloud-formed hill, whose shattered sides
Are edged with mimic lightning !—his rcd beams
Concentrating at last in one full blaze,
Brigﬁt as a flaming bark, his fiery form
Sinks in the cold blue main'!

The golden clouds
Fade into gray—the broad cerulean tide
A &uker tint assumes. 18 restless throngs
Phosphoric glow-worms deck with living gems
The twilight wave, as Orient fire-flics gleam
In dusky groves,—or like reflected stars,
When evening zephyrs kiss the dimpled face
Of that far luke whosc crystal mirror bears
An image of mry home ! Ah those white walls, .
Now flash their silent beauty on my soul,
And, like a cheerful sun’burst on my way,
Revive a transient joy !

VI

[N1GuT.]
The day-beams slowly fade, and shadowy night,
Soft as a gradual drcam, serenely steals
Over the watery waste.  Like low-breathed strains
Of distant music on the doubtful ear,
‘When solitude and silence reign around,
The small waves gently murmar.

. Calm and pale—

A phantom of the sky—the full-orbed moon
Hath glided into sight. The glimmering stars
Now picrce the soft obscurity of heaven

In golden swarms, innumerous and bright »
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As inscct-myriads in the sunset air.
The breeze is hushed, and yet the tremulous sea,
As if by hosts of unseen spirits trod, )
Is broken into ripples, crisp and clear
As shining fragments of a frozen stream
Beneath the winter sun.  The lunar wuke
Presents to rapt imagination’s view
A pat~hway to the skies !

In such a scene
Of glory and repose, the rudest breast

Ts purc and passionless,“—the holy calm

Is breathed at once from, heaven, and sounds and thoughts

Of human strife a mockery would scem

Of Naturc’s mystic silence. Sacred dreams
Unutterable, deep, and undefined,

Now crowd upon the soul, and make us feel
An intcllectual contact with the worlds

Beyond our mortal vision.
L

VII.
[LIGHTS AND SHADOWS.]

Profusely scattered o’er the fields of air,
Float the thin clouds, whose fleecy outlines dim,
Tade, like departing dreams, from mortal sight—
So gradually with heaven’s deep blue they blend
Their paler tints.—

Now on the vessel’s deck,
Luxuriously reclined in idle case,
I mark the varied main. 'From gither side
I gaze alternate, and strange contrasts find
Of light and shade. The scene divided secms.
Sun-ward, the noon-tide rays almost o’erpower
The ocgan’s azure huc, like glittering stars
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Too richly on some regal garment wrought.—
I turn from fierce intolcrab}e light,

Andlo! the darker side a prospect shows,

Op which the dazzled eye delights to rest;

For not a sun-beam glances on the sca.

The long blue waves seem, cord-like, twisted round,

And stide away, as if by vicwless hands

Drawn slowly past. At intervals, far ofl,

A small and solitary breaker throws

A snow-wreath on the surfacc ; and I hear

A loy crisp sound, as througle the glassy plain

The gallant vesscl cuts her glorious way !
1 ]

VIII.
[sUN-SET CHANGES.]

Betold that bridé’e of clouds!

Upraised beyong, an air-wrought precipice
Appears stream-mantled,—kindled vapours form
The radiant torrent, touched with every tint
That mingles on the vest of parting day. '
Beneath that shadowy bridge the broad red sun,
Its outline undefined, continues still
The same celestial fiood, that downward dashed
Breaks into fiery foam !

That sceune is o’er—
The bill, the bridge, the stream have passed away !
The sun hath changed its hue, and now presents
A silvery globe, floating on fervid skies
That gleam like scas of g(.)ld. Its glorious disk
As if with inscet-clouds thin speckled seems,
Yet glitters on ‘the burning front of heaven,
Bright as a crystal spaY, or quivering wave

Beneath the glare of noon! .
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IX.
.
[sea-roay.] -

The breeze is gentle, vet the gliding =hip
‘Wins not her tranquil way withont a trace,
But softly stirs the surface of the seus
"Tis .plc.asant now, with vacant mind, to watch
The light foam at her side. Awhile it seems
Most like a tattered robe of stainless white,
‘Whose rents disclose a verdant vest beneath.
Then, suddenly, wild Fancy wanders home
For wintry images of snow-patched plains
That prove a partial thaw. Ten school-days dear
Return, if haply on the idle brain .
Remewbrance of the pictured map presents
The world’s irrcgular bounds of land and wave !
Nor less beguilement for the lingoring hours
Of life at sca, the backward track may yicld.
How beautiful the far seén wake appears !
Rcsp'lcndcnt as the comet’s fiery tail
In Heaven’s blue realms! Bencath the proud ship’s stern
A thousand mimic whirlpools chafe and boil,
While fitfully up-sent from lucid depths
Thick throngs of silver bubbles sparkle bright,

Like diamonds in the pale beam of the moon.
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Ah! that once more I were a careless child.
Coleridge.

a .
He plgys yet likc a young prentice the first day, and is not come to

v hus task of melancholy. .
Bishop Eurle.

Eviry thing new or young has a charm for human eyes. The
rosy lights of dawn—the spring &f the*ycar—the haunts of
our childhood—our carlicst compgnions and our first amusements,
are connccted with associations infinitely more enchanting than
all later scencs hnd objects. It is partly owing to this law
of our nature, that thc sight of children thrills and’ softens the
heart in maturer Life with such indescribable sensations of
sadness and delight.» They remind us of our swectest hours,
revive our most hallowed affections, and bring into our eyes
those tears of luxurious tenderfiess that are more precious than
springs in a sandy desert. At the pure smile of ‘childhood the
baser impulses and more sordid cares of life suddenly betray their
genuine aspects of deformity, and vanish from the heart. <A
change comes over the spirit of our dreams.”

All men of scnsibility and imagination, occasionally travel back
through the mist of dreams to the scencs of their own happy
childhood. The fondly reverted eye is charmed with images of
peace and beauty. When contrasted with these delightful retro-
spections, how dreary and barren seems our onward path ! Fvery
step that we take bat i 11;crease°~ our distance from the regions of
enclmntment. ’Tis 4 melancholy journey into unknown lands—
an cternal cxile from the home of innocence and joy. The
atmosphere of existence thitkens as we advance, and all things
assume a Sombre aspect, till at last we reach the drgad goal of our

E
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!
earthly pilgrimage, the Poison Trec of death, and are so weary
and wayworn that we even welecome its horrid silence and its
hideous shade. e

If men may dare to idolize any sublunary thing, it is & sinless
and smiling child. “ Sufler,” says Jesus Christ, “ little children to
come unto me, and forbid them not, for of such is the kingdom of
hkeaven.””  Thy author of these beautiful words wa‘s anr infant
himself, and oh, ineffable glory ! the pure light that encircled the
child, still shone around the man! It is a touching, and T hope
not ag irrcverent reflection, that he whose manhood surpassed all
human conceptlons—-he whom men believe to have been the
Deity himsclf—did not, in hisecarlicr vears, exhibit to earthly
eyes more innocence and beauty than are casily conceivable in a
human child. Could we but preserve our first purity with the
progress of our intcllectual powers, we should indeed be little
lower than the angels. The description of our first parents in
Paradisc is like a radiant vision, but I dannot hclp regarding
it, beautiful as it is, as in some degree deficient in poetical and
human interest, when [ remember that they knew not the charms
of childhood, but came abraptly, 1 had almest said unnaturally,
into mature existence unaccompanied by thosc carlier associations
which like the shadows in the golden light of evening, grow more
and more lovely as our day declines, and reflect their lingering
hues upon our latest path. Methinks that even Paradise itself
would have looked more divine, had little human chcrubim flifted
gaily over the green velvet slopes, and passed from flower
to flower, their light laughs breaking like celestial music on the
air, and their golden locks glittering in the sun. :

A lovely woman is an object irresistibly enchanting, and the
austerer grace of manhood fills the soul with a proud sensc & the
majesty of human nature; but there is son;ething far less earthly
and more inthnately allied to our holiest imaginings in the
purity of a chidd. It satisfics the most dclicate fancy and the
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severest judgment. Its happy and affectionate feelings are un-
checked by, oue.gui]cful thought, er one cold suspicion. Its little
beauteous face betrays cach®emotion of its heart, and is as trans-
parent as the silvery cloud-veil of a summer sun that shows all the
light within. It is as fearless and as innocent in its waking hours
as in its quiet slurabers. It loves every one, and smiles on all !

I have sometimes gazed upon a beautiful child with a passion
only equalled in intensity by that of youthful love. The heart at
such a time is nearly stifled with a wixed emotion of tenderness,
admiration and delight. Tt almost aches with affection. I can
fully symphthize in a mother’s d'ee[; idolatry. I love a/l Tovely
children; and have often yearngd to imprint a thousand pas-
sionate kisses upon a stranger’s child, though met perhaps but
for 2 moment in theatres or in streets, and passing from me, like
a radiant shadow, to .bc seen no more. The sudden’ appearance
of a child of extraordinary beauty comes upon the spirit like a
flash of light, and ofteh breaks up a train of mclancholy thoughts,
as é. sun-burst scatters the mist of morning.

The changing looks and attitudes of children afford a perpe-
tual feast to every cyc that has a true perception of grace and
beauty. They surpass the sweetest creations of the poet or the
painter®*.  They arc prompted by maternal Nature, who keeps an
incessant watch over her infant favorites, and directs their mi-
nutest movements, and their most evanescent thoughts. Béneath
such holy tutorage they can never crr. They throw their sleek
and pliant limbs into cvery variety of posture, and still preserve
the truc line of beauty, as surcly as a ball preserves its round-
ness. They live in an atmosphere of lovcliness, and like moving
clouds arc ever chunging their ethereal aspects, and yet always
catc® the light. E\:?n the moral defects of maturer years are

* Northeote tells us, that when Sir Joshua Reynolls desired to leain what

real grace was, he studied it in the natural movements of chilgren.

E 2
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often beautiful in childhood, and bear a different character. The
cunning of the man is innocent archness in the child. , Ignorance
in the one, is a gross and miserable condition ; in the other, it is
purity and bliss. The imperfections that arc ludicrous or offen-
sive in manhood, in infancy arc inexpressibly engaging. The
stammering bf an adult, or his mistakes in acdquiring a new lan-
guage, are wapleasing to the most friendly ear, an(i evea lower
him in some degree in his own estimation. But the first imper-
fect sounds and broken words of a child, are as sweet as the
irregular music of interrupted rivulets. They stir the heart
like magic, and impcf us as it were, in the sudden wahtonness of
affection, to shut the little rosy.portals of the cherub’s soul with
a shower of impetuous kisses. The garrulity of age is not like
the eager prattling of infancy. The child’s artless talk can never
weary us. ‘Our ears arc as tigeless as his tongue.

Timidity in manhood is degrading, but in a little child it is in-
teresting and lovely, whether he flies from the objeet of alarm
like a startled fawn, or nestles closer in his mother’s lap. .Th(:
cuquetry of a woman is vanity and deceit, but in a child it is
mere playfulness and innocent hilarity. Ivery thing connected
with childhood changes its nature. Words of abuse become
words of endcarment.  fmp and rogue, when applied to an infant,
are soft and fond expressions thatfall gracefully from the fairest lips.

The drums and rattles of the child are objects of unalloyed de-
light, but the playthings of the man are grave and terrible delusions.
They goad him with sccret thorns that rankle in his heart for ever.
Envy, avarice, and ambition, mingle their poison in his swectest
cup. Even his superior knowledge is but a source of cvil. * It
surrounds him with temptations, while it throws a shadow upon
all his hopes, and takes off the bloom from life. It is too%ittle
for his mind, and too much for his heart. '

The child, on the other hand, revels in his happy consciousness
of present goed, and foresees no future ill. He knows neither
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weariness nor discontent. ¢ Solitude’ to him is sometimes * blithe
society,” and in. the thickest crowds, he is as free and uncon-
straiped as in his loneliest kaunts. His ingenuous heart is never
chilled by the glance of a human eye, nor can he fashion his inno-
cent features into a false expression. His own eve is as lucid as
the breeze-bared Meavens. If he reads no ‘ sermons in stones,’
he sees ¢ gO(;d in cvery thing.” Hec has univer=al fajgth. He dis-
covers nothing evil, and sces none but friends. He gives up
his whole being to gentle affections, and a sense of unequivocal
cnjoyment.  He is not what cold age would make him,
““ nothing, *if not critical.” To him .the rise of the green curtain
at the theatre reveals a rcal wordd. He has ever a tear for the
distresses of the heroine, and breathes harder as he gazes, with
all his soul in his.cyes, on the hero’s adventurous exploits. The
tricks and conundrulr.ls of the clown arc never flat, or stale, or
unprofitable to him, and he fitly testifics to their merit, when
holding his lovely hedd aside (his cheek as round and blooming
as a sun-kissed peach,) he claps his little palms together in an
ecstacy of admiration, and then turns to the maternal face, as if
assured of her hearty sympathy in his delight.

1t is a sweet employment to watch the first glimmering of
the human mind, and to grect the first signs of joy that give life
and animation to the passive beauty of an infant’s face, like the
carlicst strcaks of sunshine upon opening flowers. But alas!
this pleasure is too often interrupted by the sad rcflection, that
the bright dawn of existence is succceded by a comparatively
clouded noon, and an almost starless night. Each year of our
lif¢’ is a step lower on the radiant ladder that leads to heaven,
and when we at last descend into the horrible vault of death.
our st hope is that .w‘rc may rise again to a state resembling the
happy purity of our childhood.

‘What a holy thing is maternal love! Even its errors reflect
honour upon human nature. The mother sces her’own offspring
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through a sweet and peculiar medium, and traces a thousand
charms that arc undiscovered by less partial eycs, while she is
blind to those defects that are palpuble to others. The loved are
ever lovely. So beautifully does truc affection thus qualify every
object to our desires !

There is a divine contagion in all beauteous things. We
alternately cqlour objects with our own fancies and affections, or
reccive from them a kindred hue.

¢ Like the sweet South,

That breathes upon a baunk of violets,

Stealing and ;;i\'i'ng odour.” '
This principle pervades all nature, physical and moral. T.et
those who would trace an cxpression of serenity and tenderness
on a human. face, watch a person of sensihi]ity,‘ as he gazes upon
a painting by Claude or Raphacl. In  contemplating a fine
picture, we drink in its spirit through our cyes. If a lovely
woman would increase her charms, let her ‘gaze long and ardently
on all beautcous images. Let her not indulge those passions
which deform the featurcs, but (.:ultivatc, on the contrary, every
soft affection. It will soon become an casy task, for one good
feeling suggests and supports another. We insensibly and invo-
luntarily adapt our aspect to our emotions, and long habits of
thought and fecling leave a permanent impression on the counte-
nance. Every onc belicves thus far in physiognomy, and acts
more or less decidedly upon his belicf.  But even the effect upon
the fcatures of a transient emotion is truly wonderful. A ficree
man often looks beautifully tender and serenc when either caressing
or caressed, and dcccives us like the occan in a calin, whichkt at
times scems ** the gentlest of all gentle things.”

‘Who can wondcr at the intensity of a mother’s love, wherf even
strangers hardened by a struggle with the :vorld are often affected
by the engaging ways of children ? " There is not a more interest-
ing sight in mature than the sudden smile which they sometimes
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call up in a countenance rendered habitually grave by the cares of
business or.amb.ition. I remember cntering a well-known mer-
cantile house in London, just’ as scme unfavorable intclligence had
been received. The head of the firm, with his hard but honcst
® featurcs, looked at once stern and anxious. A small hand twitch-
ed his coat behind? He turned slowly round, with a sullen and
almost & sa\:age brow. His eye fell upon the pyettiest little
human face that ever gleamed upon the earth. But the child’s
merry laughter was scarcely more delightful than the bland and
beautiful smile that kindled on the lperchant's carc-worn cheek.
His aspect %underwent such an instantancous and entire change,
that he looked as if he had changed his nature also. [Tad a painter
stamped his portrait on the canvass at that happy moment, it would
have presented an ::xquisite illustration of amenity and love. Few,
however, of his mercaytile friends, would have recognized the man
of business. Hc was single and childless ; but the tondest parent
could not have greeted his own offspring with a sweeter welcome.

I have in some moods preferred the paintings of our own Gains-
borough to those of Claudo,-—an.d for this single reason, that the
former gives a peculiar and more touching interest to his land-
scapes by the introduction of sweet groups of children. These
lovely little figures are morcover so thoroughly English, and have
such an out-of-door’s air, and scem so much a part of external
nature, that an Englishman who is a lover of rural sccner_v,. can
hardly fail to be enchanted with the style of his celebrated coun-
tryman. His children have not been dandled in courts or draw-
ing-rooms, nor tutored by fiddling and caper-cutting dancing
masters.  They have a natural grace about them that is always
charming to an unsophisticated eye. They spring up into life and
beauty like the flowers around them, that arc the more lovely the
less they are meddled with by an ambitious taste. They are

The sweetest th.ings that ever gx:ew

Beside a human door!
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‘When T revisited my dear native country, after an absence of
many weary years, and a long dull voyage, 'my. heart was filled
with unutterable delight and admiratron. The 1ind seemed a per-
fect paradise. It was in the spring of the year. The bluc vault
of heaven, over which were scattered a few siver clouds—the
clcar atmosphere—the balmy vernal brecze —thc quiet and pictur-
csque cattle, browsing on luxuriant verdure, or st:mding knee-
deep in a crystal lake—the blue hills sprinkled with snow-white
sheep and sometimes partially shadowed by a wandering cloud—
the meadows glowing with golden buttercups and bedropped with
daisies—the trim hedges of crisp and sparkling holly'—the sound
of near but unseen rivulets, and the songs of foliage-hidden birds
—the white cottages almost buried amidst trees, like happy human
nests—the ivy-covered church, with its old g;'cy spire ¢ pointing
up to hcav.en,’ and its gilded vane gleaming in the light——the
sturdy peasants with their instruments of healthy toil—the white-
capped matrons bleaching their newly-washed garments in the sun,
and throwing them like snow-patches on green slopes or glossy
garden shrubs—the sun-browncd village girls, vesting idly on
their round clbows at small open casements, their faces in sweet
keeping with the trellised flowers ;—aull formed a combination of
cnchantments that would mock the happiest imitative cfforts of
human art. But though the bare enumecration of the details of
this English picture, will perhaps awaken many dear recollections
in the reader’s mind, I have omitted by far the most intere-ting
feature of thc whole scene—the rosy children loitering about the
cottage gutes, or tumbling gaily on the warm grass !

When the cottager of England ventures to link himsclf fot life
to the object of his honest affections, and anticipates without dis-
may, ‘the ruddy family around,” he is rcbuked by the IMlitical
Economists for what they consider his culp‘able imprudence. These
unféeling calculators scem to forget that a poor man is a human
being. They might almost as well expect him to abstain entirely
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from the simplest food, (for even that is to him expensive,) as to
check all these nptural yearnings of the heart which are as neces-
sary to the enjoyment of existence as any purely physical gratifi-
cation. They forget too, how the thought of his wife and children

" nerves the labourer’s arm, and how when the daily task is over he
is soothed ang cheered by their evening welcome.  His ¢ home is
home, however homely.” If the husband and the Mther has a
heavy task, his reward is great. < The Cottar’s Seturday Night's’
cnjoyments are cheaply purchased by a week of labour.  Children
are not less precious to the English peasant than they were to the
Roman matfon. They are alike * the Jewels’ ‘of the high-born and
the humble. .

But cven in a political point of view, marriage is commendable,
for it puts a man in the way of becoming a quiet, a uscful, and an
industrious citizen. Tlhey who marryy says Bishop Atterbury, give
hostages to the public that they will not attempt the ruin of society
or disturh its peace. The American Franklin, who can bardly be
suspected of & romantic cnthusigsm or & want of prudence, ex-
presses his disapproval of the unnatural state of celibacy for life,
and maintains that it makes a man of less value than he ought
to be. In a moral cense, marriage is especially advantageous.
¢ Certainly,” says Lord Bacon, “ wife and children are a kind of
discipline of humanity ; and single men, though they may be
many times more charitable, because their means are less exhaust,
yet, on the other side, they arc more cruel and hard-hearted,
(good to make severc inquisitors,) because their tenderness is not
so often called upon.’

¢ The hest thing I cun wish you,] said Sir Walter Scott to Waush-
ington Irving, *is that when you return to your own country you
may g™ married, and have a fumily of voung bairns about you.
If you are happy, ther.c they are to share your happiness ; and if
you are otherwise—there they are to comfort you.’

No parent can be wholly wretched, let his fate bo what it may,



34 O CUILDREN,

if his children are about hna, with their cheehs tinged with health,
It is sweet to be surrounded By those whom we dearly love, and
who love us in return bevond all the world. There is no music
go delightful as the sound of a child’s affectionate voice—and no
sight so cheering as its little happy face. But alas! in this com-
fortless and uncongenial clime*, the forlorn Fnglish ¢xile must too
generally fofego these domestic pleasures, It i% indeed a terrible
deprivation. Thix is the unkindest cut of all. It is the stroke
that gocs most direetly to the heart.

It is not the mere abscnce alone that constitutes the bitter
trial, but a consciousness of the vast intervening distance. The
parent aud the child are divided from each other by a world of
waters.  They live in different spheres.  The death of a child
would scargely scem a heavier doom than such a separation.  In
the one casc there is an end of all doub:, sespense and fear ; but in
the other there are feverish hopes, and hideous apprehensions,
The mother dreams incessantly of her distant child, for whom she
anticipates every ill that flesh is heir to.  1f sometimes in a hap-
pier moment.« she soothes her soul with brighter fancics, and sces
her dear oftspring wandering in careless happiness about the same
green spots that are hallowed by her own carliest associations, the

dehight is neither lasting nor unalloyed.
“Oh! there is €'en o happmess that makes the heart afraid.”

This sweet picture of the imagination is soon contrasted with
the drear reality of her own position, and the possible difference of
her child’s actual fate, from that presented by her flattering
drcams. Thic re-action of the mind is fearful. « That way miul-
ness lics.” A state of exile is every way nnnatural, and breaks
humanity’s divinest links.  The spirit of domestic happiness rare-

ly wanders far from her native hearth.

. * 1adia.
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The generons and chivalrio protection which men bestow upon
the fecbler hut fairer sex, is allied” in some degree to the fecling
which we cherish towards % child. The graceful and trusting
helplessnéss of both is flattering to our pride, and is an appeal to
our love that is utterly irresistible. 1Ie who has a large family of
children, is necessarfily conscious of an agrecable seli-importance.
{f hic has the means of supporting them, they camnot be too
uumerous. Ilis children are so many re-creations of himeelf.
They are ties that must bind his affections to the world, and yet
solace him in his Iatest hour, for .1 man caunot wholly dic while

his children live. He has spread out his existence into different

channels.  When he looks upon kis little divided lives, he feels
not the effect of age so palpably as he who is solitary and child-
less. IIe beholds in them the ¢ lovely April of his prh:lc.’

¢ This is 4o be new made®when he is old,

And sec us blood warm when he feels it cold.”

‘When the wedded lo.sc a partner, the dead parent is still pre-
sent in the child. It is a living niniaturc of the departed. It is
pleasant, when we become conscious of the deliling influence of
the world, and feel the cold blasts of care, to sec oursclves
reflected in a fairer form in the bright faces of our children.
They suggest the purest and sweetest thoughts.  They are beau-
tiful in themsclves, and like the fresh buds of spring are full of
precious promise of blossoms and of shelter.  1le whose cvening
of life is cherished and adorned by a lovely cluster of kindred
faces, may weil exult in his latter state, whatever may have been

the trials and deprivations of his carlier hours.
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WOMAN.
Tne day-god sitting or his western throne
‘With all his  gorgcous company of clouds'—
The gentle moon that meckly disenshrouds .
Her beauty when the solar glarc is gone—
The myriad eyes of night—the plcasant tone
Of tyuant rills when o’er the pebbled ground’
Their silver voices tremble—the calm sound
Of rustling leaves in noon-tide forests lone—
The cheerful song of birds—the hum of bees—
The zephyrs’ dance that like the footing fine »
Of moonlight fays scarce prints the glassy scas,—
Arc «/l enchantments! But Oh, what arc these
‘When musie, pocetry, and love combine’

In *Wonan’s voice and lineaments divine !
L)
T

SONNET. -
ON HEARING CAPIAIN JAMES GLENCAIRN BURNS SING (IN INDIA)

l HIS FATHER'S SONGS.
IIOW' drean-like is the sound of native song
Ieard on a forcign shore! The wanderer’s ear
Drinks wild enchantment,—swiftly fade the drcar
And cold rcalities that round him throng,
‘While in the sweet delirium, deep and strong,
The past is present and the distant near !
Such sound is sacred ever,—doubly dear
‘When heard by patriot exiles parted long
From all that love hath hallowed. But a spell
Ev’n yet more holy breathes in.every note
Now trembling on my heart. 4 lz;'oud Son sings
The lay of Burns! Oh! what imaginings
Awake, as o’er a foreign r(-'gion float
These filial cchoes of the father’s shell !

Cualcutta, August 7, 1833.
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CONSOLATIONS OF EXILE.

[OR AN EXILE’S ADDRESS TO HIS DISTANT CHILDREN.]

I.

O’rr the vast realm of tempest-troubled Occan—
O’er the parched lands that vainly thirst for showers—
Through the long night—or when nor sound nor motion
Syrs in the noon of day theesultry bowers—
Not all un’companicd by pleasant dreams
My weary spirit panteth on the way ;
Still on mime inward sight the subtle gleams
That mock the fleshly vision brightly play.
Oh ! the heart’d links nor time nor change may scver,
Nor Fate's dc.structive hand, if life remain ;
O’er hill, and vale, and plain, and sca, and river,

The wandcrer draws the inscparable chain !

Fair children ! still, like phantoms of delight,
Yec haunt my soul on this strange distant shore,
As the same stars shine through the tropic night
That charmed me at my own swecet cottage door.
Though I have left ye long, I love not less ;
Though ye are far away, 1 watch ye still;
Though I can ne’er embrace ye, I may bless,
And ¢’en though absent, guard ye from each ill !
Still the full intorcimngc of soul ix oars,
A silent conv@rse o’er the waters wide,
And Fancy’s spell can spced the lingering hours,
And fill the space that yearning hearts divide.
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111,
And not alone the written symbols simvg .
Your spirits’ sacred store} of love and truth,
Art’s glorious magie bids the canvass glow )
‘With all your grace and loveliness and vouth ;
The fairy forms that in my native land
@ft filled my fond heart with a parent’s pride,
Are gathered near me on this foreign strand,
And smilingly, in these strange halls, reside ;
And almost I forget an exile’s doom,
For while vour ﬁ.liu].eycs around me gleam)
Each scene and object bhreathes an air of home,
And time and distance vanish like a dream !
1v. )
OR ! when sweet Mgmory’s rudiant calm comes o’cr
The weary soul, as moonlight glimmerings fall
O’cr the hushed ocean, forms beldved of vore
And joys long Hed, her whispers soft recall ;
At Stll(:h an hour | live and smilce again,
As light of heart as in that golden time
‘When, as a child, 1 trod the vernal plain,
Nor knew the shadow of a care or crime.
Nor dream of death, nor weariness of life,
Nor freezing apathy, nor ficrce desire,
Then chilled a thought with unborn raptare rife,
Or seared my breast with wild ambition’s fire.
v.
From many a fruit and flower the hand of Time
Hath brushcd the bloom and-bea-uty ; yct mine cye,
Though Life’s sweet summer waneth, and my primta
Of hcalth and hope is past, can oft espy
Amid the fading wilderness around
Sueh lingering hues as Eden’s holy bowers
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In earth’s fiist radiance wore, and only found
Where ngt a clond of sulledl xaduess lours.
.Oh! how the pride and glory of this world
May pass unmirrored o’er the darkencd mind,
Like gilded banners o’cr the grave unfurled,
Or Beauty’s witcheries lashed upon the blind.
VI
Though this frail form hath felt the shafts of pain,
Though my soul sickens for her native sky,
In visionary hours my thoughts regain
Théir carly freshness, and soon check the sigh
That sometimes from mine ismost heart would swell
And mar a Lappier mood. Oh! then how sweet,
Dear Boys ! .upon remembered bliss to dwell,
And here your, picturcd linegments to greet !
Il Fancy, bright Enchantress, shifts the scenc
To British grotnd, and musical as rills,
Ye laugh and loiter in the meadows green,
Or climb with joyous shduts the sunuy hills!
Culcutta, September 4, 183 4.

LINES

WRITTEN ON THE RUGINS OF RAJHMANAL,
IIa1n, stranger, hail ! whose eye shall here survey
The path of Time, where ruin marks his way,
‘When wildly moans the solemn midnight bird,
And the gaant jackal’s piercing ery is hewrd ;
If thine the soul with sacrcsl ardour fraught,
Raptin the poet’s dgeam, or sage’s thought,
%o thee, these m.oul(lcring walls a voice shall raise,
And sadly tell how earthly pride deeays;
How human hopes, like human works, depart,
And leave behind the ruins of the heart ! .
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SONNET.

EVENING, ON THE BANKS OF THE GANGES.
I wanDERED thoughtfully b;' Gunga's shore,
‘While the broad sun upon the slumbering wave
Its last faint flush of golden radiance gave,
And tinged with tendercst hues somc ruins hoar.
Méthinks this earth had never known before
A calm so deep—’twas silent as the grave.
The smallest bird its light wing could not lave
In the smooth flood, nor from the green-wood soar,
If but the tiniest branch its pinions stirred
Or shook the dew-drops from the leaves, unhecard.
Like pictured shadows ’gainst the western beam
The dark boats slept, while each lone helmsman stood
Still as a statue !—the strange quietude
Enthialled my =oul like some mysterious dream !

_ SONNET—GRIEF.
ImpassioNED grief is dumb—no sign or sound
Can form its faithful language. Sorrow’s dart
In fevered breasts awakes an inward smart
That friendship may not sharc. Oh! cursc profound,
To bear cach maddening passion darkly bound
‘Within that fearful ccll, the shrouded heart !
The quivering lip, the quick convulsive start,
But fecbly tell the strife.  The crowd around
‘When sinks the strong man ‘neath the sullen stream
Thus see but bubbles rise,—these ill reveal
The struggler’s pangs ! When mourners pant and tcem
‘With secret thought, and voiceless anguish feel,
The world’s calm brow—thc charms of naturc scem
To mock the smothered soul’s unheard appeal !
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ON CARE AND CONDENSATION IN WRITING.

When Apolfes was reproached with the paucity of his productions, and the
* incessunt attention with which he re-touched his picces, he condescended to

make no other answer t.han that he painted for perpetuity.
. The Rambler.

Alcestides objecting that Eunpides had only in three days colipo-ed three
verses, whereas himself had written three hundred - Thou tell’st truth (quoth
he) s but here is the difference ; thine shall only be read for three days,

w hereas mine shall contimue thice ages.
Webster’s  Dedicatiwon to the Reader of the © White Devil, or Vittoria

S '
Coro:nbona. a ® -

Tuere arc some writers who seem to regard mere quickness
and facility of production as of more importance than the quality
of the thing produced. They insult the public with a flippant boast
of the little time which® they have thought it necessary to bestow
npon a work intended fo.r its acceptance, and make that a subject
of triumph which calls for an apology. If the public were in a
statc of intcllectual deprivation,,and were too voracious to be
nice, these rapid writers might be looked upon as beefactors :—
but the case is preeiscly the reverse; the world abounds in
books, both good and bad. There is at all cvents no demand for
a greater number of the latter kind.  'We can afford to wait for
the result of an author’s best exertions, and are not obliged to
accept with gratitude the first crude and hurried productions that
he is disposed to offer®. 1t is not the task of a day for a man to
enter into competition with such writers as Shakespeare and
Milton, or Byron wnd Wordsworth, or to produce a work of
whatevi r kind, which the world would not willingly let die.
A reager is as little curious about the number of hours whick

* I hate all those nonsensical stories about Lope de Vega and his wuting a
play in a morning before breakfast. Ile had time enough to do it after.—
Huzlitt.
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a poet may have taken to write his verses, as about the number
of arms or legs of his study thair. The questlon 1s, whether the
verses are good or bad, and not how, when, or whcre, they were
composed. Even the age of a writer is a consideration of very
slight importance. His years have no inseparable connection
with his works. The latter stand alone in the world’s eye,
and are judged of by their intrinsic merit, and by this alone must
they live or die. There are no works in the Janguage that have
been long popular merely on account of the precocity of the
author. The peculiar character and condition of a young poct
may excite for a while the ‘geberous sympathy of the public mind,
and direct a friendly attention to his productions, as in the case
of Kirke White and Chatterton; but this adventitious popularity
can never last. These two unhappy youth$ have alrcady lost
their first bloom of reputation, and we begin to value their
productions according to their intrinsic worth alone, which, though
far from being inconsiderable, has been greatly overrated. If
their writings had been entirely destitute of genuine merit, the
circumstances with which they were connected would not have
saved them from an almost instantancous oblivion. Who now

reads Dermody* or Blackett ? Southey’s friend Joncs, the butler,

* When only ten years of age, Dermody waus accustomed to translate a shoit
poem from the Greck or Latin, with the same case and 1apidity, with which a
matuter gemus would wiite a fambar private letter.  Some of these translations
are preserved in the account of his life, but they form no portion of the perma-
nent literature of his country. The effusions of facility and precocity may be -
nwe days’ wonder, but no more. Dermody was like Master Betty, the actor,
who was only a surprising boy, and who became but an ordinary man. Untimely
fruits rarely npen. Dermody was the son of a respectable schoolmaster, and
in lus ninth year, was actually 1 the situation of a teacher of Gieck and Latn
in lns father’s cstabhishment. Yet hé hived to the age of twenty-seven, and
though a prolific writer, left nothing behind him that the world will care to
preserve. lhis earliest productions were lus hest, but even these have 1ery httle
ntrinsic merit.  Men of true genius have been scldom remarkable in their child-
hood for any manifest superiority of talent. Great intellectual power is usually
tardy in its development. There is often a seeming sluggishness or obtuseness
in the early years of those giited persons who subsequently tower above their
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was forgotten in a few months, though his verses were edited by
the Laureate, and praised in the Quarterly Review. A certain
literary Cardinal used to boast, that he Lad written ull his works
with the same pen. If he had been unable to procure another,
“the world might have commended his careful prescrvation of this
single instrument of*author-craft, and have pitied the unhappy
printers who had to compose from an unintelligible nfanuscript ;
but as this mechanical difticulty was of his own choosing, we only
smile at such an indication of littleness and obliquity of mind.
His ingenious saving of quills conferred no interest on his works.
He, howevet, who voluntarily wrﬁes‘again;t time, and fancies
that there is a prodigious merit in declining to avail himsclf of a
few additional hours for consideration and correction, is not a
whit less absurd and puerile than was the writer who thus volun-
tarily confined himsclf. for years tq the use of a :~i.ngle quill.
Such an uncalled-for cconomy of pens and time is ncither useful
nor commendable, but shows “ a most pitiful ambition in the fool
that uses it.”

Anna Seward had the impudente to talk of translating an Ode
of Horace while dressing her hair.  If her translations had been
worth a straw, we should have been surprised at her facility ; but
their real value would have received no additional charm from the
mode in which they were produced.  On the contrary, we should
have had reason to bc dissatisfied with them, however good,
when we came to consider how much better they might have
been made, if the author had becn less presumptuous and more

careful.  ller affectation of fucility was disrespeetful both to

fellow men, that deceives or puzzles the judgnent of their associates. Rousscau,
in his Emilius, observes that nething is more difficult than to distingnish real
dulnesen children, from tnat apparent and fallacious stupidity, the forerunner
of great abihtics, 1le reminds us that the younger Cato in his infancy, passcd for
an idiot. He speaks also of a profound reasoner of his own acquaintance, who
ata pretty advanced age appcared to his family and friends to possess a very
ordinary capacity. Sheridan, Walter Scott, Byron, and many other men of
equal emineuce, were by no means brilliant in the school-room. o

a 2
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Horace and to the public, and her indecent haste or negligence
was in direct defiance of tBe advice of Horgce himself. The
author of an impromptu may bodst with some reason of his
quickness, but other writers are not timed like race horses. If
these vain and carcless authors wrote with greater elegance and
cffect than modest and careful ones, we might restrain our indig-
nation at taeir fopperies; but it is almost idle to observe that
true genius is very rarely the accompaniment of self-conceit, and
that in all human arts the attainment of excellence is the result
of a happy combination of skill and labour. Extreme facility is,
generally speaking, "an unfavorable indication of tie character
of an author’s mind. Rapid evriters, like rapid talkers, are far
morc frequently shallow than profound.  The tongue, says
Butler, is like a racehorse, which runs the faster the lesser weight
it carries. It is the same with the pen. The veins of golden
thought do not lic upon the surface of the mind. The wealthiest
men may want ready cash. Somc people fall into the egregious
mistake of supposing that casy writing must be easy reading.

It is quite the contrary. As Pdpe says,

¢ True ease in writing comes from art, not chance ;

As those move easiest who have learned to dance*.”

“ The best pcrformances,” says Melmoth, * have generally
cost the most labour; and that easc which is essential to fine
writing, has scldom been attained without repeated and severe

corrections. With as much facility as the numbers of Prior scem

* ¢ When 1 was looking on Pope’s foul copy of the Lliad, and obseiving how
very much it was corrected and intcrh.nml, he said, ‘1 believe you would find,
upon examination, that those parts which haye been the most corrected read
the easiest.” "—Spence’s Anecdotes. .

A Mr- Tupper has published a Continuation of Christabel, and has told his
readers that it was ‘‘ the pleusant labour of buta very few duys.” Coleridge
wrote the first part in 1797, and the second in 1800, and did not publish them
till 1816. See a review of this Continuation in Blackwood’s Magazine for
Dec. 1838.
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to have flowed from him, they were the result of much applica-
tion. A friend of mine, who undeftook to transcribe one of the
noblest pcrformances of the *fincst genius that this, or perhaps
any age can boast, has often assured e that there is not a single
"line, as it is published, which stands in conformity with the
original manuscript.”

Rousseau }.ms remarked, that with whatever facuties a man
may be born, the art of writing is of difficult acquisition. Haazlitt
was so many years beforc he could give expression to his
thoughts, that he almost despaired of ever succeeding as an author.
It is truc thht he attained great fmcflit; before he died. It is thus
also with the ]\aintcr.. The quigk muaster-touch is only to be
acquired at the expense of long toil and study. A manaal dex-
terity, however, i.s almost sure to be attaincd at last, after a
certain degree of practice; but a coxresponding easc and celerity
of execution is not always to be acquired by an author, even in
a long lifc of litcrary labour. Somc of the most cloquent writers
that ever lived, have produced their earliest and latest works with

the samc difficulty and toil.

“ For e’en by genius excellence is bought
With length of lubour, and a hfe of thought.”

It has been very justly observed, that nothing is such an obsta-
clec to the production of excellence as the power of producing
what is pretly good with case and rapidity. '

Rousscuu has described  ““ the ccaseless inquictude,” with
which he attained the magic and beauty of his style. < His
existing manuscripts,” says D’Isracli,  display more erasures
than Pope’s, and show his eagerness to sct down his first
thoughts, and his art to.raise them to the impassioned style of
his ix’nagination*." l.)Ar. Johnson has told us of the * blotted

* My manuscripts blotted, scratched, interlined, and scarcely legible, attest

the trouble they cost me; nor is there one of them but I have been obliged to
transcribe four or five times, before 1t went to press.--—kousscau:s Confessions,
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manuscripts of Milten,” and has shown the painful care and
fastidiousness of Pope (to which IVIsraeli dlludes) by the pub-
lication of some of the corrected ‘proofs of the translation of
Homer. Swift highly appreciated Pope’s art of condensation.

“In Pope I cannot rcad a line
But, with a sigh, 1 wish it mine;
\ When he can in one couplet fix

More sense than L could do in six.”

Ugo Foscolo, in his clegant Essay on Petrarch, informs us, that
if the “ manuscripts did not. still exist, it would be impossible to
imagine or believe the unwearied pains this poet has bestowed on
the corrcetion of his verses.” ¢ ““ They arc curious monuments,”
he adds, << although they afford little aid in exploring by what
secret workings the long and laborious meditation of Petrarch
has spread over his poetry all the naturid charms of sudden and
irresistible inspiration.” It is said of the celebrated Bembo, that
he had a desk with forty divisions, through which each of his
sonncts was passed in duc succession, at fixed intervals of time,
and that at.cvery change of place it reccived a fresh revisal*.
Joseph Warton, in his Iissay on Pope, quotes the assertion of
Fenton, that Waller passed the greatest part of a summer in
composing a pocm of ten stanzas.  “ So that,” adds Fenton,
““ however he is generally reputed the parent of those swarms of
insect wils, who affect to be thought easy wrilers, it is evident that
he bestowed much time and care on his poems befere he ventur-
ed them out of his hands.” Warton also mentions, in further
illustration of his subjecet, that it is well known that the writings
of Voiture, of Sarassin, and f.a Fontaine, cost them much pains,

* Voltaire, in lus Temple of Tuste, represents that in the innermost part of the
sanctuary he saw a small number of truly great men employed in correcting
those faulty passages of their works, which would have passed for beaunties in
the productions pf writers of inferion genius.
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and were laboured into that facility for which they are so famous,
with repeated a]temhons and many brasurcs. Moliere, is report-
ed to have pa«ed whole days in fixing upon a proper epithet or
rhyme, although his verses have the flow and frecdom of conver-
‘sation. Some of Rochefoucault’s maxims reccived twenty or
thirty revisions, and the author eagerly sought the advice of his
friends. Bufion called genius palience. .

It is said that Shakespcarc necver blotted a line. To this we
may reply with Ben Jonson, would that he hud blotted a thou-
sand I* The crrors and imperfections that are discoverable even
in his wondrous pagcs, arc spots®on’the sun that we often have
occasion to wish away. Forcigners constantly throw these de-
feets in the teeth of his national admirers. But Pope, in his
Preface to Shakespeare, has shown that the great bard did not
always disdain the task of correction, though he sometimes neg-
lected it.  The Merry Wives of Windsor and the tragedy of Ham-
let were ulinost entirely re-written.

“ IVen copious Dryden wanted, or forgot,

T'he lust and greatestwrt—the art to blot.”

Dryden sometimes, however, corrected his picces very carefully,
when he was not writing hurricdly for bread. He spent a fort-
night in composing and correcting the Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day.
But what is this, cxclaims Dr. Johnson, to the paticnce and
diligence of Boileau, whose Equivogue, a pocm of only three hun-

* A portion of the passage in which these expressions occur, may be perti-
nently repeated m this place.—* 1 remember,” says Ben Jonson, ** the players
have often mentioned it as an honour to shakspcare, that :n his writing (what-
soever he penned) he never blotted sout a lhne. My answer hath been,
“ Wou]d that he had blolted a* thousand,” which they thought a malevolent
speec hY I had not told p0>lcrlty this, but for their ignorance, who chuse that
circumstance to commend Lhen Jriend, wherein hemost faulted ; and to justify mine
own candour; for I loved the man, and do honour his memory, on this side

idolatry, as much as any.”
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dred and forty-six lines, took from his life cleven months to write
it, and three years to revise ¥t ? Ten years elapsed between the
first brief sketch of Goldsmith’s Wraveller and its publication,
during which it was nearly re-written two or three times. In his
first copy of The Deserted Village the lines were written very wide
apart to give room for alterations, and we are told by Bishop
Percy that scarcely a single line in any of Goldsmith’s poetical
works remained as it was originally written.

The Memoir of Gibbon was composed nine times, and some of
Pascal’s works were corrected and re-written just as frequently.
Addison would stop ‘the pr'css' when almost a whole i.apression of
the Spectator was worked ofl,, to insert a new preposition or con-
junction. Dr. Johnson is said to have corrccted and improved
every new cdition of his Rambler. I have réad somewhere of a
poet, who literally died of vexation, in consequence of discovering
an error in one of his verscs, just as he was about to present them
to his patron. Hazlitt says in his Pla:n Speaker, that hc was
assured by a person who had the best means of knowing, that the
proof of Burke's Letter to a nobie Lord (** the most rapid, impetu-
ous, glancing and sportive of all his works’") was returned to the
printing office so completely blotted over with alterations, that the
compositors refused to correct it as it was, took the whole matter
to picces, and re-sct the copy. Ariosto is said to have made
many and great altcrations in his immortal poem. Akenside so
altered and corrected the ““ Pleasures of Imagination,” and yer so
little satisficd his own judgment, that after it had passed through
several cditions he found it better to re-write it altogether. He
did not live to finish the new version, but two or three books or
sections of it are now usually included in Lis works. 1t is curious
to observe his fastidious altcrations. IHis spirited Epistle (v Curio
was first published in heroic couplets, and afterwards turned into
an ode in ten-line stanzas. It is true that these two great changes
were by no, mecans improvements, but they prove that Akenside
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was not one of those who think labour needless in a man of
genius. He 'urgeii this principle, hdwever, too far. He delayed
the correction of the warm effusions of his youth until old age
had chilledshis imagination. This was a sad mistake. But what-
ever may be the disadvantages of over-labour and too great fasti-
diousness, they are far less dangcrous than errors of an opposite
character. I believe no one has seriously recommerfded haste
and negligence of composition. The best critics, on the con-
trary, have urged the necessity of assiduous care. It is remarka-
ble that some of our most voluminous writers have confessed
the great t8il and attention which they bestowed upon their
works. Cowper, a vigorous, and eby some thought a careless
poet, in one of his delightful letters, observes, that * to touck and
retouch is, though “some writers boast of negligence, and others
would be ashamed to sh.ow their foul gopies, the secret :)f almost
all good writing, especially in verse.” He adds, **I am never
weary of it mysclf.” Pépe, in the first draught of his preface to
his poems, had made a similar acknowledgment. ¢ The sense
of my faults,” said he, * first made*me correct ; besides that it was
as pleasant to me to correct as to writc ” Moore, whose own
poetry, glowing as it is, bears internal evidence of great care,
assures us in his Life of Byron, that his Lordship was no excep-
tion to the general law of nature, that imposcs labour as the
price of perfection. He gives several curious specimens of the
noble poet’s fastidious changes of phrase, and hisdaborious correc-
tion of defects. Medwin, in his Life of Shelley, published in the
Atheneum, tells us that that poet exercised the severest self-criti-
cism on cvery thing he wrote, and that his manuscripts, like
those of Tasso at Ferrara, were scarcely decypherable. His care,
howeveY, 1 should thinic, was bestowed more on the choice of
striking and gorgeous ex;)ressions than on that finish and conden-
sation of style which is now so much neglected. He is too
exuberant. Drummond of Hawthornden beautifully and truly says,
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I know that all the Muse’s heavenly lays
With toil of spinit are so dearly bought.

In a free translation of Boileau’s Art of Poetry, partly by Sir
Wm. Soame, but chiefly by Dryden, authors are strongly caution-

ed against too much haste :

‘' Take time for thinking; never work in haste ;
And value uot yourself for writing fast.
——Of labour not afraid :
A hundred times consider what you’ve said ;
Polish, xepolish, evary colour lay,
And sometimes add, but oftener take away.

-

w

Horace, who is thought a good authority in such matters, not
only advises a poet to keep his work by hin; for nine years, but
particularly insists on the absolute necessity of frequent correction.
Beattie confesscs in a letter to Sir William Forbes that he thinks
it right to let his pieces lie by him for sdme time, because he was
a much more impartial judge of such of his works as he had almost
forgotten, than of such as were fresh in his memory. Pope is
reported by Richardson, the painter, to have remarked that in
Garth’s Dispensary ** therc was scarcely one of the alterations, in-
numerable as they were, in every new cdition, that was not for the
better.” By Thomson’s successive corrections in the Seasons,
Johnson seems to think they lost something of their raciness ; but
Mitford, in his elegant edition of Gray, informs us that he pos-esses
an interlined copy that belonged to Thomson, and which contained
corrections in the author’s own handwriting, that were very
decided improvements. Pope is said to have suggested some of
Thomson’s alterations. The epithets in the first edition of the
Seasons were, it is said, too numerous and often merely expletive.

«Qur own times,” says Moore, ‘“ have witnessed more than
one extraordinary intellect, whose depth has not prevented their
treasures from lying ever ready within reach, But the records of
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Immortality furnish few such instances; and all we know of the
works that she has hitherto markdd with her seal, sufficiently
authorize the posit.ion.—that nothing great and durable has ever
been produced with ease, and that labour is the parent of all the
asting wonders of this world, whether in verse or stone, whether
poetry or pyramids.”’>s Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, tells us that
even the fluent Scott used often to correct very careftlly. The
Shepherd had seen several of the poet’s manuscripts that had
numerous corrections and additions on the alternatc white page.

‘When a man feels that he is writing for posterity, and that the
propriety of*almost every separate thoﬁght afid expression will be
canvassed and criticised throughqut succeeding ages, it is no
wonder that he should be scrupulous and careful. Those who
merely write on sdme subject of the day, or for newspapers and
other ephemeral publications, have ngither time nor occasion for
such severity of toil ; their articles are usually read as hurriedly
and as carelessly as they are written,

This is the golden age of periodicals, and though I should be
the last to dispute the numerous and great advantages of this
species of publication, I confess that I think it has an injurious
effect on some of the higher branches of our literature. The
genius that should bhe devoted to works of pcrmanent im-
portance is now often frittered away in divided and hasty con-
tributions to miscellanics of temporary interest. As rapidity and
punctuality are great recommendations in a contributor,—as the
scale of remuneration is regulated more by the quantity than the
quality of their articles,—and as they are generally published
without a genuine signature, and therefore do not involve the repu-
tation of the writer, it is pot surprising that terseness, or polish,
or corfMlensation of style is never looked for, and rarely met with,
in the pages of even the most respectable of our literary periodi-
cals. They exhibit, on the contrary, a vicious redundance of
phraseology, and a reckless disdain of all those gentler or severer

H 2
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charms which have cast such an air of immortality about our best

English Classics.

The great majority of our prose fictions are so rmelodr;amatic
and over-wrought, that they hage few attractions fora reader of
true taste. They indicate, however, the lethargic and unhealthy
condition of the public mind, which requires such coarse and
strong extitement that the productions which enchanted it half a
century ago are now regarded as tame and spiritless. If such a
sweet little cabinet picture as the Vicar of Wakefield (so e¢xqui-
sitely finished—so full of character—so thoroughly Enrglish) were
now published, for the ﬁrst‘ tir;ze, it would probably mieet with the
most contemptuous neglect. «Its size alone would be a bar to its
popularity. Literature has become a matter of measurcment.
Every prose fiction is expected to be a work  in’ three volumes,
post octavo. The publisheg gives an order to one of his literary
tradesmen to send him by a given time a novel of the fashionable
size. e knows that if it exceeded or feil short of the prescribed
dimensions, the cffect would be quite as fatal to its success as any
failure conngcted with its claim$ as a literary composition. It is
absolutely nccessary, therefore, in the first place, that the exter-
nals or corporcal part of a novel should be of a particular size
and character, and in the next, that its spirit and diction should
be wild, startling, and inflated. The public have now so accus-
tomed themselves to a kind of morbid excitement in literature,
that they have lost all relish for the quiet simplicity of truth and
nature. However, it is quite impossible that this should last
much longer. Al artificial stimulants are succeeded by a strong
re-action, and an indulgence in a taste for the intoxicating
ingredients of our present literature, is as bad as a habit of
opium-eating. The public will soon become sick of fiefce and
gloomy Byronisms, and discover that tlhey are but ill adapted
to improve the taste and judgment. Theymust ultimately return
to simpler and nobler models. It will then be acknowledg-
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ed as an undeniable truth, that contortions and convulsions are not
always indic‘ations of spirit and powlr, and that force and profun-
dity of mind are q.uite consistent with a chaste propriety of style.

‘When we revert to the dignity of Milton, and the grace and

‘amenity of Goldsmith, the manly vigour of Dryden, and the
point and c¢legance of Pope, the wcighty sententiousness of John-
son, and the’ purity, the refinement and the quiet humour of
Addison, we feel how much English literaturc has suffered by
the present popular demand for a species of poetry at once meta-
physical and melodramatic, and for crude, flippant and shallow
criticisms, ghd flashy and turgid essﬁys: I dd not entirely coincide
with Lord Byron in his estimate of the poctical character of Pope.
When he places him by implication above Shakspearc and Milton,
he is guilty of an extravagance that makes us question his sincerity.
But the *little thtmgule” of Twickenham has cerfhinly been
as much underrated by others as he has been overrated by Lord
Byron. Pope is not in the first rank of English poets, which includes
the four great names of Chaucer, Speuscr, Shakspeare and Milton ;
but he and Dryden (for it is difficult to scttle their rival claims) are
indisputably at the head of the second. )

The peculiarities of one class of literature have almost always a
dircet or indirect cffect upon all others of the same period.
The rapid, inflated and redundant prosec of the present age, cor-
responds with the similar characteristics of its poetry. It is' true
that Wordsworth and Coleridge may seem in some respects ex-
ceptions, and they have been censured for very opposite faults.
But extremes meet. The style of both of these poets is occa-
sionally as diffuse, tumid and gorgeous, as at other times it is
simple and bare. No ong can be insensible to the real greatness
of the8c¢ writers, (thc former unquestionably the first poet of his
time,) but they do not’ so dazzle us with excess of light as to
blind usto their defects. They have neglected to concentrate their
powers, and have scorned to subject themselves tg that severe
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self-discipline which is so necessary to success in the noble strug-
gle for immortality. Even' Campbell and' Rogers, though in
their earlier works they showed a-due respect. to the public, and
an anxious and judicious regard to their own fame, have lately
deserted their classical models, and have fallen into the vices of
the new school.  The ¢ Theodric” of the once, and the “ Italy” of
the other, arc cqually unworthy of the authors, and are so different
from the style of their better days, that had these works been
published anonymously, Campbell and Rogers are the two last
names with which the public would have connected them.
They are verbose ahd feeble ¢

Mere rapidity and voluminonsness are now commonly mistaken
for proofs of the power and fruitfulness of genius. The Dutch-
man, who considercd his brother a great poet because he had
written a book as bigasa cheese, was not more ludicrously opposed
to the true principles of criticism, than are many of our periodical
reviewers¥. They pronounce him only a.great poet who has pro-
duced a bulky volume, and reverse the old saying that a great book
is a great evil. It is the small' volume of modest and unpresum-
ing appearance that is most offensive. 'When Gray first published
his poems, they were so bricf, and so few in number, that to give
his work the appearance of a volume he was obliged to swell it out
by printing on one side only of the pages. If it had been brought
into juxta-position with the gigantic and bloated quartos of these
times, it would have looked more like the ghost of a book than a
genuine volume. Were a work of such Lilliputian exterior now

* This Dutchman, then, a man of taste,
Holding a cheese that weighed a hundred pound,
Thus like a burgomaster, spoke with judgment vast—
¢ No poet like my broder step de ground:
He be de bestest poct, look !
Dat all de world must please ;
For he heb vrite von book,

So big as all dis cheese !’
Peter Pindar.
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published, the author would be laughed at for supposing that it
could attract the slightest attention.*
. ]

As 'tis a greater mystery in the art
* Of painting to foreshorten any part

Than draw it out, so ’tis in books the chief

Of all perfections to be plain and brief.

* Bacler.

In literature, as in every thing else, quality and not quantity is
the true test of excellence ; and though the remark is a mere truism,
it iz not the less called for. There may be more wealth in a
lady’s jewel-box than in a merchant’s waré-house, and there is
more poetry and thought in fiveecouplets of Pope than in ten
cantos of Sir Richard Blackmore. Voluminons and diffuse writers
are rarely the favorites of fame. The greater numbcr of those
who flourished in former times aye now utterly .forgotten.
Posterity examines unwieldy luggage with a severe and jealous
eye, and seems glad of an excuse to toss it into the waves of
Lethe. The few voluminous writers whose works still exist,
would have been forgotten also,*had they not been as careful as
they were copious. What a vast crowd of prolific scribblers
have these great and happy men survived ! How many thousands
have been buried under the weight of their own lumber !

So far from mere voluminousness being the effect of superior
power, it is an undoubted truth that every writer of a condensed
style could be as diffuse as he pleases, if he were not anxious
about the quality of his materials. The converse of this will not
hold. Blackmore could not have compressed his thoughts like
Pope, but Pope, had he been willing to degrade and sacrifice his
genius, might have been quite as diffuse as Blackmore.

Aglinst much that has been already said, it may perhaps be
urged that a rich soil is characterized by a speedy and abundant
vegetation. I admit it; but this soil must be cultivated with
incessant care, or it will soon be covered with a rank luxuriance
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of weeds and foliage. I do not maintain that quick conceptions
are not a sign of genius, but that to connect glonous thoughts
with words fit to enshrine and rcpresent them, is a difficulty only
to be overcome by assiduous toil and study. It is justly remark-
ed by Shenstone, that fine writing is the result of spontaneous
thoughts and laboured composition. Burns has acknowledged,
that though his idcas were easy and rapid, the necessary correc-
tion of his verses was a heavy task. The great Milton well
knew the advantage of condensation, and after dictating about
forty lines would reduce them to half that number. It was the
custom of Virgil ““to pour out his verses in the morning, and
pass the day in retrenching exuberances and correcting inaccu-
racies.” A French author happily illustrated the comparative
facility of a diffuse style, when he apolngiz(;d for the length of
a letter 1)): stating that he had not time to write a shorter one.

The writers of the present day, both in prose and verse, pos-
sess perhaps, taken as a body, more energy of thought and pas-
sion, and more of the genuine spirit of inspiration than thcir pre-
decessors in the time of Queen Anne; and if they werc only half
as careful and condensed, their great superiority would be evi-
dent. But too many of tliem are prodigal of their intellectual

wealth, and waste their powers.

EVENING SOUNDS.

Now slowly sails the gray mist o’er the plain;
The busy “ hum of men’ is heard afar,
Blent with the murmurs of the restless main
Whose tremulous bosom glimmers with the star
Meck Evening wears beneath her dusky veil.
And hark ! the nightingale’s melodious lay !
Borne on the wandering wind o’er hill and dale,
The soft notes rise, and fall, and melt away !
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LOVE-STANZAS.
I. .
Tuxy tell me health’s transparent flower glows freshly on thy

cheek,
They say that in the festal half;th_v looks of rapture speak ;
They know that boundless love is mines but do not read my heart,
And little dream their friendly words awake un inward smart.

1.
I well might weep to learn that carc had blanched thy lovely brow,
And yet thine happier f&tc calls forth o grateful gladness now ;
I judge from this sad jealous breast, and deem if thou wert true,
Thou could’st not fecl'a moment’s mirth, nor wear that rosy hue.

1.
I should not thus forget, dear girl, that early years are bright,
That hearts so young and purc as thine, are touched with holy
light,
And like the fountain’s crystal streams, that through spring mea-

dows run,
Reflect alone the fairest things that kindle in the sun.

1.
They tell me too, that *mid the crowd thou hast a smile for all,
That o® upon the lowliest ear thy kindest accents fall :
Aund oh! 1 doubly mourn my fate, and breathe an envious sigh,
To think the stranger hears that voice, and mects that radiant

eye! .
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And yet ’tis selfish thus to gricve—tis base to doubt thy truth,
Those looks and tones of tenderness besecm thy gentle youth,
And if thy soul of virtue’s charms displays a bounteous store,
Thon need’st not, sweet one, love the less, though 7 must love the

more !

vi.
In fancy’s trance I kiss thy brow, and clasp thee to my breast,—
But ah! how soon that drcam departs, like sun-light in the west !
And then my path is duri{ as their’'s who wander chrough the
night ¢
‘When suddenly the fitful winds have quenched a checring light.

. VL
And yet not wholly comfortless is home’s deserted ccll,

For there thy written words remain of faithful love to tell ;

And these are symbols of the soul that life’s fond records save,
E’en when the hand that traced the lines is mouldering in the

grave !

viIL
And still around my neck is hung, that last dear gift of thine,
So like a fairy talisman—a spell almost divine !
1 hold it in my trembling hand—I touch thy braided hair—
I do but press the secret spring—and see thy features fair !



[ 59 1

SONNET—TO MY TWIN BOYS.
Yx seem not, sweet ones, formed for human care—
Your dreams are tinged by heaven ;—your glad eyes meet
A charm in every scene; for all things greet
The dawn of life with hues divinely fair !
1low brightly yet your laughing features wear
The bloom of early joy! Your bosoms beat
‘With no bewildering fcars,—your cup is sweet—
The manna of delight is mcl{ing there!
Twin buds of life and love '—my hope and pride !
Fair priceless jewels of a father’s heart !
Stars of my_home! No saddening shadows hide
Your beauty now. Your stainless years depart
Like glittering swrcams that softly murmur by,
Or white-winged birds that pierce the sunny sky !

SONNET.

On! now glad Naturc bursts upon mine cyc!

The night of care is o’er. Deep rapture thrills

My waking heart; for Life’s deforming ills,

That come like shadows when the storm is nigh,

Foreboding strife, at length have floated by

And left my spirit free !—The skylark trills

His matin song ; the cloud-resembling hills

Tn dim cerulean beauty slumbering lie,

And form the throne of Peace; the silver stream

Is sparkling n the sun—its bright waves seem

%ustinct with joy ; the verdant bre:st of carth

T'eems with deligl.lt.—The past is I’ke a dream,

A dull trance broken by the voice of mirth,

Or grey mist scatteerd by the morning beam !e
12



[ 60 ]

HOME-VISIONS.
[wriTTEN N 1NDIA.] .

I.
TuEe skies are bluc as summer seas—the plains are grecn and
bright—
The groves arc fair asden’sbowers—the streams are liquid light—
The sun-risc bursts upon the seene, like glory on the soul,
And richly round the couch of Day the twilight curtains roll.

1I.

But oh! though beautiful it be, I yearn to leave the land,—

It glows not with the holigr hues that tiné’c“my native strand,
‘Where shadows of departed dreams still float o’er hill and grove,
And mirrored in the wanderer’s heart, immortalize its love !

.
I gaze upon the stranger’s face—I tread on foreign ground,
And almost decem Enchantment’s wand hath raised up all

around :—
My spirit may not mingle yet with scencs so wild and strange,
And keeps in scorn of fleshly bonds its old accustomed range.

v.
In that sweet hour when Fancy’s spell inebriates the brain, '’
And breathing forms to phantoms turn, and lost friends live again,
Oh! what a dear delirious joy unlocks the source of tears
‘While like urprisoned birds we seck the haunts of happier years.
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MOODS OF MIND.

1.
A suppEN gloom came o’er mc ;
A gathering throng of fears
Enshrouded all before me,
And through the mist of tears

1 saw thc coming ycars.
L ]

II.

*Tis strange how transient sorrow
Can mortal sight delude ;
To-day is ’(_Igrk——to-morrow
Shall no dull shade intrude

To tinge a brighter, mood.

T heard the low winds sighing
Above the cheerless earth,
And deem’d the hope of dying
Was all that life was worth,
And scoffed at human mirth.

1.
From that wild dream awaking,
And through the clouds of care
A mental sunshine breaking,
I marvelled how despair
Could haunt a world so fair.
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SQNNET.

TO A FRIEND IN LOVE.
BeLIEVE me, dearest friend, ’twerc nobler far
To scorn the prize for which thy soul hath yearned,
Than tamecly feed a passion proudly spurned
By nne whom thou hast worshipped as a star:
Oh! live not thus eternally at war
‘With lofticr hopes! Before thy young veins burned
‘With love’s sweet poison, who like thee discerned
The glad earth’s glory, or so laughed at care ? |
Arrest then quickly this delirious fever,
Nor breathe again an unavailing sigh ;
Forget a cold, disdainful heart for ever;*
Sceli the green meadows and the mountains high
And crystal rivers. Feast thine amorous eye

On Nature’s charms, for she repuls;:gl never.

. SONNET—MORNING.
‘WaEeN to my fevered brain, the long drear night
No balm hath brought, and restless and alone
I’ve paced the silent fields, till glittering bright
O’er the green oricnt mount the fresh day shone ;
How have I joyed to mark yon hoary Tower
Unfolding slowly, ’neath the morning beams,
His misty mantle grey !—In such an hour,
To Contemplation’s eye glad Naturc scems
Most holy,—and thc troubled heart is still.—
The vocal grove, the sky-reflecting lake,
The cheerful plain, and softly-shadowed hill,
To loftier drcams are ministrant, and wake
Unutterable love for this fair arth,
And silent bliss, more exquisite than mirth.
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* ON GQING HOME.
[WRITTEN IN INDIA, JANUARY, 1835.]

Tnr Hooghly is now covered with the stately ships of England.
It is the season for going home! They whom fortune has blessed,
and whose term of exile is expired, are anticipating the joy of
once more Breeting the faces of eatly 'friend&., and the green hills
and valleys on which the morning of existence shed its chcerful
light. They arc preparing for an cventful but happy change.
Thcy are entering upon a fresh chapter of the book of life.  Oh!
with what ycarning hearts do we turn to those yet untead pages
to which the finger of Hope directs us ! I hear around me many
voices that speak of hame and happiness. [ shall soon cease to
hear them—perhaps for ever ! They will pass, like the wind, into
happier regions, and breathe ia other ears their old familiar
music. The fate of these emancipated exiles awakens no un-
gencrous fecling in my heart, and yet it aches with sorrow when
I listen to their home-anticipations. They are intoxicated with
delight, while I sicken with ‘despair.  They are like boys at
school when their long-looked-for holidays have arrived. But he
who still lingers on this distant shore, is like an unhappy child
who remains in the same dreary and detested place, when his
more fortunate playmates have departed homewards.

But amidst all the pleasurable cxcitements that stir the heart
of the exile when about to revisit his native land, there are
mometts of occasional thoughtfulness and sadness and apprehen-
sion which render his fate far less cnviable than that of the home-
returning school-boy. The spirit of the latter is bright and
buoyant. His hopes are unclouded, his pleasure js unalloyed.
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The former, on the other hand, has seen too much of human life
to trust cntirely to its enchantments. e is afraid of his own
happiness. ITe can scarcely believe it real or well founded. It
is too like a dream. There is somcthing strange and ominous in
the unaccustomed clation of his heart, and he varies and mingles
his emotl()nb like a child that langhs and cries in the same breath.
Thesc mixed feclings arc sometimes succceded by an unqualified
mistrust and forlorn forebodings. Ile reverts to the innumerable
disappointments that have already darkened his path, and arrives
at a rcluctant conviction that it is weak and unrcasonable to ima-
gine that the course ‘of lif<; can alter. As in the nataral world
the frequent interchange of suushine and of shadow forbids us to
anticipate the long duration of pleasant weather, so his past expe-
rience of human life leads him to regard all préspccts of true and
lasting hu‘ppincss as idle dreams. e has recached too many of
those once distant scenes, so gorgeously clad in colors of the air,
to trust again to the soft illusions whiclt<™de at our approach.
He has learnt that the many-tinted bow of heaven is nothing but
the junction of light and vapous, and that the scenes that charm

us afar off

To those who journey near

Barren, brown, and rough appear !

In this mistrustful mood of mind a thousand melancholy images
rise up before him. Instead of the bright countenances of the
living he sees the shrouded faces of the dead. The forms that
cheered his childhood and smiled upon his later dreams arce cnve-
loped in the shadows of the grave. Ilis early home is empty —
the hearth of his infancy is cold! The sweet flower-garden, in
which he once toiled with cager pleasure beneath the summer sun,
is now a dreary wilderness. Or if the halls and lands of his
fathers are not lonely and neglected, they are perhaps in the
possession of the stranger, and his own birth-place is like a scene
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in a foreign land. He recalls the beautiful Arabic exclamation—
« ] came to the place of my youth and cricd, my friends, where
arc they ? and Echo answered, where are they P” Even Nature
herself seeras changed. The once familiar hills and valleys have
2 strange look, like the face of an altered friend. e has heard,
but too often, of such miscrable mutations and disappointments,
and he trembles as he reflects that his own fancy may prove pro-
phetic. Besides all these gloomy fears and meditations, there
are other drawbacks to that felicity which the home-sccking exile
might enjoy if he were more sanguine and less reflective. Ile
bas perhaps®formed many friendships with his fellow-countrymen
in India, and it is impossible to break social ties, however slight,
without some degree of sadness and regret.  ITn the case of long-
tried and faithful Triendships the parting hour—especially when
the scparation is probably an cternal gne —is a dreadiul trial. Tn
the latter case it is like th farewell we tuke of the dying. Our
last affectionate look ~% a familiar face is accompanied with a
feeling that it is impossible to describe. The lowest depths of
the human heart arc stirred, and shat convulsive movement with
which we tear oursclves away for ever from the dear ;ssociutcs of
many years seems to wrench some palpable and necessary sup-
port, and leave us barc and lacerated. Even the very spots that
we have long wished to quit are hallowed when the time of
parting is arrived. Like old acquaintances who had once but
little of our love, or perhaps cven somcthing of our hatred, they
present at such a moment a softer aspect, and we almost wonder
that we should ever have regarded them with coldness or dislike.
They have become a portion of our associations, and these, of
whatever nature they may be, can hardly pass through the mists
of memory without recciving that tender and dream-like hue
which makes the past so*precious, The coldest and coarsest mind
is touched and elevated on such occasions. The finest points of
our common nature arc then developed ; and never ig the human
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countenance so informed with beauty, ‘with intcllect and with sensi-
bility, as in parting for ever from old friends and familiar scenes.
At such a time cvery one is a poet, and looks ul;on human life and
external nature with a deep and solemn feeling. They vho arc apt
in ordinary seasons to takc a literal and vulgar view of all things,”
assume a higher tone, and sce something to fecl, to admire, and to
clicrish béyond the range of their daily thoughts and avocations.

But let us pass over the trial of separation, and trace the after
progress of the friends who leave us. Thc hurry and excitement
of embarkation, and the novelty of their position, are circum-
stances well calculated to shorten the pain of parting, and give a
fresh impulse to the mind. \When they arc once fairly launched
on the wide blue occan, the rclief from all common cares and
dutics—the holiday feeling—the exultation of spirit occasioned
by a chzm:ge of air and scenc—all aispose them to give a ready
welcome to cheerful thoughts, and to banish every unpleasing
recollection. Then grave men become astfzolicksome as children,
and take a deep interest in those trifles and amusements which dur-
ing their long weary cxile and wmidst far higher cares were either
forgotten or despised. They scem as if they had taken a new
leasc of life. The fountain of early pleasure is unlocked. Their
first fresh feelings return upon their hearts, and they become as
frank and social, and as sanguinc and as willing to be pleased, as
in the generous ardor of their boyhood. Each new occurrence
in their progress—a change of wind or weather—the capture of a
fish or bird—the discovery of a ship, like a speck of cloud on the
far horizon—a dinner or a dance with the strangers, when the
two little oaken worlds in the vast space of waters, arrive in con-
tact—the touching at somec small uninhabited island, as solitary
and romantic as the residence of Robinson Crusoe—and ' finally
the first pale glimmering of the snow-white cliffs of Albion, make
their hearts bound within them, and they feel as they have often
thought that they should never feel again !
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As they approach the shores hallozved by so many early associa-
tions and of which they have thought and dreamt for so many years,
with what tumultuous eagerncss they crowd into the first boat
that reaches the vesscl’s side! At last they leap upon their
‘native earth; and they who mix reflection with their transport,
look back with grateful wonder at their escapes by land and sea,
and rcjoice in the consummation of their long cherished hopes.

No language could paint the feclings with which those Indian
parents who have sent children home at an early age hurry from
the sea-port town at which they land to embrace aguin their
living treadurcs! The first excess of joy" at such a meeting
may horder upon pain; but when the deep and wild emotion
begins to moderate, therc is no earthly felicity with which it
could be comparetf It is almost a compensation for thc pangs of
parting, and the miscries of exile.

SONNET—WRITTEN IN INDIA.

THE scene is sweetly changed!  The lord of zlny

No longer wears the countenance of pride

That scared the green carth’s breast! A veil doth hide
The lustre of his brow ; his parting ray,

As some fond lover’s smile that melts away

Through farewecll tears, is fading tenderly !

And gorgeous clouds, like banners floating free,

But dimmed by distance, soften into grey !

Now, like a -hadowy form, whosc beauty steals

O’cr the rapt soul in visionary hours,

Meek Twilight comes ! From zephyr-haunted bowers
Arise the tuneful Shama’s evening peals,

Blent with the far wave’s murmur, and the songs

Of village maids, that Echo’s voice prolongs.
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LINES TO A LADY

W10 PRESENTED THE AUTHOR WITIT SOME ENGLISH FRUITS AND

-

FLOWERS.

GreeN herbs and gushing springs in some hot waste,
Though grateful to the traveller’s sight and taste,
Scen far less fair and fresh than fruits and flowers
That breathe, in fo:"cig;n lands, of English bowers.
Thy gracious giit, deardLady, well recalls

Sweet scenes of home,—the white cot’s trellised walls—
The clean red garden path—the rustic seat—

The jasmine-covered arbour, fic retreat

For hearts that love repose. Fach spot displays
Somc long-remembered charm.  dnsweet amaze

I fecl as one who from a weary drcamn

Of exile wakes, and sees the morning beam

Tlume the glorious clouds, of every hue,

That float o’er ficlds his happy childhood knew.

How small a spark may kindle fancy’s flame,

And light up all the past! The very same

Glad sounds and sights that charmed my heart of old,
Arrest me now—1 hear them and behold.

Ah'! yonder is the happy circle scated

Within the favourite bower ! I am grected
‘With joyous shouts; my rosy lioys have heard
A father’s voice—-their little hearts arc stirred
‘With eager hope of some new toy or treat,

And on they rush with never-resting feet !
* * * * * * * %
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Goue is the sweet illusion—Ilike a scene
Formeid by the western vapou:'s, when between
The dusky (:arth and day’s departing light,
The curtain falls of India’s sudden night.

MENTAL CIANGES:

As o’cr thefairest skies
The dream-like shadows steal,
So din mysterious cares surpri%e
The heart whose hurpan weal
Would scem secure from aught less bright
Than pleasure’s broad congenial light.
.
As when this outward world
Attracts the mortal cyc,
A vapour on the light air curled
Between us and the sky
May make its bluc depths cold and dun,
And place in brief eclipse the sun;

So in the realms of mind,
The meanest things have power,
® With thoughts as wayward as the wind
‘When fitful tempests lour,
The lovcliest hues of life to cloud,
And Hope’s ;esplcndent orb enshroud.
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SONNETS—WRITTEN AT SEA.

[FINE WEATHER.]

Tae plain of ocean 'neath the crystal air

Its azure bound extends—the circle wide

Is sharply clear,—contrasted hues divide

'I:hc sky and water. Clouds, like hills that wear
The winter’s snow-wrought mantle, brightly fair,
Rest on the main’s blue marke. As shadows glide
O’cr dew-decked fields, the calin ship scems to slide
O’er glassy paths that catch the noon-tide gldre

As if bestrown with dinmonds.  Quickly play

The small crisp waves that musically break

Their shining peaks.—And now, if au,r;-ht can make
Celestial spirits wing their downward way,
Methinks they glitter in the proud sun’s wake,

And breathe a glorious beauty oif the day !

[ao caum, AFTER A GALE.]
Lixr mountain-mists that roll on sultry airs,
Unheard and slow the huge waves heave around
That lately roared in wrath. The storm-fiend, bound
‘Within his unsecn cave, no longer tears
The vexed and wearicd main. The moon appears,
Uncurtaining wide her azure rcalms profound
To cheer the sullen night. Though not a sound
Reposing Naturc breathes, my rapt soul hears
The far-off murmur of my native streams
Like music from the stars—the silver tone
Is memory’s lingering echo. 'Ocean’s zone .
Infolds me from the past ;—this small bark secms
The centre of a world—an island lone ;
And home’s dear forms are like departed dreams !
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ON THE, FREQUENT COMPLAINT OF A WANT OF
MEMORY.

Notuing is more common than the confession of a defect of
meniory, which may De taken as a proof that it is not generally
considered one of the nobler faculties of the mind. Men rarely
acknowledgo even to themselves, a defitiency.in any quality which
rauks highly in their own estimatijon, or which they suppose to
be esscutial to the dignity or grace of their intellectual character.
People sometimes @omplain of the want of extrinsic advantages,
such as a large income or a handsome equipage, becawse these
things form no portion® of their own moral or mental being.
They conceive that they have higher and less equivocal claims to
the respect of their fellow creatures; and while railing at For-
tune, enjoy a secret consciousness, and sometimes even venture
on a pretty open implication, that ii.wir merit is deserving of a bet-
ter fate.  Mcn are discontented with every thing but their own
minds and persons. They never complain that nature has made
them silly or ill-featured. In some vespects what a happy cir-
cumstance is that law of our naturc by which, 'with the clearest
eyes for the defects of others, we are blinded to our own! The
fecble-minded and the deformed in body would shrink into them-
selves with bitter shame and forlorn despondency, if they were to
sec their cwa deficiencies as they appear to others. The perpe-
tual mirror of self-reflection would drive them to despair. It is
remarkable that in proporti;m as nature is niggard in real gifts,
she is liberal in those of fancy. Fools and dwarfs are prover-
bially vain. When we consider how much of the happiness of

life depends upon our being well deceived, it is perhaps scarcely
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consistent with a humane philosophy to object to the self-com-
placency of the meanest human creature in exxstence, especially as
he is in no degree answerable fer his natural defects If we
lower a man in his own csteem we not only depsive him of
the chief source of consolation amidst the positive ills of life,
but render him less capable of a noble sentiment or a gene-
rous exc:'tion. It is only when egotism lcads' to sclfishness
and arrogance, that it becomes neccssary to repress it. The
principle, however, of self-approval is so dceply ingrafted in
our system, that it is 1mp0ﬂ<|blc to eradicate it. By terribly
severe and caustic’ handlmg its growth may be cliecked for a
season, but it cannot be utteYly destroved. The cherished weed
shoots out again in defiance of every obstacle, and with rencwed
force -md freshness. )

As no man wilfully depreciates his own character in matters
which he thinks matcrially affect its mﬂucncc over others, the
frequent complaint of the want of mentory is, as T have alrcady
intimated, rather a slight to that faculty than an acknowledgment
of its value, Pcople are ofter ready to resign all pretensions to
it for the praise of candour, because they think they can well
afford the sacrifice. A weakness in this faculty is not thought
any indication of a correspondent weakness in the higher powers
of the mind. On the contrary, many persons have a notion that
an cxact and vigorous memory is generally associated with a
fecble judgment and a cold and barren imagination. Pope las
sanctioued this opinion in his Essay on Criticism.

“Thus in the soul while memory prevails
The solid power of understanding fails ;
Where beams of warm imagination play
The memory’s soft figures melt away.”

Those who have weak memorics and who wish to be reconcil-
ed to their misfortune, should peruse Montaigne, who is perpetu-
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ally informing his readers of his singular incapability of mental
retention. -No one will dispute the acuteness and power of that
most dehghtful Essaylst and indeed it is sufficiently obvious,
notwithstanding all his lamentations on the subject of his me-
mory, that he is by no means dissatisfied with the general charac-
ter of his own intelleet. Montaigne’s Confessions, for such his
Essays may be called as justly as the egotistical ebullitions of
Rousseau, may be adduced as a proof of the utter impossibility of
a man’s regarding himself with any thing like that genuine im-
partiality of judgment with which he may be regarded by others.
He never t8lls us any thing which he thinks will really injure
him greatly in our estimation. Every little error is eagerly fol-
lowed up by some redceming virtue. It is true that both Mon-
taigne and Rousschu have dared to communicate to the world
several confessedly mean and ]udlcrous passages in their’ history ;
but this may have been done partly w1th a proud consciousness
that their characters weuld not suffer by such comparative sun-
specks, and partly to obtain the more credit for their sclf-com-
mendations.  Still, however, Moptaigne’s egotism is nearly as
candid as is possible to human nature, and he often scems more
likely to have deccived himself than to have had any intention
to deceive his readers. His constant complaint of a want of
memory has been thought the more remarkable on account
of the quantity of anecdotes and quotations that crowd his
pages. They are almost as full of learned illustrations as
Burton’s Anatomy of Melancholy.  His French editor, however,
(Peter Coste) has cxplained this apparent contradiction. In the
first place he is said to have fallen into innumcrable errors
respecting names, dates, and persons, and in the next place he
appear® to have added illustration after illustration to his Essays
while in manuscript, and for every new edition, just as he met
with suitable materials in the course of his extensive reading.
Montaigne expresses much the same opinion of thg faculty of
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memory as Pope does. “In my country,” says the former,
¢ when they would signify that a man is véi(‘i of sense, they say
that he has no memory ; and whén I complain of this defect of
mine they reprove me, and do not think I am in earrest in accus-
ing myself of being a fool ; for they do not discern the difference
betwixt memory and understanding, in *which they make me
worse than I really am ; for, on the contrary, we rather find by
experience that a strong memory is linble to be accompanied with a
weak judgment.” e consoles himself, in a very characteristic
way, with the reflection, that in proportion to the extent of this
defect of memory the more powerful are his other ficulties. He
remarks also that if his memory had been better, he would have
been apt to rest his understanding and judgment on the wisdom
of other men, instead of exerting his own natural powers.

I cannot help thinking, that Montaignc and Pope* have mis-
taken the nature of memory in its connection with other faculties
of the mind. It is to be doubted wltether any great powers of
intellect are consistent with a feeble memory. This faculty was
personified by the ancients as the mother of the Muses. Even
Montaigne himself, in alluding to the anccdote of Messala Cor-
vinus having been two ycars without any trace of memory,
observes that a privation of this faculty, if absolute, must destroy
all the functions of the soul. He also quotes the saying of
Cicero, that *‘ thc memory is the receptacle and sheath of all

science.”  Rogers has paid it a similar compliment.

“ Ages and climes remote to thee impart
What charmns in genius and refines in art ;
Thee, in whose hands the keys of science dwell,
The pensive Portress of her holy cell.”

* Pope himself had an exccllent memory. It was ‘“so tenacious and local,
that he couldedirectly refer to any particular passage in a favorite author,”
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Montaigne did injustice to his own memory*. He only reckon-
ed his sins of forgetfulness, and did not balance them with his
rememhrances. He tells us titat he was accustomed to forget the
names of his servants, and those domestic matters which every
l;ody around him remembered with the utmost easc and distinct-
ness. He did not consider how many things there were which ke
remembered and which tkey forgot. Men of genius forget things
which the vulgar remember, and remember those which leave no
impression on ordinary minds. The poet who in ten minutes will
forget where he has placed his hat and walking stick, will remem-
ber in what Book he met with a bealitiful sentiment or expression
ten years ago.  He has a better memory than those who laugh at
his forgetfulness, but it is employed on subjects with which they
are not familiar. ‘People remember only those things in which
they take an intcrest. 'The trader rgmembers the statc of the
market, the poet the state of literature. Let them cxchange the
subject of their attentiony and they will both complain of a want

of memory. Scott} is said to have posscssed cxtraordinary pow-

* Marmontel observes, in his Memoirs, that he had a great desire to learn,
Lut nature had refused him the gift of memory. IHe admts, however, that
though thewords left no trace upon his mind, he retained the sense of what he read.

Rousseau repeatedly complains of his want of memory. But he cxagge-
rated the defect ; for no man with such a feeble memory as he represents his own
10 have been, could have gathered and retained a fifueth part of his knowledge.

+ Hogg, the Ettrick Shepherd, gives a curious proof of Scott's retentiveness.
I take the following from the Shepherd’s ¢ Familiar Anecdotes.” * He, and
Skene of Rubislaw, and [ were out one night about midnight, leistering kippers
in T'weed, about the end of January, not long after the opening of the river for
fishing, which was then on the tenth, aud Scott having a great range of the
river himself, we went up to the side of the Rough-haugh of Elibank ; but when
we came to kindle our hight, behold our peat was gone out. This was a terrible
disapporfitment, but to think of giving up our sport was out of the question, so
we had no other shift save to send Rob Fletcher all the way through the dark-
ness, the distance of two miles, for another fiery peat.

The night was mild, calm, and as dark as pitch, and while Fletcher was ab-
sent we three sat down on the brink of the river, on a httle grecn sward which I
never shall forget, and Scott desired me to sing them my ballad bf ** Gilman’s

L 2
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ers of retention—but what, were the things that he most easily
retained ?—specimens of his own favorite ‘art. He doubtless
forgot other matters that interesttd him les;, in the same way
that a dull prosaic man would remember the most dry details and
forget the most delightful verses. In Scott’s Autobiography..
(published by Lockhart,) he thus speaks of his memory—‘‘ But
this memory of mine was a very fickle ally, and has through my
whole life acted upon its own capricious motions, and might have
enabled me to adopt old Beattie of Mickledale’s answer, when com-
plimented by a reverend divine on the strength of the same facul-
ty ;—** No, Sir,” answered t}.ne old borderer, I have ho command
of my memory. It only retain% what hits my fancy, and, probably,
Sir, if you were to preach to me for two hours, I should not be
able when you finished to remember a word you. had been saying.”

Scaliger tells us that inshis youth he could repcat 100 verses
after having once read them. It is said that Dr. Leyden had so
strong a memory, that he could repeat correctly a long Act of
Parliament or any similar document after a single perusal. There
is an anecdgte of an English gentleman, whom the king of Prussia
placed behind a screen, when Voltaire came to read him a new
poem of considerable length. The gentleman afterwards perplex-
ed the poet by asserting that the poem was his, and repeated it
word for word as a proof of the truth of his assertion. Locke in

cleuch.” Now, beit remembered, that this ballad had never been printed. I
had merely composed it by rote, and, on finishing it three years before, had sung
it once over to Sir Walter. I began it, at his request, but at the eighth or ninth
stanza I stuck in it, and could not get on with another verse, on which he be-
gan it again, and recited it every word from beginning to end. It being a very
long ballad, consisting of eighty-eight stan?as, 1 testified my astonishment,
knowing that he had never heard it but once, and even then did not $ppear to
be paying particular attention.  I{e said he had Ueen out with a pleasure party
as far as the opening of the Frith of Forthi, and, to amusc the company, he had
recited both that ballad and one of Southey's (T'he Abbot of Aberbrothock),
both of which ballads he had only heard once from their respective authors, and

he believed he Tecited them both without misplacing a word.”



OF A WANT OF MEMORY. 77

his description of memory (which description, as Campbell justly
observes*, is, “ absolutely poetical’), mentions that it is recorded
of ““ that prodigy of parts, Monsieur Pascal, that till the decay
of his health had impaired his memory, he forgot nothing of
‘what he had done, read, or thought in any part of his rational
age.” It is said that the admirable Crichton was similt}rly gifted,
and could repeat backwards any speech he had made. Maglia-
becchi, the Florentine Librarian, could recollect whole volumes,
and once supplied an author from memory with a copy of his
own work of which the original was lost. Spence records the
observation' of Pope, that Bolingl;rol;e had so great a memory
that if he was alone and without books, he could refer to a parti-
cular subject in them, and write as fully on it, as another man
would with all his books about him. Woodfall’s extraordinary
power of reporting the debates in the, Iouse of Commons without
the aid of written memoranda is well known. During a debate
he used to close his eyes’and lean with both hands upon his stick,
resolutely excluding all extraneous associations. The accuracy
and precision of his reports branght his newspaper into great
repute. He would retain a full recollection of a particular debate
a fortnight after it had occurred, and during the intervention of
other debates. IHe used to say that it was put by in a corner of
his mind for futurc reference.

It seems sometimes morc easy to exert the memory than to
suppress it. “ We may remember,” says Felton, *‘what we are
intent upon ; but with all the art we can use we cannot know-

* The following passage bears out Campbell’s praise—‘ The mind very
often séts itself on work 1n search of some hidden idea, and turns as it were the
eye of the soul upon it ; thqugh sometimes too they start up in our ininds of
their own accord, and offer themselves to the understanding ; and very often
are roused and tumbled out of their durk cells into open day-tight by turbulen:
and tempestuous pussions, our affections bringing ideas to our memory, which
had otherwise lain quiet and unregarded.” .



78 ON THE FREQUENT couruu‘q‘
L

ingly forget what we would.—Nor is there any Atna in the soul
of man but what the memory makes*.” ’

Mere abstraction, or what is calléd absence of mind, is often
attributed very wunphilosophically to a want of memory. I'
believe it was La Fontaine who in a drcaming mood forgot his
own child, and after warmly commending®him, qbserved how
proud he should be to have such a son. In this kind of abstrac-
tion external things are either only dimly seen or are utterly
overlooked ; but the memory is not necessarily asleep. In fact,
its too intense acuuty 15 frequently the causc of the abstraction.
This faculty is u“ually the strongest, when the other faculties are
in their prime; and fades in old age, when there is a general decay
of mind and body. Old men, indeed, are proverbially narrative,
and from .this circumstance it sometimes appears as if the me-
mory preserves a certain poction of its cgrly acquisitions to the
last, though in the gencral failure of the intellect, it loses its
active energy. It receives no new impressions, but old ones are
confirmed. The brain secmns to grow Aarder. Old images be-
come fixtures. .

It is a stale proverb that great wits have short memories, and
that small wits have long ones. Truth demands, however, that
the saying should be reversed. It is not to be denied that extra-
ordinary powers of memory have been often found in the posses-
sion of the dullest minds. Jedidiah Buxton, after seeing Garrick
perform, was asked what he thought of the plaver and the play.
* Oh,” he said, ** he did not know, he had only seen a little man
strut about the stage and repeat 7956 words.” He could remem-
ber the number of words, because he took an interest in numerical
calculations ; but he forgot the poetry, and saw nothing in the

Of all afflictions taught a lover yet
’I'is sure the hardest science to forget.
Pope.
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actor’s art. So there are men who recollect dates and names, and
forget things and persons. When a mind of very inferior range
concentrates its whole power'in the faculty of memory, and exerts
that faculty on some peculiar class of objects, those observers
“will inevitably be puzzled who do not sufficiently connect the
result with the process by which it is effected.

Nemonica, or the art of memory, was studied by some of
the ancients, and an attempt has lately been made to revive it.
Mr. Feinaigle, a German, gave instruction in this art in Paris
about the beginning of the present century; and as a reply to
hostile critics he exhibited the pr(;gress of fifteen of his pupils.
After they had been tricd in various ways, one of the pupils
desired the company to give him *“ a thousand words without
any connection whatsoever and without numerical order ; for
instance the word astronomer, for No. 62; wood, for No. 188;
lovely, for No. 370 ; dynasty, for No. 23; David, for No. 90 ; &c.
&c. till all the numbers’ were filled ; and he repeated the whole
(though he heard these words without order and but once) in
the numerical order ; or he told what word was given against any
one number, or what number any one word bore.” But a system
of arbitrary association or artificial memory, though it may serve
to prove how much a particular faculty is capable of improvement,
is more plausible than uscful; for to cultivatc any one power of
the mind to such an extreme degree, is to destroy the balance
of the intellectual powers. To be the brilliant pupil of a Feinai-
gle a man must give up every other object, and improve onc
of his faculties at the expensc of all the rest. Fuller advises us
not to overburthen the memory, and not to make so faithful a
servant a slave. ‘* Remember,” says he, that ¢ Atlas was weary.
Havc as much reason as a camecl, to risc when thou hast thy full
load. Memory is like a purse, if it be over-full that it cannot
shut, all will drop out.” The same writer makes a ludicrous
observation that ¢ Philosophers place memory in the rear of the
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head ; and it seems the mine, of memory lies there, because, there
men naturally dig for it, scratching it when t!ley are at a loss.”
People as often strike the forehead inder the same circumstances.

If men who complain of feeble powers of retention were to
cultivate their memory with the same assiduity with which they
cultivate their other faculties, they would soon find that it would
keep an equal pace with the general advance of the mind. Few
people have given it a fair trial, and still fewer know the extent
to which it may be invigorated and improved. William Hutton
divided a blank book into 365 columns, and resolved, as an expe-
riment, to recollect,’ if possil')le, an anecdote of his“past life, to
fill up each division. Ile was astonished at the success of his
plan, and contrived to fill up 355 columns with his different remi-
niscences. What a delightful treasure are such recovered relics
of the pas.t ! What a triumph over time ! Itis a kind of immor-
tality. Without memory, life would be a daily death ; and would
be not more bricf than desolate. Howsignorantly then has this
faculty been undervalued! It is as it were the very foundation of
genius. Wit and fancy are farnished by the memory with the
materials for analogy, combination, or contrast. It is also more
closely connected with the imaginative faculty than is gencrally
supposed, and is sometimes even unconsciously confounded with
it. People are as apt to say that they funcy they see a particu-
lar object as that they remember it.

The past is tinged with a soft twilight lustre. It is this colour-
ing which makes it scem so much more delightful than the
present.

"Tis distance lends enchantment to the view,
And robes the mountuin in its azure hue.

The far-off landscape is not more lovely to the corporeal sight
than are distant objects to the inward ey::. They arc alike steep-
.ed in beauty. But the divine power of memory is incomparably
more precious than the pleasures of external vision, It is inde-
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pendent of time and place. It is likg a fairy enchanter, and can
conjure up spring Ziowers in a wintry desert, and reflect a magic
light on the dreariest momeitts of existence. 1t resembles, in
some respeets, a glorious instrument which requires but a single
air-like touch and its * liuked sweetness, long drawn out,”
cnthrals the soul witheineffable delight.  Its rich music is like a
river ** that wanders at its own sweet will” through some roman-
tic valley.

Mr. Rogers has beautifully described the associating principle ;

o Lulled in the countless eharhbers of the brain,
Qur thoughts are linked by many a lidden chain.
Awuke but one, und lo,"what myriads rise !”

They who call themsclves practical philosophers, and talk with
contempt of the pleasures of imagination, are strangely ignorant
of our natare, The literal forms an extremely small and by far
the least precious portiore of our enjoyments. The past and the
future arc but dreams. [Even the present is rife with doubt,
mystery and delusion, and the fey dull objects that remain un-
coloured with the hues of imagination are gcarcely worthy of a
thought. All men complain of the shortness of life, but a cold
and dry philosophy would make it shorter still. It would confine
its limits to the pascing moment, that dies even in its birth ; for it
is only in such a pitiful span that the little which is really’ literal
in life can at all cxist. That moment’s predecessor is dead—its
suceessor is unborn—and all that is actual or material in its own
existence is as a drop in the ocean, or as a grain of sand on the
sca-shore.

A supposed want of memory is often nothing more than a
wanr of method. Desultory readers and thinkers generally com-
plain of imperfect memories. The reason is, that their thoughts
arc in a state of chaos. Thus Montaigne, who was irregular and

capricious in his studies, though his memory was probably natu-
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rally a good one, was perplexed with vague and confused remem-
brances. Thosc who run from one subjc(.:tcto another of the
most opposite and uncongenial kinds, receive of course, but very
imperfect and transitory impressions. Southey, though an imagi-
native writer, does not complain of want of memory, because he
is singularly regular and mcthodical in h#s studies. Coleridge
may have done so, because his thoughts were dream-like and
indistinct ; but he no doubt recollected the wildest visions and
most romantic tales with greater strength and facility than the
gencerality of mankind, though he could not perhaps have carried
a domestic pccuniur.y account in his head from one street to
another.  When a man finds that he forgets those things in
which he tukes a deep interest and which other persons who take
less interest in them remember, he may then—but not till then,
comp]ain‘of want of memory.  But as no man can remember all
things, he must be satisfied to confine the exertions of his me-
mory within a chosen range, and to“retain only those things
which are the dearest to his heart and the most congenial to his

mind. . "
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. A MOONLIGHT ASSIGNATION.

L
[A FrRAGMENT.]

¢ Where is the nymph whose azure eye
Can ghine through rapture’s tear?
‘The sun is sunk, the moon is high,

And yet she comes not here.”
Moore.

Haiu to the lovely Qucen of Night,

In atl her chastened glory dfght ! .

How swcet her mild yet regal micn !

How rich her realms of starry sheen!

No threate’ning shades her brows enshroud,
Her veil is of the fleeey cloud ;—

She rules o’er scenes of love i".ld light,
Calmly blest and purely bright,

And the beam is soft of her pensive cve,

As she looks from her siIVc.r throne on high'! .
Now Solitude, meek timid maid !

Is stcaling from the birchen glade,

And as she leaves her silent cell,

Beneath the light she loveth well,

She startles at the rustling trecs,

And the plaintive veice of the sad night-breeze,
And the music wild of the restless strecam

Glimmering in the lunar beam !

®*Ye radiant stars ! and thou, sweet moon,
That oft have heard at night’s still noon
IIer vows of love, Oh, say if e’er,
Ye aught could doubt that maiden fair, .

M 2
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Or Echo’s tremulous voice reply

To sweeter sounds of melody !

But oh ! your rays begin to fade,

And absent still the faithless maid

Than ye, proud host of stars ! moresbright,
Or ceven thou, fair Queen of Night !

* * * * * * *

The Spirit of Morn advances near,

And all the ncighbouring grove doth cheer !
Before her form of holy light

OfF glide the drcam-like shades of night !

Maid of my heart! oh, why so long ?

The nightingale hath ceased its song,

The speckled lark ascends the shy

To hail the morn’s bright majesty,

The mavis and merle are gaily singing,

And the woods with their joyous matins are ringing !

Is it Fancy’s vision wild ?

Is Reason from my soul exiled ?
Is it Hope’s delusive beam ?

Is it Love’s delirious dream ?

Oh, rapturous joy ! *Twas her I love
‘Whose advent waked the vocal grove,
‘Whosc form a fresh radiance of beauty adorning,

I dcemed in my madness the spirit of Morning !
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‘A LOVER’S THOUGHT.

*T1s truc that we no more may meet,
Our paths arc far apart,
. I may*not hear thy lips repeat
The dictates of thine heart ;—
Yet though divided thus we stray,
We share love’s golden dream, «
As ‘neath the same unbroken ray

The clouds, t]wug.h parted, gleam !

« SONNET.

WRITTEN ON THYE BANKS OF THE GANGES.

.

How fraught with music, beanty and repose,

This holy time, and solitude profound!

The lingering day along th® mountain glows ;-
With songs of birds the twilight woaeds resound.
Through the =oft gloom, yon sacred fanes around,
The radiant fly* its mimic lightning throws ;

Fair Gunga’s stream along the green vale flows,
And gently breathes a thought-awakening sound ! ‘
Such hour and scenc my spirit loves to hail,

When naturc’s smile is so divinely sweet—

When cvery note that trembles on the gale,

Secms caught from realms untrod by mortal feet—
» Where eveilasting harmonics prevail—

Where rise the purified, their God to greet !

The Fire-fly.
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SONNET—EVENING AT SEA.

How calm and beautiful! The broad fun now
Bcehind its rosy curtain lingering stays, .
Yet downward and above the glorious rays
Pierce the blue flood, and in the warm air glow;
While clouds from either side, like pillars, throw
Their long gigantic shadows o’er the main ;—
Between their dusky bounds, like golden rain,
Though still the sun-bcams on the wave below
A shower of radiance shed, the misty veil .
Of twilight spreads aromnd—the oricent sky

Is mingling with the sea—the distant sail
Hangs like a dim-discovered cloud on high,

Atd faintly bears the cold unearthly ray

Of yon pale moon, that seems the' ghost of day !

SONNET—TO A CHILD.

Twov lovely child!  When I behold the smile
Over thy rosy'features brightly play,

As darts on rippling waves thc morning ray,

Thy fair and opcen brow upraised the while,
Untouched by withering fears of worldly guile,
Nor taught the trusting bosom to betray,—

Thy sinless graces win my soul away

From dreams and thoughts that darken and defile !
Scion of Beauty ! If a stranger’s cye

Thus linger on thee—if his bosom’s pain
Charmed by thy cherub looks forget to smart—
Oh! how unutterably sweet Zer joy !

Oh! how indissolubly firm the chain,

That, binds, with links of love, thy Motker’s heart !

.
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IMITATIVE HARMONY.

"T'is uot enough no haishuess gives offence,
The sound nust seen an echo to the sen<e.
Pope’s Fssuy on Cruticism*®.

"T'is not enough kis verses to complete
In measme, nunmibers, oui]ete.:mincdtf('et;
Or rendet things by clear expression bright,
And <et each object in & proper light :
T'o all proportioned terms he must dispense,
Angmake the sound a picture of the sense.

Put’s Translation of Tida's Art of Poetry.

[ ]
»
Docror Johnson has remarked, that ¢ the notion of imitative

netre, and the desire of discovering frequent adaptations of the
sound to the sense, have produced many wild conceits and imagi-
nary beautics.” The trath of this observation does not over-
throw the critical canon which Popc has rendered so familiar.
As well might the occasional fuilures of the painter, or the mis-
taken interpretations of different judges, be adduced as an argu-

* In Spence’s Anecdotes, Popc’s remarks on this subject are thus reported : -
«71 have followed the significance of the number, and the adapting them to the
sense, much more even than Dryden , and much oftener than any one minls it.
Particularly in the translations of Homer, where ‘twas most necessiry to do so 5
and in the Dunciad, ofien, and indeed in all my poems. The great rule of veise
is to he gnusical 5 this other is ouly a secondary consideration, and shonld nog jar
too much with the former. [ remember two lines T wrote, when 1 was a boy,
that were very faulty this wdy. *I'was on something that I was to desenibe as
passing away as quick as thought :—

So swift—this moment here, the next ’tis gone,

So imperceptible the motion. .



88 IMITATIVE WARMONY.

ment against the existence gr value of some peculiar and subtle
beauty in the pictorial art. It is not every spectator who under-
stands the expression of Raphael’s faces.  When a pedantic cox-
comb was lauding that great artist to the skies, in the presence of
Northeote, the latter could not help saying, “1f there was
nothing ip Raphael but what you can sec, we should not now be
talking of him.” .

The cffect of Imitative Harmony in versc is gencrally best
appreciated by a learned car and a cultivated taste; but it is in
some instances of o palpable a character as to be pereeptible to
the dullest reader, though‘he. is not perhaps able to ‘explain the
cause. Imitative harmony in®verse is not a modern discovery or
invention. Homer has been celebrated as the poet, who of all
others exhibited the happicst adaptation of sense to sound.
Vida, in his Art of Poetry, has illustrated Virgil's great excel-
lence in this respect. 1In point of fact, the art of sclecting sounds
expressive of things is resorted to even’in common cgnvcrsation.
All goold Pocts, and cven Orators, attend more or less closely to
the rule in question, though often quite unconsciously. The pas-
sions naturally suggest fit and faithful sounds. Love and sorrow
prompt smooth and melodious expressions, and violent emotions
obtain utterance in words harsh, hurried, and abrupt. We sce
therefore that this critical canon is founded in nature. It is not,
however, to be denied, that like many other good rules we may
muke a great deal too much of it ; for a too eager and ambitious
attempt to copy nature in this respect may lead to a total want
of it; as those writers who are pathetic or passionate on system
become mawkish and ridiculous. The poet should trust wholly
to his genuine impulscs, unless he have art enough to hide his
art, which comes after all to the same thing, for the perfettion of
art is nature.

Bhosc readers who are not already familiar with Christopher
Pitt’s translation of Vida would do wecll to turn to it, if they fecl
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any interest in the subject of this paper*. Pitt was not a poet.
He wanted fancy and passion ; but he was a classical scholar and
a correct and skilful versifiet. Ilis translation of the /Eneid,
though gresdtly inferior to Dryden’s, has been praised by Johnson,
and his Vide's Art of Poctry was once popular. It is curious to
compare his translation of Vida with those passages which Pope
has imitated in his Essay on Criticism. The following is one of
the most celebrated e;:amplcs of imitative harmony in the Eng-

lish language :—

Roft is the strain when Zephyr dently hlows,

And the smooth stream in smoother numbers flows ;

But whén loud surges lash the sounding shore,

The hoarse, rough verse should like the torrent roar.

When Ajax strives some rock's vast weight to throw,

The line too labours, and the words move slow; ,

Not so when swift Camilla scoars the plain,

Flies o’er the unbending corn und skims along the main.

d . Pope’s Essuy on Criticism.

Let us compare these lines with the translation of the corre-

spondent passage in Vida:— .

When things are small, the terms should still be so,

For low words please us when the theme is low.

But when some giant, horrible and grim,

Enormous in his gait, and vast in every limb,

Comes towering on ; the swelling words must rise

In just proportion to the monster’s size.

If some large weight his huge arms strive to shove

The verse too labours ; the thronged words scarce move.
When ecach stiff clod benenth the ponderous plough
Crumbles and breaks, th’ encumibered lines march slow.

* Ofthey may go to the Latin original, which ’ope seems to have read with
great Celight.  He has paid ghe author a handsome tribute of admiration.
Immortal Vida! on whose honored brow
The poet’s bays and critic’s ivy grow ! .
Cremona now shall ever boast thy name,
As next in place to Mantua, nextin fame! ©
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Not less, when pilotg catch the friendly gales,

Unfurl their shrouds and hoist the wide-stretched sails.
But if the pocm suffer from delay ‘ .
Let the lines fly precipitate away ;

And when the viper issues from the brake,

Be quick : with stones, and brands, and fire attack

His rising crest, and drive the serpent back.
. . .
‘ « Pitt's Vida.

Some of the lines in italics are so admirable, that I cannot
help preferring them to those of Pope. The overflowing of the
second italic line, as if the object were too vast for the usual
limit of the verse, and the ;).br‘upt yet sonorous termindtion in the
middle of the third linc, are <ontrived with exquisite skill and
judgment. The rapidity of the last four lines is also a highly
successful exertion of poetical art, and is g;'catly superior to
Pope’s illdstration of quick motion. 1lis last long lumbering line
is any thing but expressive of extreme sw’iftness, and as Johnson
has rightly observed, the word urbending is one of the most slug-
gish in the language. The line gives an idea of space, but not
of celerity. How superior, as an example of quickness, is the
following : —

Let the lines fly precipitate away.

And how exceedingly felicitous is the pause at * Be quick”—
and the eager enumeration of the means of destruction !

But in the illustration of smootlness and of teil, Pope is very
superior to Pitt, and he also exhibits a great advantage over him
in the gencral elegance and finish of his performance. Pitt has
been obliged to borrow several of Pope’s expressions, and some
of his own arc wretchedly prosaic. “ Strive to shove,” for
instance, is detestable. The ensuing couplets are not to be com-
pared to the first four lines in the extract from Pope :—

To the loud call each distunt rock replies ;
Tassed by the storm the towering surges rise ;
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While the hoarse ocean beats she sounding shore,
Dashed from the strand the flying waters roar,
Flash at tile shock, angd gathering in a heap,

The liguid mountains rise, and ovcrhang the deep.
Bit when blue Neptune from his car surveys,
And calms at one regard the raging seas,
Stretched like a peaceful lake the deep subsides,
Anud-the pitched vessel o’er the surface glides.

4

Pitt’s Vida.

This is tame and prosaic, with the exception of the Alexandrine
in italics, which is highly expressive and picturesque. I must
here quote 2 couplet from Wordswotth: -

.
And see the children sporting on the shore,
And hearethe mghty watsrs rolling evermore.
- »

The second is a magnificent line, and has an immortal air.

The sound and the sense are cqually impressive. It is even

superior to a similar passage in Shelley.

~And hear the sea
Breathe o’er my dying brain its last monotony.

‘While on the subject of the sea, I may as well also refer to
Lord Byron, whose oceanic poetry has many fine illustrations of
Pope’s favorite rule. 'What a free, wave-like, sweeping harmony
pervades the following exquisite stanza :—

Once more upon the waters ! yet once more !
And the waves bound b:neath me like a steed
That knows its rider. Welcome to their roar !
Swift be their guidance wheresoe’er it lead !
o Though the strained mast should quiver as a reed,
And the rent canvas fluttering strew the gule,
Still must I on; for I am as a weed
Flung from the rock on ocean’s foam to sail
Where'cr the surge may sweep, the tempest’s bregth prevail |
N 2
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The harmony of this splemdid Spenserean stanza, (a form of
verse which Shelley considered inexpressibl'y.deligl_xtful) is quite
perfect, and the ideas are in unison with the music. For some
portion of its excellence the noble poet was perhaps indebted to
James Montgomery, of Shefficld, who had previously written -

L}
He only, like the ocean-weed uptorn
And loose along the world of waters borne,
Was cast, companiounless, from wave to wave.

In Lord Byron’s grand and vivid description of a storm

amongst the mountains, there is a specimen of imitative harmony.
[

Far along
TFrom peak to peak, the rattling crags ameng,
. Teaps the live thunder !

But let mc rcturn to Pope, who after all has given us more
specimens of this peculiar beauty than almost any other poet.
‘What an admirable illustration of a lame Alexandrine is the

following :—

‘

A needless Alexandrine ends the song,
And, like a wounded snake, drags its slow length along.

The hitch in the verse at the word drags has an excellent effect
and completes the image. But Alexandrines are not always
“ needless,” though in the heroic couplet they can very rarcly be
introduced without an awkward effect. In winding up the volume
of sweet sounds in the Spenscrean stanza, their gracc and fitnéss
are unquestionable. It is absolutely nccessary, however, that the
cesural pausc should be after the sixth syllable, or the line halts,
and * drags, like a wounded snake.” It has always sexcited
my surprise that Shelley, who was deeply learned in the mys-
teries of versification, should have so frequently transgress-
cd this rule. Byron, Campbell and others have been guilty
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of the same error. Even Spenser himself is often at fault in his
concluding lines.

The following lines from fhe Essay on Criticism illustrate the
rules they would enforce :—

These equal syllables alone require,

Though oft the ear the open vowels tire ; 4

‘While expletives their feeble aid do join,
And—ten—low—words—oft—creep—in—one—dull—line*.

In the next couplet, I think Dryden’s name should stand in
the place of Denham's. The first ling has the ¢ casy vigour” of
which it speaks. ’ :

. r
And praise the easy vigour of a line

Whicre Denham'’s strength and Waller’s sweetness join.
L J

The anecdote given by Leigh ITunt of Moore’s repedting with
great gusto, the following lines by D;'yden, remarkable for their
*“ casy vigour,” pleasantly occurs to me at this moment :—

Let honour and preferment go for gold,
But glorious beauty isn’t to be sold.
L]

A comparison of a couplet of Dryden’s. with two of Doctor
Johnson’s, places the unaffected force and frecdom of the former
in a striking light.

Let observation with exlensive view

Survey mankind from China to Peru,
Remark each unxious toil, each cager strife,
And watch the busy scenes of crowded life ;
Then say, &e.

Licten to Glorious John Dryden, and compare his directness
with the pompous pleonasms of the author of the Rambler.,

l.ook round the habitable world, how few
. . . .
Kuow their own good, or knowiug it, pursue.

* There are, however, many very fine monosyllabic lings in Lnglish Poetry.
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Hazlitt, I think, mentions that it was Wordsworth who first

drew attention to these parallel passages. . '
The modulation of the following lifes from Dryden’s  Theodore

and Honoria” is in admirable keeping with the subject. The

pauses are very happily arranged.

While listening to the murmuring leaves he stood
More than a mile immersed within the wood ;

At once the wind was laid ; the whispering sound
Was dumb ; a rising earthquake rocked the ground ;
With deeper brown the grove was overspread,

A sudden harror seized: his giddy head,

And his ears tingled and his colour fled.

Here is another passage of a similar characger from the same
poet.

The fanning wind upon her hosom blows ;
To meet the fanning wind her bosom rose ;
The fanning wind and purling stréam continue her repose.

In Dryden’s Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day (Alexander’s Feast) there
are numerou$ adaptations of sotind to sense. The repetition of the
word fallen in the folldwing lines has a remarkably fine effect. )

1le sung Darius great and good,
By too severe a fate
Fallen, fullen, fallen, fullen,
Fallen, from his high estate
And weltering in his blood.

There is a similar beauty in the ensuing.

The prince, unable to conceal his pain,
Gazed on the fair
Who caused his care,
And sighed and looked, sighed ¢nd looked,
Sighed and looked, and sighed again ;
At length with love and wine at once oppressed
The vanquished victor sunk upon her breast.
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The variation of the time in the following passage is extremely
happy.

Now strike the golden Iyre again :

A louder yet, and yet a louder strain ;

Break his bands of sleep asunder,

And rouse him like « rattling peal of thunder !
Hurk, hark, the horrid sound
Hus raised up his head,
As awaked,_from his dead,
And umazed he stares around !

Dryden scems to have particularly enjoyed the effect of repre-
sentative harmony. The following verse from a song in his King
Arthur has a verygnartial sound.

Come, if you dare, our trumpets sound ;
Come, if you dare, the foes rebound ;
We come, we come, we come, we come,
Says the double, double, donble, beat of the thundering drum.

This, however, is a repetition of eome lines in the first of the
afthor’s two Odes for St. Cecilia’s Day.  *

The trumpet’s loud clangor
Excites us to arms,
‘With shrill notes of anger
And mortal alarms.
The double, double, double beat of the thundering drum
Cries hark ! the foes come ;
Charge, charge, ’tis too late to retreat.

These noisy lines are perhaps not in the best taste, and remind
me of Pgpe’s description of Sir Richard Blackmore :

What! like Sir R'ichard, rumbling rough and fierce,
With arms and George and Brunswick crowd the verse,
Rend with tremendous sound your ears asunder

With gun, drum, trumpet, blunderbuss and thunder !
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In Bonnell Thornton’s Burlesque Ode.on St. Cecilia’s Day,
there is the following amusing specimen of imjtative harmony.

In strains more exalted the salt-box shall join,
And clattering and battering and clapping combine :
With a rap and a tap, while the hollow side sounds,

. Up aud dowp leaps the flap, and with rattling rebounds.

Though Pope’s Ode on St. Cecilia’s Day is generally admitted
to be a failure, and to be in almost cvery respect greatly inferior
to Dryden’s Alexander’s Feast, it is not utterly devoid of merit.
Dr. Johnson highly gommends the third stanza, in which he says
“ there are numbers, images, harmony and vigour, not unworthy
the antagonist of Dryden.” Dr. Aiken remarks of the first stanza
(which I shall here quote), that it *“ seems tos'mitate happily the

music it*deseribes :"—

- ‘
Descend ye Nine ; descend and sing ;
The breathinz instruments inspire ;
Wake into voice cach silent string,
And sweep the sounding lyre !
T u sudly plensing strain
Let the wa'blong lute complain ;
Lct the loud trumpet sound
Till the roofs all around
The shrill cchoes rebound ;
IWhile in more lengthened notes and slno,
The decp, majestic, solemn organs blow.
Hark ! the nambers soft and clear
Gently steal upon the ear ;
Now louder, and yet louder rise,
And fill with spreading sounds the skies ;
Exulting in 1riumph now swell the bold notes,
In broken air (1embling, the wild music floats,
Till by degrers, remote ond small,
The struins decay,
And melt awuay
In a dying, dying fall.

But though Dr. Johnson bestows a general approval on this
poem (the least successful of all Pope’s works), and though he
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honours some passages with particuldr praisc, this first stanza, he
says, consists of ““ sounds well chosen indecd, but only sounds.”
I have alrcady admitted the danger of a too minute attention to
the art of reépresentative metre, as it may lead the poet to over-
fook far more important considerations, and to sacrifice sense to
sound. A sirpilar danger, however, is common to all other arts.
The painter as well as the poct may make too much of his
accessories, and too little of his main subject. This is no reason,
however, why the painter’s accessorics or the poct’s metrical
details should be treated with indiffgrence or contempt. The
music of verse scems to have a natural affinity to what may be
called the music of thought, and nd reader of nice car or poctical
sensibility can fail.to appreciate its worth, ¢ Harmony of period
and melody of style,” says Shenstone, ““ have greater wei‘g'ht than
is generally imagined in the judgment,we pass upon writing and
writers. As a proof of this, let us reflect, what texts of Scripture,
what lines in poctry, or what periods we most remember and quote,
either in verse or prose, and we shall find them to be only
musical oncs.”  Beautiful thoughts and cxquisite emotions *“ in-
voluntarily move harmonious numbers.”

Onec of Pope’s best attempts at imitative harmony is his de-
scription of the labour of Sisyphus.

With many & weary step and many a groan,
Up the high hill he heaxes a huge round stone ;

The huge round stone, resulting with a hound,
Thunders impctuous down and smokes along the ground.

To cvery reader, who has gentility enough to aspirate the #’s,
the second line is quite a task. He has given us another line

that moves with the same difficulty.
L]

“ And when up ten steep slopes you've dragged your thighs.”

Here indeed

The line too lahours, and the words move slow.
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Mr. Crowe, the author of Lewisdon Hill, has attempted a new
version of this celcbrated passage rcspecting' Sisyphus, and it is
not without great merit, though unequal perhaps to that of Pope.

Then Sisyphus I saw, with ceaseless pain ‘
Labouring bencath a ponderous stonc in vain.

With hauds and fect striving, with ‘ull his might

He pushed the uncieldy mass up a steep height ;

But ere he could achieve his toilsome course,

Just as he reached the top, a sudden foree

Turned the curst stone, and slipping from his hold

Down again, dqwn. the steep rebounding, down it rolled.

Parndise T.ost abounds in «2xamples of the beauty of which I
am now treating. The toil of Satan perhaps even surpasses that
of Sysiphus, *

L d
So he with difficulty and labour hard
Moved on : with difficulty and labour he—

Now for the * harsh thunder” of the gates of Hell! With what

rapidity they fly open !
On a sudden open fly
With impetuous recoil and jarring sound

The infernal doors ; and on their hinges grate.
Harsh thunder.

Here is a happy imitation of an echo.

- I fled and cried out, death !
Tlell trembled at the hideous name, and sighed
Trom all her caves, and back resounded death !

The pause after the word skook in the next extract is very
cffective.

And over them triumphant Death his dart ¢
Shook, but delayed to strike.

The quick and joyous movement of the ensuing verses is a

particularly happy instance of representative harmony.
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Let the merry bells ring round,

And the jocund rcbecks sound,

To maxy a youth, and many a maid,
Dancing in the chezluered shade.

. There is a wafery music in the following lines.

Fountaing! and ye that warble as ye flow,
Melodious murmurs, warbling tune his praise.
Here is a description of carriage wheels descending and as-
cending a hill. It is noticed by Mr. Crowe, but I know not who

the author is.

® Which in their different courses as they pass

Rush violently down precipitate,
Or slowly turn, oft resting, up the steep.

’

Dyer in his * Ruins of Rome,” a poem that Wordsworth re-
marks has been very undeservedly neglected, has a fine'specimen
]
of imitative harmony, in which the fall of ruins is represented
with great effcct. The passage is quoted by Johnson with com-
mendation.
The pilgrini oft
At dead of night, "mid his (')rison, hears
Aghast the voice of time ; disparting twers
Lumbling all precipitate down dashed,
Rattling around, loud thundering to the moon.

The same poet well describes the sudden dclay in a ship’s pro-
gress on the Indian Ocean by a cessation of wind.
With easy course
The vessels glide ; unless their speed he stopped
By deod calms, that oft lie on those smooth seas.

The following remarkably successful adaptation of sound to
sensc & from Pope’s Homer’s Iliad. Tt has a greater freedom of
versification than the translator usually exhibits.

As from some mountain’s craggy forehead torn
A rock’s huge fragment flies, with fury borne,
o2
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(Which from the stubborn stone a torrent rends)
Precipitute the pouderous mass descends ;

From steep to steep the rolling ruin bounds,

At every shock the crackling wood resounds ;

Still gathering strength, it smohes ; and urged anain,
Whirls, leaps, and thunders down, impetuous to the plain ;
There stops,——&e.

. .

The ensuing lines from Shakespeare’s * Troilus and Cressida”
scem inflated with the bulky meaning.

“The larce Achilles, on his press’d bed lolling,
From his decys ehest laughs out a loud applause.”
.

Cowley laboured <hard to-produce an ccho to theszense, and
sometimes succeeded, as the next four lines may show. The con-
tinuity of a strcam is well represented.

. o .
He who defers his work from day to day,
* Does onanver’s brink expecing stay,
Till the whole stredm that stoppued hun shall be gone,
W hech runs. and as it runs, jor cver will ron on.

The progress of Milton’s fiend is a very striking illustration of
the cffect to be gained by an artful and choice arrangement of
words. ' '

“The fiend
O’cr boy, or steep, through strait, rough, dense, or rare,
With head, hands, wings or fect pursues lus way,
Aund swinis, or sinks, or wades, or creeps or thes.”

I nced lLardly give any further specimens®, for every reader,
though he may not previously have studied the subject, must now
understand the nature of imitative harmony in verse. 1t de-
pends, it will be seen, somctimes on the sound of particular
words, sometimes on the management of the pauses, somctimes
on the length or shortness of the metrical feet, and somctimes on

. . (]
all these circumstances artfully or happily combined.

* A few of these examples have been noticed belore by Johinson, Beattic and
Crowe ; but X have intioduced as many new ones as 1 could recollect.
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A SOLDIER’S DREAM.

The foulest stain and scandal of our nature
Became a Boast s—one murder made a ViHaia,
Millions a Hero!

Por teus.

Tax foc had fled—the fearful strife had ccased—
Antl shouts arose of mockery and joy,

As the loud trumpet’s wild txulting voice
Proclaimed the victory ! With weary tread,

But spirits light and free, the victors passed

On to the ncighbouring citadel, Nor decmed,

Nor recked they, in that moment’s pride, of aught
But glory won. Or if a tender thought

Recalled the fallen brave, ’twas like the cloud

On Summer’s radiaut brow—a flitting shade.

Yet on the battle-plain how many ]ay,

In their last dreamless sleep ! Some too were there
‘Who struggled vet within the mighty grasp

Of that stern conqueror—Dcath. The fearful throes
Of parting life, at intervals, would wring;,

E’en from the proudest heart, the picreing cry

Of mortal agony.

In pain I sunk,

® Worn and disabled, *mid the dcad and dying.
Night’s shadows®were around,—the rickly moon,

Dim and discoloured, rosc, as it she mourned

To gaze upon a scenc so fraught with woe !
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A SOLDIER’S DREAM.

And there was one who passed me at ;his hour,
A form familiar to my memory

From long-departed years. * For we had met
In early youth, with feelings unconcealed, *

And passions unrepressed. E’cn then he seemed

The bane of every joy. Ilis brow grew datk

At boyhood’s happy voice and guileless smile,

As though they mocked him ! Now he sternly marked
My well-remembered face, vet lingered not.
There was a taunt upon his haughty lip,

A fierv language in his scowling eve,

My proud heart ill could brook !

E’en like a vision of the fevered brain, )

s image haunted me—and urged to madness.—
And when my wearied limbs were locked in sleep,
The blood-red sod, my couch—the tempest-cloud,
My canopy—my bed-fellows, the dead—

My lullaby, the moaning midnight wind—

1 had a dream—a stran'gc bewildered dream—
And ke was with me!

Methought T heard the hollow voice of Death

Tell of another world, while awful shricks

Of wild despair, and agony, and dread,

Shook the dark vault of heaven !—Suddenly

Deep silence came,—and all the scene was changed !
Insufferable radiance glared around,

And paincd the dazzled eye. In robes of light
High on a gorgeous throne, appcared a Form
Of pure celestial glory ! 1In deep awe

A silent, vast, innumerable throng

Of garth-freed warriors bowed. The Form sublime,
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In these benign and memoralfle words,

The purer spirits hailed— Ye who have owned
Religion for your Leader, and have loved

The family of Man, and toiled and bled

For Liberty and Justice! Ye have fought

A glorjous fight, and gained a glorious meed—
A bright inheritance of endless joy,

A home of endless rest !

At this; flashed forth
‘With lincaments divincly beautiful,
Fair shapes of bright-wing'd beings, holy guides
To renlms.of everlasting pcace and love !
Alas! how few of that surrounding host
‘Were led to happier worlds ! The chosen band
In sacred light departed ; and the form
That sat upon the throne, then slowly rose
‘With darkened brow, and majesty severe,
And this dread judgment g;\'e—- .
““ Tle that can love not Man loves not his God !
And lo! his image ye have dared to mar
In hate and exultation, and for this
Shall fearful strife, and agonies untold,
Be your eternal doom !”

And now with horrid !laughter mixed with yells
More terrible than shuddering Fancy hears
Raising strange echoes in the charnel vault,

*Uprose grim Fiends of Hell, and urged us on,
Through paths of hideous gloom, till like the sea
At night, wide shown beneath the lightning’s glare,
A boundless plain quick burst upon the view ! »

103
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A SOLDIER’S DREAM.

In the dim distance dlittered shafts of war ;—
‘Wild Horror’s ery, and Hate's ddirioug, shuu{t}
The din of strife, and shrieks’ of agony,

Came on the roaring blast! A mighty voice, '
Piercing the dissonance infernal, cried,

“+On to the Hell of Battle”” Thesc tlread words,
Like sudden thunder, startled and dismayed
Each quailing warrior’s soul.  But soon despair
Was wrought to frenzy, and we madly rushed,
To join the strifc of dewons !
) One alone

Awmid that countless throng now caught mine eye !

His was the form I loved not in my you;:h,

And cursed in after,years. We fierccly met,—

A wild thrust reached him. Then he loudly shricked,
And Death’s relieving hand besought in vain,

Where Death could never come!  With quenchless rage,
And strength untamned, on his triamphant foc,

Again he turned !—but /e was victor now ;—

And in unutterable pain—I woke !

*Twas morning—and the sun’s far-levelled rays
Gleamed on the ghastly brows and stiffened limbs
Of those that slumbercd—nc’er to wake again !
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THE NEW YEAR AND THE OLD.

[wriTTEN ON THE 31ST OF DECEMBER, 1833.]

Tur Old Year and the New Year are now quickly meeting,
vand will separate in less than the shake of a skylark’s wing, or
the single glimmer of a star !

““ We talte no note of time but by its loss,” and are not easily
reminded of the purport and rapicity of our voyage down the
stream of life. If it were not for the land-marks and divisions
which are visible ih our course, we should glide onwards to the
vast waters of eternity with a perfect unconsciousness of our pro-
gress. It is well, therefore, to preserve, as far as possible, those
ancient customs which celebrate the advent of particular seasons,
and render them memorable and distinct. The vigil on the last
night of the old year to welcome the arrival of the new one is,
abstractedly considered, a beautiful and affecting practice, though
it is unhappily too often attended with inebriation and vulgar
merriment. Nothing can be less appropriate to the sc;ason than
jollity and uproar. If there be any onc period that seems more
cssentially suited to sober thought than another, it is this. There
is something ungracious in the manner in which,we mix our
merry welcome of the new year with our farewell to the past year,
which is like an old familiar face, fraught with many tender
associations.

Though, like other men, I have sometimes looked towards the
future W®ith eagerness and curiosity, 1 am far more disposed to
linger over the memory“of departed hours. I feel no peculiar
satisfaction in parting with an ancient friend, nor can I hail his
successor without some fecling of distrust. But the generality of
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mankind are naturally gamblers, and sre ever ready to risk
their accustomed pleasures for the chance of new ones. Those
who have once lost their hearts to Fortune can never be persuad-
ed that she will continue indifferent to their claims, however
scornfully she may treat them for a while. The advice of the
wise, and their own sad experience are ‘equally, unprofitable to
those who are blinded by ambition and self-will. Men of ardent
temperaments, and of an active life which leaves little time for
thought, have gencrally a very slight regard for the past, and launch
all their happiness on the deceitful future. They fancy themselves
more shrewd and practical than the philosopher, who, because he
occasionally retraces his path'in the soft twilight of imagination,
is considered a visionary idler. They know not the stuff of which
life is made, and are themselves in a wild delusion. What is the
future, for which they wear out their hearts and minds with such
incessant toil >—a nonentity—the dream of a dream. Thc past,
on the other hand, is a storchouse of treasures that arc lodged
beyond the reach of fate. While we have life and memory they
are ours. We could not hate them longer. This is equivalent to
an eternity of enjoyment, for it ends but with our consciousness of
good and evil. The future is rife with disappointment. The
present glides by us while we breathe its name. We may as well
endeavour to grasp water in the hand, as to retain such a small
and slippery division of human life. It is, indeed, an inexpressibly
insignificant portion of existence, and is chiefly valuable as we
make it worthy to live in our recollection after its departure. As
the past then forms so large a share of our being, it is strange
that men should bring themselves to regard it with indifference, and
to waste all their thoughts upon things and seasons yet unborn. As
we cannot take a last look at the meanest material object around
which is breathed an atmosphere of "old associations, it seems
almost inexplicable that we should be so ready to insult the
departing® year with the loud peals of joyance. Our ancient friend
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is laden with a weig;,ht of many caressand pleasures ; but because
the stores are familiar and the bearer is old, ought both to be
despised ? If n'stranée face and untried goods are at our door, and
the old guest must necessarily resign his place to the new one,
this merriment at parting with. the former is at least ill-timed.
As he glides away from the scene into the shades of night, with
what a child-like eagerness do men clamorously welcome his suc-
cessor, who comes like a plausible pedlar from a foreign land.
They gaze greedily on his glittering wares, and grasp at the brit-
tle bubbles of hope, the gilded dross of avarice, and the drums and

rattles of athbition.
I know nothing of the future. I*look upon the past as a well-

tried friend that has departed for an eternal exile. Its evil quali-
ties are written on"water, its good on adamant. I lament that it
is gone, and gricve that I did not better appreciate its worth
before. I see it now through an alte.red medium, unblinded by
fear or hope or passion. I cannot scan the advancing year
with the same facility and precision. The futurc is like the
mist that hangs about the dawn of day. Coming objects loom
largely in the shade, but dwindle as the light increases. The past
is like an evening landscape bathed in the liné;ering glory of a de-,
parted sun. Our retrospections are generally of a nature far more
pure and holy than our hopes and our desires. The cvil-minded
do not dwell fondly upon the past. Men love to recall the me-
mory of their best actions, and not their worst. The stern and

heartless rush recklessly forward,

“ And cast no lo-nging, lingering, look behind.”

The gaiety of ingenuous childhood—the first smile of innocent
love—tfe cordiality and disinterestedness of youthful friendship
—our carliest impressions of the beauty of human life and the love-
liness of external nature—the whispered prayers at a mother’s
knee ere the consciousness of sin made us dread our great Crea-

P2
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tor—these are amongst the' many recollections that hallow and
endear the past, and which would be ill exchanged for the vague
and uncertain visions of the future!

Even if the past has been to some a season of affliction, who
can say that the new year will be less unhappy? We know
the wors: of the one—we know literally mothing, of the other.
The dreariest path has ever somc few verdant spots that may
be looked back upon with a feeling of interest, and even remem-
bered sorrows do not irritate us like those which are anticipated,
but on the contrary often assume an aspect that is strangely pleas-
ing. Their bitterness has passed away. If Hope never deviates
from her onward path, nor mingles in the train of departing
seasons, Memory is a safer and sweeter though less brilliant com-
panion, and her footsteps are unfollewed by the fiend Despair.
I have a:lready adverted to the pure and virtuous and refined
emotions which arc awakened by the contemplation of the past.
Let those who doubt the truth of this reflect, how much more
ready they are to forgive old injuries or vexations than such as
are experienced in the present or anticipated in the future. We
recollect ancient quarrels w'ith self-accusation and a generous
allowance. Former rivalrics and contests now séem t3 have been
unnecessarily fierce and virulent. A change has come over us,
and our hearts are softcned. We cannot dwell, therefore, too
much upon the past. It is a gentle teacher of virtue, wisdom and
benevolence. 'We listen to its solemn voice with a mysterious
reverence and a severe dclight. The most trivial relics of our
earlier life are trcasured things. They gleam out from the dusky
shadows of departed years like gems seen by moonlight.  Heaven
lies about us in our infancy.”

Our first pure pleasurcs are yet in Memory’s holy l;eeping.
However rough and dreary may be our onward pilgrimage, she,
like a heavenly spirit, still haunts and cheers us with her magic

mirror. ¢ ,
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It were a pitiful philosophy thdt would deprive us of such
enchantment? as t.hesc, and make us look upon the varied and
delightful volume of the pait as a dead letter. Thoughts are
things, and form as esscntial a part of our actual existence, as our
fiesh and blood. .

‘We should, reckon*not our life by ycars and days, bt by what
we do and think. In this way a short life might be made a long
one, by the quantity of ideas and deeds that would be crowded
into its narrow span. Such is the life of angels, and the only
one that i§ worthy of intellectual beings. Spirits have no marks

-of time. The idler and the slumberer only exist at intervals, for
vacuity and sleep are a partial dcat.h.

The noon of njght is fast approaching. Now for the farewell
toll to the departing year, and the shouts of welcome to the
stranger! But hark !—the clock has struck ! The mystic change
is over. The mew year has come—the old one has departed.
As at the death and succession of mighty monarchs, we mingle
sighs and gratulations, and merriment and mourning. It is a sam-
ple of the varieties and incongruities of human life. . We resem-
ble those hasty and fickle lovers who receive a new partner ere
the predccessor is cold and buricd. The gay bridal chariot
dashes against the slow solemn hearse. The funeral baked meats
furnish forth the marriage table. But let others run riot as they
may at the fresh arrival, and worship the rising sun, my own heart
still yearus towards the vanished year. I have learnt its worst
qualities and its best, and the first are softened and the last in-
creased by the tender hand of Time. Before me all is dark-
ness. I see not

o “Through what variety of untried being,
Through whes new scenes and dungers I must pass.”

With reference to the future I can be certain but of one
solemn fact, that the ncw year brings me nearer to that awful
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period, when even the past, which now lives so vividly in remem-

brance, will be utterly annihilated, and

¢ This sensible warm motion will become
A kneaded clod.”

I turn from this chilling prospect with stifled breath, and think
of * the blind cave of eternal night”” with a drcad revulsion ;—for
I love the blue skies, the green fields and the crystal air. I
would still listen to the sound of merry voices, and meet the
radiant faces of the young and gay. T would study and com-
mune with living wisdom, ‘and trace the wondrous ititellectual
advances of mankind. Oh'! it'is terrible to reccive a mandate to
depart

’

¢ From the warm precinets of the cheerful day,”

ere youth and hope have rleft us. To quit the glittering and
crowded theatre of life, for the dark, solitary and silent cell of
death. To be forced from the scene at a fate-fraught period like
the present, when such mighty moral revolutions arc at work, is
like being dragged from the spectacle of an unfinished drama at
the moment when we are most intercsted in its progress. But,
alas! the fairest and the proudest of human beings must bow
submissively to the stern voice of Asrael, come when he may, and
lie in * cold obstruction,” while many a loathsome reptile is bask-
ing in the pleasant sun! Our dearest friends and kindred, our
own cherished offspring, will at last walk over the cold, damp
sod which presses upon our breasts, with as much gaiety and
thoughtlesancss as if we had never been.

1t is a law of our nature that the image of death is ever thrust
from our minds by the strong antagonist principle of vitality, and
while our veins are supplied with pure'and healthy blood the
visions of the charnel house are faint and powerless. They may
laugh at deuth who do not vividly apprehend its nature. The
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healthy and the happy cannot see if. There are too m;my bright.
objects between tlzem and the grave. What we take for courage
is often meré obtuseness of ‘mind or strength of nerve. A fit of
sickness or meditation works a wondrous change. Perhaps no
“human being ever looked death in the face without a shudder.
The hero who marches up to the cannon’s mouth, beholds not the
' King of Terrors on his path. Through the din and smoke of the
mortal strife, he is drawn onward by the glittering eye of Fame,
that wins him to destruction, as the deadly serpent is said to
fascinate its prey. He that would die boldly and proudly in the
presente “of assembled thousands would shrink aghast from an
unseen struggle with the last dread enemy of man. A desire for
death, or even an indifference to life, is a moral disease, and is not
consistent with our natare, in which the principle of self-preserva-
tion is so deeply planted. The fear of the grave may'indeed be
easily evaded, but ncver cntirely overcome. The thirst of glory,
and the consolations of religion do not make us friendly with
death on its own account ; but render us proof against its terrors
by filling our minds with more congenial images, and by present-
ing us with glimpses of a paradise.beyond the gloomy gratings of
the tomb. And yet if we philosophically contemplate the relations
of life and death, our horror of annihilation seems utterly unrea-
sonable. It is as natural to die as it is to live. ln fact, life
itself is  a daily dcath.” As far as yesterday is concerned, we
are already dead. Literally speaking, we exist but in the present.
In a few brief years both, mind and body undergo as complete a
revolution as the change from animal to vegetable cxistence. We
are at last no more the same beings, than cchoes are original
sonnds. We bear but a faint resemblance to our former selves.
1lad we dropped into the grave in our dawn of life, our childhood
would not have been more unequivocally dead than it now is.
Our youth must also die, and next our manhood, and when old
age, says Montaigne, is carried to the tomb, it is but an addition-
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al death. ‘ Why,” he contiues,** should we so dread the last ?
Our death is a part of the life of the universe” which exists by
incessant change. Nothing is statienary, and change is a partial
annihilation. We do but make room for other existences. Our
bodies either turn into masses of animal life, or give vitality-t6
green herbs and flowers. We look upon the death, of our child-
hood without fear and trembling. We do not lament that we
were dead a century ago, and why should we grieve because a
century hence we shall be in the same condition. We are shocked
that the heavens should shillle as brightly and men live as joyous-
ly after our decease, as during our brief sojourn upon carth.
But it was the same before cur birth. No sign or change in
nature heralded our advent. Of how little importance is the
greatest individual to the world, and yot of how much importance
is the humblest to himself !

It secms one of the many strange anomalics of the human
mind, that it should be so cager to anticipate the future, and yet
shrink back with such rcpugnance from that consummation to
which our progress so inevitably leads. We hurry forward as if
the end of lifc were all that we could desire. The vast number
and the sociality of our fellow travellers make us forget the goal
of our pilgrimage. If any single individual were to feel that he
alone in the countless crowd were doomed to certain death, at a
fixed period, however remote, he would look forward with a feel-
ing too horrible for words to paint. The uncertainty of each
man’s allotted time, and the community of our fate, make us less
thoughtful and morc contented. Though it is not preciscly as

the poct has observed, that

¢ All men think all men mortal but themnselves,”

yet each individual believes in his own good fortune, and trusts
to enjoy a longer lease of life than most of his associates. He
always flatters himself that he shall be the last called to the dread
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account. He has so often escaped before, that h® quells every
fresh alarm with the hope of similar success. The idea of death,
as I have alreddy ex.plained, i¢ received with so much difficulty by
thosé who are conscious of the strong impregnation of life
through their whole system, that the most trivial objects may call
off their attegtion frem the subject. Such is the power of a
happy imagination and a healthy frame.

‘Were we embarked on a voyage to a hostile foreign shore, and
knew ourselves condemned to be stripped, tortured, and hung by
savage hands, we should think the longest passage too short, and
curse the Swiftness of our vessel. A few pleasant islands in our
course would not drive away the %nticipation of the last port.
But as we travel towards the narrow house to lie down in darkness
and corruption, we are impatient of a moment’s delay, and the
great object in life seems to be to shorten its duration.” Tt is a
happy thing, however, that the mind is thus strangely constituted,
and that we are able to close our eyes against unpleasing prospects,
and turn away our thoughts from the cnd of all things.

There is no period of the life of man so interesting as its close.
A birth occasions less excitement ‘than a death. A new-born
human being is rarely an object of particular. interest to any por-
tion of mankind, except to those who have introduced him to the
world ; but the lowlicst spirit that ever wore human clay is digni-
fied in the eyes of all men at the final hour. Even the poor
fleshly frame which once perhaps afforded food for merriment, or
a mark for scorn’s poisoned arrows, is then regarded with a pro-
found and mysterious revercnce. We cnter the death-chamber
of the rudest peasant with a slow and solemn step, as if we trod
upon holy ground. A too abrupt or a too easy manner would
seem a facrilege. We stand near his simple coffin in religious
silence, or speak in whispers, as if fearful of disturbing his awful
slumber.  All ordinary and familiar sounds are like a mockery of
the eternal sleeper. His cold clay is hallowed. The mightiest

Q
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of earthly potentates would approach him with respect. As he
lies in his silent state there is a strange i)owcr in his fixed and
pallid lineaments. He is the reprcscntative‘ of tie majesty of
death.

The golden portals of palaces fly open at the approach of ¢he
King of «Terrors, as freely as the shepherd’s wicker gate. Nei-
ther massy battlements, nor valorous guards, nor the power of the
state, nor the praycrs of the priesthood, nor the ingenuity of art,
nor the magic of beauty, nor the might of genius, nor the holi-
ness of virtue, can protcct the domestic hearth from that general
and relentless foe.  His silent footstep giveth no warning. We
know not when he may stcal upon us. This uncertainty is an
additional horror. Wec know when the trees are to wither and
the flowers are to fade. 'We prepare for the approach of winter.
But death has no stated scason. He comes in youth and in age,
in sickness and in health. He casts no shade before him. This
mighty and mysterious visitor from an unknown world is more
terrible than the simoom of the desert. He blasts the grecnest
landscape of life at a single breath. Like a drecad magician, he
enters invisibly our most secret haunts, and strikes us to the
ground with his unseen wand.

‘When the sense of our mortality comes heavily upon the heart,
what a pitiful delusion is human life! We look around us in this
busy scenc, and echo the cxclamation of the preacher that « all is
vanity!” At such a moment a film is removed from owr mental
vision, “a change comcs over the spirit of our dream,” and that
which lately scemed scrious and important, we discover to be
vain and idle ; while all that once charmed or amused us becomes
a mournful mockery. We gaze with pity and with wonder upon
thosc who are still labouring under the same delusion from which
we oursclves have awaked ; their laughter seems hysterical, and
their merriment hollow. The feeling in some degree resembles,
though it-greatly exceeds it in intensity, the cffect of closing
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the ears to the music of a ball room and watching the move-
ments of the dancers. It is recorded of an impassioned Itulian
poet that he could never look upon such a scene, even with its
musical accc;mpaniments. without laughing and shuddering at the
same moment. With a similarly blended sentiment of the ludi-
crous and the sad do we gaze upon Life’s giddy whirl, avhen the
golden mist of enchantment evaporatcs from the scene.

But to return to the considcration of my more immediate sub-
ject ;—let me not conclude without hailing the New Year, with
a somewhat kinder greeting than it has yet received. I may not
look upon.it with the same affcction as the old one, but it is not
wholly unattractive. The thirst for novelty makes every New
Year a welcome visitor to most men. It suggests fresh plans and
inspires fresh ho.pes. Life and the world seem adapted to our
impatience of stillness and monotony. The ever-flitting forms and
hues of extcrnal nature, thec endless variety of human faces and
human character, and the phantasmagorial progression of events,
are all ministrant to our taste for change. If I cannot on the
whole be so0 enthusiastic in my welcome to the present year as in
my farewcll to the past one, let it "be remgmbered that should 1
live another season its aspect and character will be changed, and
like its predecessor, it will be hailed at parting with a thoughtful
sigh.
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SOUNDS AT SEA.

“ «
.

THaE weary sea is tranquil, and the br;aeze
Hath sunk to sleep on its slow-heaving breast.

All sounds have passed away, save such as please
The ear of Night, who loves that music best

The din of day would drown.—The wanderer’s secng,
To whose sweet notes the mingled charms bhelong
Of sadness linked to joy,—the breakers small

(Like pebbled rills) that round the vessel’s bow

A Jdream-like murmur make,——the splash and fall
Of waters crisp, as rolling calm and slow,

She laves alternately her shining sides,—

The flap of sails that like white garments vast

So idly hang on each gigantic mast,—

The regular tread of hinr whose skill presides

O’er the night-watch, and whose brief fitful word
The rcady helmsman echocs : these low sounds

Are all that break the stillness that surrounds

Our lonely dwelling on the dusky main.

But yet the visionary soul is stirred,

‘While fancy hears full many a far-off strain

Float o’er the conscious sea !—The scene and hour
Control the spirit with mysterious power ;

And wild unutterable thoughts arise,

That make us yearn to pierce the starry skies! .
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S.TANZAS TO MY CHILD.

- L3

X,
I cazr on thy sweet face,
« My lightly laughing boy !
And charms no painter’s hand could trace
Behold in pride and joy,
‘While plecasurc almost turns to pain,
(For human hecarts may scarce sustai;'l
© Such bliss without alloy,)
Till tears too sweet for those who grieve
Gush forth to chasten and relieve !
< IT.
And e’en when sorrow’s hour
Brings gloom upon my'soul,
And shades o’cer Life’s dull landscape lour
Like clouds that slowly roll
Round solemn Twilight’s dusky car,
Thine image kindles as a®star,
To chcer me and console,

And drcary thoughts and mournful dreams
Soon pass like mist neath morning beams.
IIL.
For in that bright blue eye
Still glow the rays of bliss,
Like lustre from an azure sky,

Or realms more fair than this.
Though vexed with worldly cares I roam,
They shall not darken this dzar home,

Nor chedk the rapturous kiss
That grects thy fresh and rosy charms
‘When clasped within mine eager arms !
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STANZAS TO MY CHILD.

Iv.

This heart indeed were cold

To feeling’s gentle sw;:.y.
If while thy fairy form I fold,

And those small fingers play
‘Around my neck, thy face the while
Upraised to catch the wonted smile,

Mine eye could turn away,

Or that calm sullen language wear

That tells of sadness or despair.

I have not darkly roved

° O’er Nature’s fair domain,

Nor gazed on sun-lit scencs unmoved
In hours of mental pain,

And far less could my soul disown

The light round sinless children thrown
That ne’er can shine again

‘When years bring guilt, and life no more

Is bright and joyous as before.

vI.
I see my own first hours,
‘While lingering over thine ;
I scec thee pluck the fresh spring-flowers,
An artless wreath to twine;
The same bright hues their beauty yiclds
As those I sought in dewy fields,
‘When kindred bliss was mine ;
And while by memory thus beguiled,
I almost deem myself a child.
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’
VIL.

Howy oft the phantom Care
L." Hath swiftly fmssed away,

As somc night-bird that may not dure
The morning holy ray,

While half unconsciously mine eye

Hath drank thy charms, till suddenly
I felt the fond smile play

Around my lips, nor could refrain,

But kissed thee o’er and o’er again!

Ieve watched thy little wiles,

A thousand times and more,
Aud yct they win my ready ‘Smiles

As freely as before ;
Thy dear, familiar, prattled words
Are sweeter than the songs of birds

On some calm sun-}it shore ;—
Each new grace brings as proud gurprize
As lights a star-discoverer’s cycs.

E’cn ¢ thrice-told tales” are sweet
That checrful children tell,
On souunds their lovely lips repeat
The ear for aye could dwell ;
Unlike all other things of earth
Their winning ways and sinless mirth
Still hold us as a spell ;
In every mood, in every hour
They bear the same enchanting power.
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Ah ! dearest child, if thou
A child couldst thus remain,
And I for ever gaze as now
On one without a stain
Of earthly guilt or earthly care,
‘With heart as pure and form as fair
As sainted spirits gain,
.Mecthinks c¢’en this drear world might seem

A heaven as sweeteas man could dream !

But mortal flowerets grow v
. *Till ull their bright tints fade,
And thy maturer bloom must know
The bleak world’s tempest-shade ;—
Thine eycs a father’s fall shall trace,
His form shall sink before thy face,
And when thine Jeart hath paid
Its tribute brief of natural tears,
Thou’lt scek awhile what soothes and cheers.

x11.

As I now gaze on thee

E’en thou perchance shall gaze
On one whose smiles of guiltless glee

The same proud bliss shall raise,
’Till he to sterner manhood grown
Shall see thee to the grave go down,

And while thy frame decays
Beneath the cold, damp, silent sod,
Shall follow in the track thoa’st trod.
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.
XuiI.

Alag! how this dmmn scene
’Is fraught with change and death !

What countless myriads here have been

To breathe a moment’s breath,
Thef sink heneath that mortal doom
That makes the wide green earth a tomb,

Its flowers a funeral wreath ;
And oh! what countless myriads morc

b:hall rise and fall erc Time is o’er!

.
XIV.

Org after onc we fill .

The darkly yawning grave ;
On Time’s vast ocean never sll

Thus wave succeedeth wave,

And all that from the wreck of life,
The change, the tumult and the strife,
The happiest fate may, save,

Is but the memory of a dream,

-\ name, whose glory is a gleam!

XxXv.

But hence with thoughts like these,
(The prescnt still is ours !)

They ceme like autumn’s blighting breeze
Through Summer's lcafy bowers ;

Thy glittcring eye and sunny brow

e Arc all my soul shall gaze on now;

And when the future lowers,

I’ll think of that celestial clime

Where all things own eternal prime !
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XVI.

The transitory gléom
Is floating fast away !
I cannot long behold thy bloom
And dream of dull decay ;
And like a sun-burst on the scenc
Where April’s fitful clouds have been
Is joy’s returning ray,
While balm is shed from fancy’s wing
Like odours wavang spice-boughs fling.

XViI.

Oh, how that fair face glows! -
) How that small bosom heaves !
Those red lips fremble like the rose
When light airs part the lcaves ;
A sudden laughter fills thine eye,
And comes as if thou knew’st not why,
As viewless zephyr weaves
The dimplcs shining waters show—

Like those thy cheeks are wearing now !

XVIII.
Oh ! spirit-gladdening sight !
Oh ! happincss divine !
To feel a father’s sacred right,
To call such cherub mine!
A humble name, and lowly state
Have been, and still may be, my fate,
Yet how can I repine °
At want of wealth, or fame, or power,
<\Vhile blest with this fair human flower !



LORD BYRON’S OPINION OF POPE.

Lorp Byron had always a nervous horror of flouting with the
stream, and was never inclined to express any other opinions than
those which he knew to be in direct opposition to the gencral
judgment, of mankind, more cspeciallyg of his own contemporarics.
It was this feeling that led him to undervalue Shakespeare and
make Pope his idol.  In the Pope and Bowles controversy Lord
Byron was any ghing but triumphant, notwithstanding the flippant
dogmatism of his style, which presented a strong contrast to the
moderate, candid, and argumentative pwoductions of his opponent,
who though a writer vastly inferior to Lord Byron in the general
powers of his mind, had certainly the advantage over him ina
sober critical disquisition*. This was Jess owing to a deficiency of
tuste and judgment on the part of nyron than to a downright want
of sincerity. 'With all his swaggering he must have been perfeetly
conscious that he was taking up the wrong side of the question,
when he spoke of Pope as the greatest poet in the world. M.
Bowles was strangcly misrepresented and misunderstood, in this
discussion, though he simply maintained the theory of Warton,
that images drawn from nature, human and external, are more
poetical per se than those drawn from works of art and artificial
manners. [ have not a copy of Bowles’s pamphlet in my posses-
sion, and have not read it since the time of its first publication ; but
1 we]l.rccullcct the gencral tenor of its reasoning, and my surprise

at the mistukes or wilful misapprehensions of Byron. It may seem

* Some of Bowles's later pamphlets on the sume subject were wiltten in a
less amiable spint, g
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presumptuous to speak in this strain of so great a man. But very
dull eyes may discover spots in the sun, and very ordinary persons
may be alive to the faults of their sui)en-iors. I shall give a speci-
men or two of his arguments.

“ I opposed,” says he, “and will ever oppose the robbery of ruins from
Athen, to instruct the English in seulpture ; but why did'T do so? The
ruins are as poetical in Piccadilly as they were in the Parthenon, but the

Parthenon and 1ts rocks are less so without them. Such is the poetry
of art.”

To suppose these detached fragments of buildings, as poetical
in a confined and crowded court in London, as in the place from
which they were taken, surrounded by picturesque and classical
scenes and associations, is manifestly crroneous, The same line
of argument would prove that a boat Ligh and dry in a dock-yard
or in a carpenter’s warchoypse is as poctical an object as the same
boat when filled with human heings, tossing on the stormy sea or
sleeping by sunset on a glassy lake. Works of art arc not poeti-
cal per se, but as connected with external nature and human pas-

slons.
L]

¢ Mr. Bowles contends, azain, that the pyramids of Egyptare poetical,
beeause of ¢ the association with boundless deserts,” and that & ¢ pyramid
of the same dimensions would not be sublime m Lmcoln’s Inn Vields;’
not so poetical certamly ; but take uway the pyramids, und what is the

desert

The desert would still be poctical without the pyramids, but
not so the pyramids without the desert. Mr. Bowles would
readily admit that the taking away the pyramids would lessen
the poetry of the desert, becuuse the human associations suggested
by works of art would add greatly to the interest of any scenery,
however beautiful and poetical in itself. In the same \\;ay the
ocean in a storm is a strikingly poetical ;)bject, but its poetry is
heightened by the associations of danger and suffering connected
with the sight of a ship. It is not the appearance of the mere
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’
planks or the mechanical construction of the ship, but the pro-
bable emotions angd anxicties of those on board, and the unccr-
tainty of thejr fate, that touches the heurt and awakens the imagi-

nation.
L]
.

“To the question whether the description of a game of gards be as
poetical, supposing the execution equal, as a deseription of n walk in o forest?
it may be answered, that the materials are certainly not equal ; but that the
artist who has rendered a game of cards poetical, is by far the ureater of the
two. But all this ordering of poets 1s purely urbitrary on the puit of Mr.
Bowles. There may or may not be, m fact, diflerent orders of poetry ;
but the pget is always ranked according torhis execution, and not according

to his branch of the art.” .

Who does not see the fallacy of this? Will any body main.
tain that the bt satirc that was ever written is as .poctical as
the best epic poem, or cntitles the author to the sunte rank in
literature. He whose work is the mdst poetical is the best poet,
and not he who exhibits the most skill in treating unpoetical
subjects. Dryden’s Absolem and Achitophel is as well handled,
perhaps, as Milton’s Paradise Lost ; but which production is the
most poetical, and which authorsis the greatest poet? Is the
author of the most excellent sonnct equal in rank to the author
of the most excellent tragedy ? Certainly not.  Dryden has said,
that ““an Heroic Poem, truly such, is undoubtedly the greatest
work which the soul of man is capable to perform.” Could he
have said this of an cpigram without exciting a universal
laugh*? A poet who executes an inferior subject with uncom-

mon skill is entitled to a place above him who executes a sublime

* Dr. South, however, foolishly asserted that  perfect epigram is as difficult
as an ¥bic poem, and Pope very justly ridiculed him for it in the Dunciad.
How manyeMartials were in Pulteney lost!
Else sure some bard to our eternal praise
In twice ten thousand rhyming nights and days,
Had reared the work the all that mortal can,
And South beheld that masterpiece of man.
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one in a mediocre manner ; h:xt when the execution is equal, the sub-
ject decides the superiority. A lofty subject requires n greater
grasp of intellect and a more vigorous imagination than a humble
one, and therefore the author of the Paradise Lost or of the
Tragedy of Macbeth would always rank above the author of the
most poctical description of a game of cards that wastcver written,
hecause no human power could render it so eminently poctical as
those two immortal productions. The card-game describer might
be a cleverer man than Milton without a hundredth part of his
genius,  Lord Byron, however, very strenuously maintains that
“ the poct who ezecutes best is the highest, whatever his depart-
ment*.”  And what is still more strange and inconsistent, after
asscrting that therc are no *“ orders” in poetry, or, that if there be,
the poet js ranked by his exccution not his subject, he clevates
Pope above all other writers of verse on the ground of his being
the best ethical poct, and ethical poetry being of the highest
rankt. If Bentham’s prose Iithics were put into good verse, they

* A pig by Morland might be as tvell done as an angel by Raphacl, but this
would not make the formér aitist entitled to the same rank amongst puinters as
the latter,

4+ When Lord Byron on his death-bed sent for ““ an old and ugly witch,” or
after presenting a gold pin to a lady. intreated its return, becauseat was unlucky
to give any thing with a pomnt, a man of an wtellect nferior to the poet’s might
very rea~onably siuile at lus superstition.  IHis poetical creed, if sincere, is indeed
unaccountable ; but it is more casy to reconcile ouselves to the belier, that he
often expressed on poetical, as on many other subjects, not so much his own opi-
nions as those that he thought would most puzzle and surprize.  Ilis whole hfe
seemed to be devoted to creating a semsation. lle even made himself out a
monster of inquity, that he might become an object of wonder and speculation,
His hatred ot Fagland and the English people, his scorn of mankind in general,
his disbeliet i virtue, and his contempt for fame, were all the grossest affectation,
and had no real existence in his heart, as his conduct showed. 1le betrayed on
several occasions’ and in many ways an intcuse desire to attract and riiain the
attention of the English public—he was singularly affectionate and kind to all
who came in contact with him—was always ready and had frequent reason to
acknowledge the virtues of his friends or enemies—had many noble traits in his
own character—and devoted the greater part of his life to the acquisition of a
pame! The failure of his tragedies was the cause of excessive chagrin and
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would, according to this decision, be finer poetry than the works
of Homer, Shakespeare or Milton.

Byron talis continually %hout Popc's feultlessness, forgetting
what that elegant writer himsclf observes—

 Whoever thimks a faultless piece to see
Thiuks what ne’er was, nor 15, nor e’er shall be;"*

mortification, and though he always falked with apparent indifference of such of
his poems as were ceitain of success, he could not help defending, with an un-
easy aud ®ager fondness, the less fortunate o¥spring of his brain. His transla-
tion of Puler and his < Hints trom Horace,” because every body else considered
them vnworthy of his genius, nntl%reuwd them with neglect, were always spo-
kenof by L as his best productions. 1t is curious to obseive, that notwithstand-
ing his pretended gndifference to criticism, he was evulently very anxious to
stind well with the leading enties. There is something not very creditable to his
iudependence, and certainly very inconsistent with the open and vigorous
staight-forwaidness of his general chaiacter, iy the almost servile attention which
he paud to Gitford, a man who had very hittle in common with the Noble Baid.
To the twl of alinost every letter to Murray he appended his respectful compli-
ments to the Lditor of the Quarterly, and always submitted his poems with cx-
traordinary deference to that entie’s judgment.  In opposition to this I might be
referred to his English Bards and Scoteh Reviewers, as a proof of his Iiterary
femles:=ness : but that was a youthful indiseretion, which he livgd to repent. 1
make these 1emarks with no imtention to depiceiate the general manhness of his
character, hut to show that his anvicty to sccure a fivorable notice ot his produc-
tions made huu condesceud to a hunlity very forecign to lus natute.  Notonly
was Byron aunxious to sceute the prawses of his eritics, but he was thrown mto
an agony, by such cirors of the press, as were likely to lay him open to
their censure.  That he would have 6ribed, with money, *¢ his Grandmother’s
Review, The British,” to praise him, 15 not veiy likely ; but it is amusing to learn
from one of his letters, that o anxious was he, that his muse should not appear
in a disadvantageous dress, that when he heard of some one having made an in-
different tiauslution of lus Manfred mto ltahan, he nnmediately offered him
any sum of mouey that he expected to obtain by his project, 1if he would throw
the translation into the fire, and promise not to meddle with his Lordship’s
poems for the future. Tlaving ascertaned, that the utmost the man could ex-
pect for lus version, was 200 francs, Lord Byron offered him that sum, if he would
desist from publishing.  T'he Ltalian however held out for more, and could not
be bro®sht to terms, until Byron threatened ‘o horsewhip him. e at last took
the 200 fiancs and gave vp his manuscript, entering at the samne tine into a
written engagement never lo translate any more of the noble Poct’s works, I
believe this is the first instance on record ofa man having been pad not to trans-
late a poem. The Italian scems to have been a Indicrous specimen of a merce-
nary author, and pocketed both the compliment 4nd the cash with*equal coolness.



128 LORD BYRON’S OPINION OF POPES

and towards the couclusion of his letter, his Lordship affirms that
if any great national or natural convulsion could or shonld over-
whelin Great Britain and sweep it from the kingdoms of the carth,
and leave only a dead language, an Englishman anxious that the
posterity of strangers should know that there had been such
a thing as a British Epic and Tragedy, might wish, for the pre-
servation of Shahespeare and Milton ; but the surviving world
would snatch Pope from the wreck, and let the rest sink with the
people.  Even the name of Byron, will not shelter the absurdity
of this obscrvation, or make me hesitate to protest against so
preposterous a conclusion. ‘Amongst other strange things in this
Jetter ix his Lordship’s assertion that < Cowpnr 15 no Pout;”
which assertion is soon followed by another, that Cowper’s lines
addressed to his Nurse, by no means one of his best perform-
ances, arc eminently poctical and pathetic I

Popce has no doubt been greatly undervalued by the critics of
the present day, though Lord Byron, who was jealous of the Lake
School, and at once abused and imitated its productions, ran into
the opposite extreme, and endcavored to bring such men as Words-
worth and Southey into ridicule and contempt by invidious com-

parisons. Pope was a very cxquisite and admirable poet, and
with considerable hesitation with reference to the rival claims of
Dryiden, may perhaps be said to be at the very head of the

artificial school of poetry. But though he may be allowed to be

the first in his peculiar walk, he must rank comparatively low in
the higher dcpartment of his art. That lofty cnthusiasm, that
passionate admiration of cxternal nature, and that profound know-
ledge of the human hcart which are so conspicuous in the dramas
of the immortal Shakespcare, we should look for in vain amongst
the condensed couplets and labored elegancies of Pope. At the
sume time it is not to be inferred that he has no enthusiasm, no
sense of the charms of naturc, nor insight intothe human heart;

for he possesses all these qualitics, in a certain degree : but they
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. . ’ .. .
are not equal in depth and intensity to the same qualities in the
highest order of poets, nor do they constitute the predominant
[
characteristics of his mind. *

Perhaps the sound sense, the fine irony, the tact for personal
Tidicule or eulogy, and the intimate acquaintance with polite
socicty and artificial® habits, for which Pope was so 1emarkably
distinguished, have led the gencrality of critics to overlook or
undervalue the more purcly poetical qualities which he certainly
possessed, though in a less eminent degree.

1t is strange that Lord Byron and the other defenders of Pope,

°
have not brought forward the various proofs which arc to be found
L d
in his -works of his power of description; for Warton, Words-
worth and Bowles have laid great stress on his palpable deficiency
L ]

in this important qualification of a true poct. His translation of
the Moon-light Scene in the Iliad is,spoken of by Wordsworth
with contempt, though a complimentary allusion is made to the
“ Windsor Forest.,”” Tt is worth while quoting his remarks :—

¢ Tt is remarkable that, cxcepting the Nocturnal Reverie of Lady
Winchelsea, and a passage or two in the Windsor Forest of Pope, the poetry
of the period intervenmg between the phl)h(:ation. of Paradise Lost and the
Secasons does not contain a single new image of externul nature; and
scarcely presents a familiar one from which it can be inferred that the eye of
the poet had been steadily fixed upon his object, much less that his feelings
had urged him to work upon it in the spirit of gennine imagination. To
whata low state knowledge of the most obvious and important phenomena
had sunk, is evident from the style in which Dryden had executed a descrip-
tion of Night in one of his Tragedies, and Pope his translation of the
celebrated Moon-light Scene in the lliad. A blind man, in the habit of
attending accurately to deseriptions casually dropped from the lips of those
around him, might eusily depict the.r appearances with more truth.  Dry-

den’s lincs* are vague, bombastic and senseless ; those of Pope, though he
had Ifomer to guide hix, are throughout false and contradictoryt, The

¥ Melmoth says that Pope’s translation of this passase surpasses the onginal !
t ‘Lhe following is the passage alluded to by Wordsworth. Rymer 1egarded
it with extatic admiration.
““ All things are hushed as Nature's «¢lf lay dead :
‘T'he mountains scewn to nod their drowsy head : *
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. L -
verses of Dryden, once highly celebrated, are forgotten ; those of Pope still
ret.in their hold upon public estimation —nay there is not a passage of
descriptive poetry, which at this day finds so many ardent admirers.”

*

Instead of supporting Pope on his strong ground of the ** Wind.
sor Forest,” Lord Byron with his usual love of opposition confings
himself wholly to a consideration of this Mogn-light Scene, which
he contends is full of truth and beauty. Now what can be more
common-place and indistinct than such phrases and epithets as
« refulgent lump of night”— sacred light”— the vivid planets
roll”— gild the glowing pole”—“a tlood of glory,” &c. &e.?
They arc precisely of that description which one would expect to
meet with in the verses of a school-hoy, and present no clear
picture to the mind. A living writer has done more justice to the
same well known passage. I allude to Mr. Elton.  Every reader
who is at’all versed in the elegant literature of the day. is familiar
with the merits of that gentleman, whose translations of the pocts
of Greece and Rome are rarely denied an honorable place in a well
selected library.  Mere English scholars, unacquainted with the
original, have often been heard to acknowledge, that Elton’s trans.
lations gn\'c' them a higher 1rotion of the purity, simplicity and
truth of Greek poetry than any other versions in our language.
It is now almost universally admitted, that Pope, as a translator,
is too ornate, and takes too many liberties with the venerable
blind bard of the Iliad and the Odysscy. Ie has made an odd
mixture of ancicnt simplicity and modern finery.  The supersority
of Cowper’s translation of Homer to that of Pope, would be more
apparent, if the poet of Olney had not been so fearful of falling
into the crrors of his immediate predecessor as to sin in a

contrary and less popular extreme. His version is too studiously

The little birds in dreams their songs repeat,
And sleeping flowers beneath the night-dew sweat 5
E’en lust and envy sleep ; yet love demes

* Rest to my soul aud slumber to my eyes.”
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bare. It canmot be denied that he has sometimes passed the
limits of a poetical simplicity, and has fallen into a prosaic mean-
ness. But he is n;t always so unfortunate, and no reader of true
taste would hesitate to prefer his translation of the celebrated
Moon-light Scene, to that of Pope. Surcly there is something
simple, natural, and, in a word, Homeric, in the folloving pas-
sage, that it would be in vain to look for in the couplets of his
predecessor.

As when around the clear, bright moon, the stars
Shine in full splendour, and the winds ure hushed ;
The groves, the mountan tops, the headlund heights,
Stund all apparent : not a vapour streaks
The boundless blue ; but ether, opened wide,
All ghtters, and the shepherd’s heart is cheered.

.

This is incomparably better than the stuff in Pope, about * con-
scious swains” ‘ eyeing the blue vaull,’. and  blessing the useful*
light.” Elton’s translations have often much simplicity of Cow-
per’'s, and though in the same passage, he is, perhaps, less suc-
cessful than him, his version has far morc naturc than Popc’s.

As beautiful the stars shine out in heaven
Around the splendid moon, no breath f wind
Ruftling the calm blue ether ; cleared from mist

The beacon hill-tops, crags and forest dells
Smerge in light ; the immecasurable sky

Breaks from above and opens on the gaze ;

The multitude of stars are seen at once

Full sparkling, and the shepherd looking up
Feels gladdened at his heart.

The lines, however, with which Pope follows up this passage
are very exquisite :

s The long reflevtions of the distant fires
Gleam on the walls, and tremble on he spires ;

* Thisis quite a Utilitarian epithet !
8 2
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A thousand piles the dusky horrors gild,
And shoot a shady lustre o’er the field.
Full fifty guards each flaming pile attend, »
Whose umbered arms by fits thlck flashes send ;
Loud ncigh the coursers o’er their heaps of corn,
And ardent warriors wait the rising morn.

While ﬁpon this subject, I cannot refrain from firther quota-
tions, and as Pope’s descriptive powers have never yet received
that attention which they deserve, I shall lay a few brief speci-

mens before the reader.

See ; from the brake the whirring pheasant springs, *
And mounts exulting on triumphant wings ;
Short is his joy ; he feels the fiery wound,
Fluttcrs in blood and panting beats the ground.
Al what avail his glossy ves ying dyes, ‘
s His purple erest and scarlet cuclod eyes,
The vivid green loe shining plines unfold,
1lis painted wings and breast that flumes with gold* ?

With slaughtering gun th” unwearied fowler roves,
When frosts have whitened all the naked groves ;
Where doves in flocks the leafless 1ees o'ershade,
And lonely wovdcocks Rarnt the watery glade.

e lifts the tube, and levels with his eye :

Straight a short thunder breaks the frozen sky :
Oft as in airy rings they skim the heath

The clamorous lupwings feel the leaden death ;

Oft as the mounting larks their notes prepare,
They fall, and leave thew litile lives in aur!

Fur as creation’s ample range extends,

The scale of sensual mental power ascends :

Mark how it mounts to mun’s imperial race,

From the greaw myriads in the peopled grass ;

* This description, however, rewminds us a little t;)o much of Thomas Paine’s
celebrated sarcasm—Mr. Burke pities the plumage, but neglects the dying bird.
Pope rather injudiciously draws off our attention from the bird’s suflerings to
make us admir its feathers. The fourth line is perfect.
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What modes of sight betwixt each wide extreme,
The mole’s dim curtain, and the lynv’s becm ;
Of smellpthe headlong lioness between,
And hound suguciou.; on the tainted green 5
Of hearing, from the life that fills the plovd,
To that whech warbles thyough the vernal wood !
The spider’s touch, how exquisitely fine!
Feels at each thread, and lires along the line.

These passagces, (to which could be added many others of cqual
excellence from the same writer,) arc highly picturesque, and
ought to make the Lake poets treat the name of Pope with alittle
more respecet. They as extravagantly depreciate his powers as
Lord Byron overrated them. A; I have quoted Wordsworth’s
allusion to the .Nocturnal Reverie of the Countess of Winchelsca,
and as that poem is not likely to be familiar to many of my readers,

I will introduce a short extract from it,

¢ When darkened groves their sofiest shadows wear,
And filling walers we distinctly hear :
When through the gloom more venerable shows
Some ancient fubrie, awful in repose : .
While sunburut hills their skvarthy Iooks coneeul,
And swelling hay-cocks thicken up the vale :
When the loosed horse, noe, as his pastwre leads,

‘omes slowly grazing through the adjoining meads,

Whose stealing pace, and lengthencd shade we fear,
Till torn-up forage in his tecth we hear : §e. §c.”

‘Wordsworth in the following night-scene, taken from onc of
his sonnets, appears to have had the natural and striking images
contained in the last four lines of the passage just extracted, very

strongly in his mind.

¢ Calm is all nature as a resting wheel ;
The kine are couched upon the dewy grass ;
The horse alone, scen dunly as 1 pass,
Is cropping audibly his later meal.”
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Ilurdis, in his Favorite Village, has also a similar description ;—

¢ The grazing ox
Ilis dewy supper from the savoury herbs
Audibly gathering.”

Wordsworth abounds in natural images of admirable truth and
beauty, which linked as they usually arc to lofty and philosophical
thoughts, form some of the most delightful poetry in the lan-
guage. Here is o companion picture to Pope’s * lonely wood-

cocks.” It is from one of Wordsworth’s juvenile productions.
¢ Sweet are the sounds that mingle from afar,

Heurd by calin lukes, as peeps the folding star,

Where the duck dubbles mid the rustling sedge,

Aund feeding pikes start from the water’s edge),
+Or the swan stirs the reeds, his neck and bill

Wetting, that drip spon the water still

And heron, as resounds the trodden shore

Shoots upward, darting his long neck before.”

The duck dabbling in the above passage reminds me of a ludi-
crous but very descriptive lige of Southey’s in a Sonnet to a

Goose :—

“ Or waddle wide, with flat and flubby feet,
Over some Cumbriun mountain’s plashy moor.”
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SONNET.

"SCENE OoN TUE GANGES.
THxe shades of evening veil the lofty spires
Of proud Benares’ fancs! A thickening haze
Hangs o’er the strcam. The weary boatmmen raise
Along the dusky shore their crimson fires,
That tinge the circling groups. Now hope inspires
Yon Hindoo maid, whose heart true passion sways,
To launch on Gunga's flood the glimmering rays
Ot" Love’s frail lamp,—but, lc') ! the light expires!
Alas ! what sudden sorrow tills her breast!
No clmrn.) of life remains. 1ler tears deplore
An absent lover’s doom, and never more
Shall hope’s sweet vision yield her spirit rest !
The cold wave quenched the lame-—an omen dread

The maiden dares not question ;—#ke is dead !

SONNET.
Lavoy ! if from my young, but clouded brow,
The light of rapture fade so fitfully—
If the mild lustre of thy sweet blue eye
Awake no lasting joy,-—Oh'! do not 7%ow,
Like the gay throng, disdain the mourner’s woe,
Or decm his bosom cold !—Should the deep sigh
Seem to the voice of bliss unmeet reply—
Oh! bear with onc whose daikened path below
The Tempest-fiend hath crossed ! The blast of doom
Scatters the ripening bud, the full-blown flower
br Hope and Joy, nor leaves one living bloom,
Save Love’s wild‘evcrg'reen, that dares its power,
And clings to this lone heart, young Pleasure’s tomb,

.

Like the fond ivy on the ruined tower !
1822,
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MORNING.

- I. : .
Benoun glad Nature’s triumph ! Lo, the sun
Hath burst the pall of night, and o’cr the earth
Reviving radiance scattered.  Sleep hath done
Her death-resembling reign, and thoughts have birth
That thrill the grateful heart with holy mirth :
While fresh as flowers that deck the dewy ground
Gay Fancy’s bright-hued images abound,
And mortals feel the glory and the worth’
(‘if that dear buon;——c.tistem-e 5l uruu‘n(l

Unnumbered charms arise in cvery sight and sound !

n.

The scene is steeped in beauty—and my soul,

No longer lingering it the gloom of care,

Doth greet Creation’s smile. The gray clouds roll

E’en from the mountain peaks and melt in air!

The landscape looks an Eden! Who could wear

The frown of sorrow now ? This glorious hour

Reveals the ruling God ! "The heavens are bare!

Each sunny stream, and blossom-mantled bower

Breathes of pervading love, and proves the Power -
That spoke him into hfe, hath bless’d Man’s curthly dower.
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EVENING.

x.

Omn ! “sweet is the hour

When low in the west,
The sun gilds the bower

Where fond lovers rest,
Then gorgeously bright,

Beneath the blue.stream,
In garmecents of light,

e DPeparts like a dream !

Ix.
Oh ! swecet and serene
The spcll that beguiles,
When night’s gentle queen
- More tenderly smiles !
The boldest arc coy— i
The wildest are grave—
The =ad feel a joy
L.oud mirth ncver gave !

IXx.
The spirits of love,
T hallow the time,

From regions above
Pour music sublime ;

Their harmonies cheer
The mystical night,

And steal on thec ear
Of dreaming delight !
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SONNET—TO NETLEY ABBEY.

Romantic Ruin! who could gazc on thee

Untouched by tender thoughts, and glimmering dteam‘sl
Of long-departed years? Lo ! nature seems
Accordbnt with thy silent majesty !’ )

The far bliie hills—the bright reposing sea—

The loncly forest—the meandering streams—

The gorgeous summer sun, whose farewell beams
Illume thine ivied halls, and tinge each trec .
Whose green arms round thee cling—the balmy air—
The stainless vault above, that cloud or storm

’Tis hard to deem will ever more deform«—

The season’s countless graces,~—all appear

To thy calm beauty ministrant, and form

A scenc to peace and meditation dear!

SONNET—SUNSET.
Trx summer sun had sct,—the blue mist sailed
Along the twilight lake,—mno sounds arose,
Save such as hallow Nature’s swect repose,
And charm the ear of Peace. Young Zephyr hailed
The trembling Iicho,—o’cr the loncly grove
The Night’s melodious hard, sad Philomecl,
A plaintive music breathed,—the soft notcs fell
Like the low-whispered vows of timid love !
I paused awhile, entranced, and such sweet dreams
As haunt the pensive soul—intensely fraught
‘With sacred incommunicable thought,
‘And silent bliss profound—with fitful gleams,
Caught from the memory of departed years,
Flashed on my mind, and woke luxurious tears.
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MEN OF THE WORLD.

Swift had a friend on whose success in hife he could not always look with com-
placency— * Stafford (a merchant),” said he, **is worth a plum, and is now
tending the Government £40,000, yet we weie educated together at the same

school and ungversity.”

Budgell in the Spectator (No. 353) thus deseribes these school-fellows ;—
“ One of tkcm was not only thought an impenetrable blockhead atschool, but still
maintaned his reputation at the umwversity , the other was the pride of his maater,
and the most celebrated per-on in the colleg® of which he was a member. The
man of genius is at present buried in a country pairsonage of cightscore pounds a
year , while the other with the bare abibtics of a common scrivener has got an

estate of above an®undred thousand pounds.”
Chalmer’s Prefuce to the Rumbler.

Tnrre is a great difference between the power of giving good
advice and the ability to act upon it. Thcoretical wisdom is, per-
haps, rarcly associated with practical wisdom ; and we often find
that men of no talent whatever comtrive to pass through life with
credit and propriety, under the guidance of a kind of instinct.
These arc the persons who scem to stumble by mere good luck
upon the philosopher’s stone. In the commerce of life every thing
they touch scems to turn into gold. '

We are apt to place the greatest confidence in the advice of the
successful and none at all in that of the unprosperous, as if fortune
never favourcd fools nor neglected the wise. A man may have
more 1ntellect than does him good, for it tempts him to meditate
and to compare when he should act with rapidity and decision ;
and by trusting too much to his own sagacity and too little to
fortune, he often loses'many a golden opportunity, that is like a
prize in the lottery to his less brilliant compctltors It is not the
men of thought but the men of action who are best fitted to push

T2 -
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their way upwards in the world. The Hamlets or philosophical
speculators are out of their element in the cro(wd. They are wise
enough as reflecting observers, but the moment they descend from
their solitary elevation and mingle with the thick throng of their ’
fellow-creatures, therc is a sad discrepancy between their digm't‘y
as teachers and their conduct as actors. Their wisdom in busy
life cvaporates in words. They talk like sages, but they act like
fools. There is an essential difference between those qualities
that are neccssary for success in the world, and those that are re-
quired in the closet. Bacon was the wisest of human beings in
his quict study, but when heuentcrcd the wide and noix;y theatre
of life, he sometimes conducted himself in a way of which he
could have admirably pointed out the impropriety in a moral essay.
He knew as well as any man that honesty is the best policy, but
he did not always act as if he thought so. The finc intellect of
Addison could trace with.‘subllcty and truth all the proprietics
of social and of public life, but he was himself deplorably ineffi-
cient both as a companion and as a statesman. A more delicate
and accurate observer of human life than the poet Cowper, is not
often met with, though he wac absolutely incapable of turning his
knowledge and good .sense to a practical account, and when he
came to act for himself, was as helpless and dependent as a child.
The cxcellent author of the Wealth of Nations, could not manage
the cconomy of his own house.

People who have sought the advice of suceessful men of the
world, have often experienced a feeling of surprise and disappoint-
ment when listening to their common-place maxims and weak
and barren observations. There is very frequently the same
discrepancy, though in the opposite extreme, between the words
and the actions of prosperous men of the world that I have noticed
in the case of unsuccessful men of wisdom. The former talk like
fools, but they act like men of sensc. The reverse is the case with
the latter.” The thinkers may safely direct the movements of
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other men, but they do not seem peculiarly fitted to direct their

own.

They who bask ix.x the sundhine of prosperity, are generally in-
clined to be so ungrateful to fortune, as to attribute all their suc-
cess to their own exertions, and to season their pity for their less
successful friends with some degree of contempt. I the great
majority of cases nothing can be more ridiculous and unjust. 1In
the list of the prosperous, therc arc very few indced, who owe
their advancement to talent and sagacity alonc. The majority
must attributc their rise to a combination of industry, prudence
and goo:l fortune, and there are many who are still more indebt-
ed to the lucky accidents of life than to their own character or
conduct.

Perhaps not.only the higher intellectual gifts, but even the
finer moral emotions arc an incumbrance to the fortunc-hunter.
A gentle disposition and extreme frankness and generosity,
have been the ruin, in a worldly sense, of many a noblé spirit.
There is a degrec of cautiousness and mistrust, and a certain in-
scosibility and sternness, that seem cssential to the jnan who has
to bustle through the world, and decure his own interests. He
cannot turn aside, and indulge in generous sympathies, without
neglecting, in some measure, his own affairs. It is like a pedes-
trian’s progress through a crowded strect. He cannot pause for
a moment, or look to the right or left, without increasing his own
obstructions. 'When time and business press hard upon him, the
cry of affliction on the road-side is unhceded and forgotten. He
acquires a habit of indifference to all but the one thing needful—
his own suceess.

I samll not here speak of those by-ways to success in life
which require only a large share of hypocrisy and meanness ;
nor of those insinuatiné‘ manners and frivolous accomplishments
which are so often better rewarded than worth or genius ; nor of
the arts by which a brazen-faced adventurer, somctimes throws a
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modest and meritorious rival into the shade. Nor shall I proceed
to show how great a drawback is a noble éix}cerity in the com-
merce of the world. The memorablé scene between Gil Blas and
the Archbishop of Toledo, is daily and nightly re-acted on the
great stage of life. I cannot enter upon minute particulars, or
touch upén all the numerous branches of *my subject, without
exceeding the limits I have proposed to myself in the present
essay.

Perhaps a knowledge of the world, in the ordinary acccptation
of the phrase, may mean nothing more than a knowledge of con-
ventionalisms, or a familiarit_\: with the forms and ceremonials of
society. This, of course, is of easy acquisition when the mind is
once bent upon the task. The practice of the small proprieties of
life to a congenial spirit, soon ceases to be a study ; it rapidly be-
comes a l;lere habit, or anﬂuntroubled anl unerring instinct. This
is always the casc when there is no sedentary labour by the mid-
night lamp to produce an ungainly stoop in the shoulders, and a
conscious defect of grace and pliancy in the limbs ; and when there
is no abstract thought or poctic vision to dissipate the attention,
and blind us to the trivial reatitics that arc passing immediately
around us. Somc'degree of vanity and a perfect self-possession
are absolutely cssential ; but high intellect is only an obstruction.
Men whose heads are little better than a pin’s, have rendered
themsclves extremcly acceptable in well-dressed circles.  There
are some who secmm born for the boudoir and the ball-room,
while others are as little fitted for fashionable society, as a fish is
for the open air and the dry land. They who are more familiar
with books than with men, cannot look calm and pleased when
their souls arc inwardly perplexed. The almost venial hypocrisy
of politeness, is the more criminal and disgusting in their judg-
ment, on account of its difficulty to themselves and the provoking
case with which it appears to be adopted by others. The loqua-
city of the forward, the effeminate aflectation of the foppish, and
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the sententiousness of shallow gravity, excite a feeling of con-
tempt and weariness that they have neither the skill nor the in-
clination to conccal. .

A recluse philosopher is unable to return a simple salutation
without betraying his awkwardness und uneasiness to the quick eye
of a man of the world. He exhibits a ludicrous mixturé of humi-
lity and pride. He is indignant at the assurance of others, and is
mortified at his own timidity. e is vexed that he should suffer
those whom he feels to be his inferiors to enjoy a temporary
superiorjtv. He is troubled that they should be able to trouble
him, and ashamed that they should make him ashamed. Such a
man, when he enters into society, brings all his pride, but leaves
his vanity behipd him.  Pride allows our wounds to remain cx-
posed, and makes them doubly irritable ; but vanity, as Sancho says
of sleep, scems to cover a man all over,as with a cloak. A con-
templative spirit cannot concentrate its attention on minute and
uninteresting ccremonials, and a sense of unfitness for society
makes the most ordinary of its duties a painful task. Therc are
some authors who would rather write a quarto volume in praise of
woman, than hand a fashionable lady to hey chair.

The foolish and formal conversation of polite life is naturally
uninteresting to the retired scholar ; but it would, perhaps, be less
objectionable if he thought he could take a share in it with any
degree of credit. He has not the feeling of calm and unmixed
contempt ; there is envy and irritation in his heart. He cannot
despisc his fellow-creatures, nor be wholly indifferent to their
good opinion. Whatever he may think of their manners and
conver-ation, his uncasiness evinces that he does not feel altogether
above or independent of them. No man likes to seem unfit for
the co:npany he isin. At Rome every man would be 2 Roman.

Of the class of prouzi and scnsitive men of thought, the poet
Cowper was a striking example, and he has described their feclings

with great truth and vivacity :—
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1 pity bashful men, who fecl the pain

Of fancied scorn and undeserved disdain,
And bear the marks upon a blushing fac2
Of needless shame and self-imposed disgrace.
Our sensibilities are so acute

The fear of being silent makes us mute, .
* * * * * *

-
h 3

The visit paid, with ecstacy we come

As from a seven years® transportation home,

And there resume an unembarrassed brow,
TRecovering what we lost we know not how,

The faculties that seemed reduced to nought,
Expression and the privilege of thought. ,

There is in this City of Paluces* more than one example of the
unfitness of the literary character for gencral society. A particular
friend of my own, who is fonder of the study than the drawing-
room, when he enters a social circle in which there are [aces not
thoroughly familiar to him, is like a wanderer in a forcign scene.
His strange blunders arc often exceedingly offensive to the feelings
and prejudices of those whom he is most desirous to oblige.
He fails in exact proportion to his anxicty for success. If he
were walking in his own garden or sitting in his own domestic
circle, he could be as self-possessed and common-place a person
as -any in the world. He might remain for hours in a state of
mental ease or inaction, and even “ whistle for want of thought ;”
but the moment that he enters a new scene, and fecls a little out
of his element, his intellectual faculties commence a rapid chaotic
dance. It is in vain that he attempts to control or guide a
single thought; the reason has no longer sovereign sway and
masterdom. IHis brain resembles the state of a ship in the last
extremity, when the sailors, laughing at all authority, leave every-
thing to fate, and indulge thcmselves in a mad and melaacholy

'; merriment. In this state of temporary delirium, a man can hardly

* Calcutta—where this article was written,
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be thought responsible for his own actions. My friend, with all
his defects, is so genuinely candid and kind-hearted, that he will
excuse the liberty I am takiiig with his character, in using it as
an illustration, and 1 know well that he will readily acknowledge
the truth of the portrait. IIe will not be displeased should others
also recognizd it, for it forms an indirect apology that ma;r set him
right with many who may have imagined that he had intention-
ally offended them. I will even mention a few instances of his
strange confusion and forgetfulness.  When he was preparing to
leave England for this country, he called at the India Iloase for
a ‘shipping order’ for himself andsfamily.  lle found himself
suddenly in a crowd of gay young clerks, in whose presence he
was somewhat abruptly questioned as to the number and names
of his children.  He had only three of those inestimable treasures ;
but there was such an instantancous oparchy in his brain, that
he was obliged to confess he could not answer the question.
Every one stared at him with astonishment, and sct him down
for a madman. ITe sneaked painfully oat of the room, and had
scarcely closed the door, when his memory was as clear and
precige as ever. I shall venture up(:n another ancedote, cqually
characteristic. He reccived some time ago a pair of marriage
tickets.  Ile was eager to acknowledge the compliment, and pay
his grateful respects to the young bride; but bad health, official
duties, obliviousness, and a spirit of procrastination, all combined
to occasion the postponement of his visit. e called at last, and
expericnced his usual stultification. In the preserce of a number
of visitors, all of whose cyes were intently fixed upon him, he
observed that he was glad to see so many persons present, as it
convinced him that the honeymoon was over and that he had not
called carlier than delicagy and custom permitted. He had forgot-
ten that a whole year had slipped away since he had received his
ticket! There was a general laugh, and the lady goodhumouredly
sent for a fine strapping baby, as a still stronger proof that his
v
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visit was perfectly well-timed. T cannot resist the temptation to
add onc more cxample of his occasional .peerplexities. He was
acquainted with two brothers, of whom the one was a literary man
and the other a merchant. The latter died, and a few months
after that event, my friend met the survivor. He at once con-
founded the dead man with the living, and in the course of con-
versation cmbraced an opportunity to express his regret to the
sepposed merchant at the deplorably bad success of his poor bro-
ther’s published poems, adding in the freedom and plenitude of
his confidence, a candid opinion (which could not now, he ob-
served, reach the ears of the person referred to, or gil\’e him a
moment’s pain) that in devoting himself to literature he had sadly
mistaken the nature of his own powers. My unhappy fricnd
had hardly let fall the last word of his unconscious jest, when a
light flashed across his 'brain, and he saw his error. The s=cenc
that cnsued baffles all description. It would be difficult to say
which of the two was the most severely vexed—the vain and irri-
table poctaster or the dreaming blunderer. I could easily multiply
instances of ny friend’s excessive abstraction and laughable for-
getfulness; but these are crough for my purpose. 1 will only
add thut he hardly ever addresses any person by his right name,
and if suddenly called upon to introduce a friend to a strange
circle, would be surc to make some extraordinary blunder, the
absurdity of which would stare him in the face the moment after.
He is sometimes so vexed by his almost incredible mistak «, that
he vows in his despair he will ncver again attempt any intercoursc
with gencral socicty, however numerous or pressing may be the
invitations of his friends. e knows too well, he says, that if any
subject is especially unpleasing to his hearers, he is sure, by some
horrible fatality, to bring it prominently forward ; and if he at-
tempts a compliment, he is ruined for ever. With the strongest
ambition to Dbe thought bL.th sensible and good-natured, he
often acts as if he were cither a perfect idiot, or one of the most

malicious of human beings.
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The axioms most familiar to men of the world, are passed from
one tongue to anoth.er without much reflection.: They are merely
parroled. Some critics have’ thought that the advice which Polo-
nius, in the tragedy of Hamlet, gives his son, on his going abroad,
exhibits a degree of wisdom wholly inconsistent with the general
character of that weak and foolish old man. But in thi$ case, as
in most others of a similar nature, we find, on closer considera-
tion, that what may seem at the first glance an error or oversight
of Shakespeare’s, is only another illustration of his accurate know-
ledge of .lluman life. The precepts which the old man desires to
fix in the mind of Laertes, are just sych as he might have heard a
hundred thousand times in his long passage through thc world.
They arc not blzmght out from the depths of his own soul. They
have only fastened themselves on his memory, and are much
nearer to his tongue than to his heart. _No one is surprised at
the innumerable wise saws and proverbial phrases that issuc from
the lips of the most silly and ignorant old women in all ranks of
life, in town and country, in cottages and in courts. In the con-
versation of the weukest-minded persons, we often, find, as in
that of Polonius, both “ matter and *impertipency mixed.” His
advice is mot that of a philosopher, but of a courtier and man of
the world. He echocs the common wisdom of his associates.

“ Give every man thine enr, but few thy voice :
Take each man’s censure*, but reserve thy Jud"fment ’

He is indebted to his court education for this mean and heartless
maxim. To listen eagerly to the communications of others, and
to conceal his own thoughts, is the tirst lesson that a courticr learns.
Let us quote another specimen of his paternal admonitions.

® ¢ Neither a borrower nor a lender be :

For loan oft lpses both itself and friend ;
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.”

* Opinion.
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Polonius might have picked up this marvellous scrap of pru-
dence in some petty tradesman’s shop ; not;, however, in a pawn-
broker’s, for the sign of which it would form a very forbidding
motto. It is similar in tone to the maxims of Poor Richard*.
There are a few precepts in the parting advice of Polonius of a
somewhat higher character ; but they are ofily such«as float about
the world, and are repeated on occasion by all well-intentioned
people. They are not of that high and original cast which Shakes-
peare would have put into the mouth of Hamlet, or any other
thoughtful and noble-hearted personage.

It scems paradoxical to affirm, that men who are c;ut of the
world know more of the philosophy of its movements than those
who arc in it; but it is nevertheless perfectly true, and easily
accounted for. The busy man is so rapidly whi;'led about in the
vast machine, that he has not leisure to observe its motion. An
observer stationed on a hill that overlooks a battle, can see more
distinctly the operations of either army than the combatants them-
selves. They who have attained success by merc good fortune,
arc particularly ill-fitted to direct and counsel others who are strug-
gling through the labyrinthe of life. A shrewd observer, who
has touched the rocks, is a better pilot than he who has passcd
through a difficult channcl in ignorance of its dangers.

The extent of a person’s knowledge of mankind is not to be
calculated by the number of his years. The cld, indced, are
always wise in thcir own estimation, and eagerly voluntecr
advice, which is not in all cases as eagerly received. The
stale preparatory sentence of * When you have come lo my
years, &c.” is occasionally a prologue to the wearisome farce
of second childhood. A Latin proverb says, that * experience
teacheth.” It sometimes does so, but not always. Experience

' ® < Wealth, as clearly shewn in the preface of our old Pennsylvanian Alma-
nack, entitled ‘ Poor Richaid Improved.” Written by Dr. Franklin.”
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cannot confer mnatural sagacity, m:d without that it is nearly
useless. It is said to be an axiom in natural history, that a cat
will never tread ag?zin the road on which it has been beaten ; but
this has been disproved in a thousand experiments. It is the
same with mankind. A weak-minded man, let his years be few
or numerous, will 0 sooner be extricated from a silly scrape,
than he will fall again into the samec difficulty in the very same
way. Nothing is more common than for old women (of either
sex) to shake with a solemn gravity their thin grey hairs, as if
they covered a repository of guthered wisdom, when perchance
some clear and lively head upon younger shoulders has fifty
times the knowledge with less than bulf the pretension. We are
not always wise in proportion to our opportunities of acquiring
wisdom, but according to the shrewdness and activity of our ob-
servation. Nor is a man’s fortune in all cases an ur.lequivucs.l
criterion of the character of his intellect* or his knowledge of the
world. Men in business acquire a habit of guarding themselves
very carefully against the arts of those with whom they are brought
in contuct in their commercial transactions ; but they are, perhaps,
better versed in goods and securities than in the .human heart.
They wisely trust a great deal more to la.w papers, than to “ the
human face divine,” or any of those indications of character which
are so unerringly perused by a profound observer. A great
dramatic poet can lift the curtain of the human heart; but mere
men of business must act always in the dark, and, taking it for
granted that cvery individual, whatever his ostensible character,
may be a secret villain, they will have no transactions with their
fellow-creatures, until they have made ‘“ assurance double sure,”
and sccured themselves from the possibility of roguery and impo-
sition. They carry this habit of caution and mistrustfulness to

* There are some few professions, indeed, in which success is a pretty certain
indication of learning or of genius, *



150 MEN OF THE WORLD.
C

such a melancholy cxtreme, that they will hardly lend a guinea to
a father or a brother without a regular recciPt. They judge of
all mankind by a few wretched exceptions. Lawyers have a similar
tendency to form partial and unfavorable opinions of their fellow-
creatures ; because they come in contact with the worst specimens
of humanity, and see more of the dark side’of life than other
men. Of all classes of men, perhaps the members of the medical
profession have the best opportunity of forming a fair and ac-
curate judgment of mankind in general, and it is gratifying to
know that none have a higher opinion of human nature.

It is observable, that men are very much disposcd to“‘ make
tflemselves the measure of mankind,” or, in other words, when
they paint their fcllow-creatures, to dip their brush in the colours
of their own heart.

¢ All scems infected that the infected spy,
As all seems yellow to the jaundiced eye.”
On the other hand, a frank and noble spirit observes the world
by the light of its own nature ;—and indecd all who have studied
mankind without prejudice or partiality, and with a wide and
liberal observation, have felt that man is not altogether unworthy
of being formed after the image of his Maker.

Though I have alluded to the tendency of some particular pro-
fessions to indurate the heart and limit or warp the judgment,
I should be sorry, indced, if the remarks that I have ventured
upon this subject, should be regarded as un avowal of hostility
towards any class whatever of my fellow-creatures. I should be
guilty of a gross absurdity and injustice if I did not readily admit,
that intellect and virtuc are not confined to one class or excluded
from another. Men are, generally speaking, very much the crea-
tures of circumstance ; but there is no condition of life, in ‘which
the soul has not sometimes asserted her independence of all adven-
titious distinctions; and there is no trade or profession, in which
we do not meet with men who are an honour to human nature.



*TWO LLANDSCAPELES.
ENGLISH AND INDIAN.

I sToop upon an English hill,

And saw the far meandering rill,

A vein of liquid silver, run

Sparkling in the summer sun;

‘While adown that grcen hill’s =ide,

And along the valley wide,

Shecp, like small clouds touched with light,
Or like little breakers bright

Sprinklcd o’er a smiling sea,

S(:::lncd to float at liberty.

Scattered all around were secn
‘White cots on the meadows green,
Open to the sky and breeze,

Or peeping through the sheltering trees. |
On rustic gatceways, looscly swung,
Laughing children idly hung :

Oft their glad shouts, shrill and clear,
Came upon the startled car,

Blended with the tremulous bleat

Of truant lambs, or voices sweet

Of birds that take us by surprise,

And mock the quicklv-scearching eyes.

Nearer sat a bright-haired boy,
Whistling with a thoughtless joy ;

A shepherds crook was in his hand,
Emblem of a mild command ;

And upon his rounded check

Were hues that ripened apples streak.
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Disease, nor pain, nor sorrowing
Touched that small Arcadian king
His sinless subjects wandered free—
Confusion without anarchy.

Happier he upon his throne,

The breezy hill—though all alote—
Than the grandest monarchs proud
‘Who mistrust the knceling crowd.
Jor &e ne’er trembles for his fate,
Nor groans beneath the care# of state.
On a gently rising ground

The lovely valley’s farthest bound,
Bordered by an ancient wood,

The cots in thicker clusters stood ;
And a Chur(.:h uprose between,
1Iallowing the peaccful scenc.
Distance o’er its old walls threw

A s=oft and dim cerulecan hue,

‘While the,sun-lit ¥rilded spire
Gleamecd as with cclestial fire !

I have crossed the ocean-wave
Haply for a forecign grave—

Haply never more to look

On a British hili or brook—

Haply never more to hear

Sounds unto my childhood dear ;—
Yet if sometimes on my soul

Bitter thoughts beyond control
Throw a shade more dark than night,
Soon upon the mental sight
Flashes forth a pleasant ray
Brighter, holier, than the day ;
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And unto that happy mood

All seems beautiful and good.

Though from home and friends we part,
Nature and the human heart

Still may” sooth the wanderer’s care,
And his God is every where !

Seated on a bank of green,
Gazing on an, Indian scene,

I have dreams the mind, to chcer,
And a feast for eye and ear.

Ag my feet a river flows,

And its broad face richly glows
‘With the glory of the sun,
Whose proud race is ncarly ;uu.
Nec’er before did sea or stream
Kindle thus beneath his beam,
Ne’er did miser’s eye behold
Such a glittering mass of gold !
*Gainst the gorgeous radiance float
Darkly, many a sloop and boat,
‘While in cach the figures seem
Like the shadows of a dream ;
Swift, yet passively, they glide
As sliders on a frozen tide.

Sinks the sun—the sudden night
Falls, yet still the scene is bright.
Now the fire-fly’s living spark
Glances thfough the foliage dark,
And along the dusky stream
Myriad lamps with ruddy gleam

153
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On the small waves float and quiver,
As if upun the favored river,
And to mark the sacred hour,
Stars had fallen in a shower.
For many a mile is cither shore

*  1llumined with a countless store
Of lustres ranged in glittering rows ;
Each a golden column throws
To light the dim depths of the tidc ;
And the moon in all her pride,
Though beautcously her regions glow,

Views a scene as fair below*,

.Necver yct hath waking vision
‘Wrought a picture more Elysian ;
Never gifted poct secn
Aught more radiant and serene !
Though upon my native shore
.Mid the hallowed haunts of yore
Therc are, scenes‘that could impart
Dearcr pleasure to my heart,
Scenes that in the soft light glecam
Of each unforgotten dream,

Yet the soul were dull and cold
That its tribute could withhold
‘When Enchantment’s magic wand
‘Waves o’er this romantic land !

Cossipore, Nov. 1839.

This description has reference to the night of some religious festival.
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THE ATOSSA BRIBE.
POPE AND THR DUCHESS OF MARLBOROUGH.

Pore left by his will, the care of his manuseripts, first to Lord
Bolingbroke, and, in the event of his death, to Lord Marchmont,
undoubtedly expecting, says Dr. Johuson, that they would be
« prond’of the trust and eager to extend his fame.” It appears,
however, that some time after Pof)c's death, Dodsley solicited
preference as the publisher, and was told that the packet of
papers had not been even looked at, and ‘ whatever was the
reason,” adds Johnson, ‘ the world has been disappointed of what
was rescrved for the next age.” It is redronable to suppose that
amongst the manuscripts of Pope there must have been many
intcresting and valuable papers, but nothing of any valuc has yet
*appeared. Popc gave Bolingbroke the option of preserving or
destroying the manuscripts. and it js probable, from the circum-
stances I am about to mention, that he chose the latter alternative.
They never got into the possession of the Earl of Marchmont.
A work entitled “ A Selection from the Papers of the Earls of
Marchmont,” and published in 1831, by Sir George Rose, contains
two letters from Lord Bolingbroke that are calculated to injure

‘materially the memory of Pope, if they arc not very closely and
candidly considered. They are on the subject of Pope’s Satire
on the Duchess of Marlborough, included in his Epistle < On the
Characters of Women,” under the name of Afossa. To refresh
the meémory of the reader I shall here subjoin it.

But what are these, to great Atossa’s mind ?
Scarce once herself, by turns all womankind !
Who, with herself, or others, from her birth
Finds all her life one warfare upon earth :

x 2
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.Shines in exposing knaves, and painting fools,

Yet is whate’er she hates and ridicules.

No thought advances, but her eddying beain

Whisks it about, and down it foes again.

Full sixty years the world has been her trade,

The wisest fool much time has ever made.

From loveless youth to unrespected age,

No passion gratify’d except her rage.

So much the fury still outran the wit,

The pleasure miss’d her, and the scandal hit.

Who breaks with her, provokes revenge from hell,

But he’s a bolder man who dures be well.

er every turn with violence pursued,

Nor more a storm her hate than gratitude :

To that each passion‘turns, or soon or late ;

Tove, if it makes her yield, must make her hate :

Superiors? death ! and equals? what a curse!
Bat an inferior not dependent? worse.

* Offend her, and she knows not to forgive ;
Oblige her, andeshe’ll hate you while you live :
But die, and she'll adore you—then the bust
And temple rise—then fall again to dust.

Last night her lord was all that’s good and great ;
A knave this mormmng, and his will & cheat.
Strange ! by the means defeated of the ends,

By sprrit robb’d of pewer, by warmth of friends,
By wealth of followers ! without one distress

Sick of hersclf, through very selfishness!

Atossa, curs’d with every granted prayer,
Childless with all her children, wants an heir:
To heirs unknown descends th’ unguarded store,
Or wanders, heaven directed, to the poor.

‘When Pope first published the Epistle, in which this character
now occurs, he informed the public in an advertisement, that it
contained no character drawn from the life, an assertion which
Johnson insinuates Pope did not wish to be believed. In a note to
the poem also, Pope stated that it was imperfect, because a l;ortion
of his subject was vice too high to be then exposed. It is certain
that the characters of Afossa, Philomedé and (loe, the only ones
which are ‘supposed to apply to particular individuals, were subse-
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quently introduced. It is said by Warton that the lines-on Atossa
were brought to th.e notice of the Duchess of Marlborough, under
the pretence that they were intended for the portrait of the Duchess
of Buckingham ; but she soon stopped the person reading them
to her, and called aloud, *I cannot be so imposed upon; I see
plainly enough for whom they are designed ;” and then® violently
abused the author. It is added that her Grace was afterwards
reconciled to Pope, courted his favor, and gave him a thousand
pounds to suppress the portrait; which he accepted, * it is said,”
by the persuasion of Mrs. M. Blount; and yet after the Duchess’s
death, it was both printed and published. ¢ This,” says Warton,
“ is the greatest blemish in our Poet’s moral character.” On which
Bowles, one of the later editors of Pope, exclaims: *“ A blemish !
call it rather, if it be the fact, the most shameful dereliction of
every thing that was manly and honorable.” Mr. Roscuc: another
editor of Pope, is very indignant with Mr. Bowles for this censure,
though advanced so hypothetically, and notwithstanding a subse-
quent avowal on the part of the latter that he did not give credit
to so “ bhase” a story. Roscoe supposes that Mr. Bowles must
have meant it to be implied thatePope was guilty of the act,
or he would not have characterized it by such expressions; but
surcly it is unreasonable and unjust to take this view of the
matter, after Mr. Bowles had by his own account indignantly
disavowed his having charged Pope with such disgraceful treachery
and mcanness. Bowles was only surprised at the comparatively
moderate manner in which Warton had spoken of an act that
without any personal reference to Pope, was of a naturce per se
that could hardly be too sternly condemned. Johnson, though
he does not seem to have heard any thing of the bribe, thought
the character of Atossa was published with no great honor to the
writer’s gratitude, for the Poet had received from the Duchess a
great deal of personal attention. Until this publication of the
Marchmont Papers the story of the thousand pound btibe rested
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entirely on the authority of Horace VV:Jpole ; and Roscoe, Bowles,
Campbell and others, had refused to credit it; The latter writer
in his remarks on Pope, in his ‘* Specimens of the British Poets,”
observes that Warton, in relating the anecdote (after Walpole)
adds a circumstance which contradicts the statement itself. ** The
Duchess’s imputed character,” says Campbcll, “ is said to have
appeared in 1746, two years after Pope’s death; Popé therefore
could not have himself published it : and it is exccedingly impro-
bable that the bribe ever existed.” It is clear that Pope did not
publish it, but in one of thc two letters, which we shall now
subjoin, Lord Bolingbroke asgerts, that Pope just before his death
corrected and prepared it for the press, which in a moral sense

amounts to much the same thing :— ‘

VISCOUNT BOLINGBROKE TO HUGIH EARL OF MARCHMONT*.

« ¢ Battersea, Monday.
¢ My dear Lord,~—The arrival of your servant with the message from
Lord Stair gives me an opportunity of telling you, that 1 contmue in the
resolution 1 mentioned to you last night, upon what you said to me from
the Duchess of Muarlborough. It would be a breach of that trust and
confidence which Pope reposed in me, to give any one such of his papers
as I think that no one shpuld see? If there are any that muy be injurious
to the late duke or to her grace, even indirectly and covertly, as I hope
there are not, they shall besdestroyed : and you shall be a witness of their
destruction.  Copies of any such, I hope and believe, there are none
abroad ; and I hope the duchess will helieve, 1 scorn to keep copies when
1 destroy originals. I was willing you should have these assurances under

the hand of, my dcar lord, your faithful and devoted humble servant,
¢ BoLIxGBROKF ™
VISCOUNT BOLINGDROKL TO HUGIH EARL OF MARCHMONT.

“ Monday Morning.
“QOur friend Pope, it scems corrected and prepared for the press, just
before his death, an edition of the four Epistles that follow the Egsay on

.

# Mugh Earl of Marchmont came to his title about four years before Pope
diet:_l. He was honored with a fine compliment in the poet’s beautiful inscrip-
tion in his grotlo at Twickenham. Ie died 1794 in the eighty sixth year of his
age, and left no male issue.
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Man. They were then printed off, and are now ready for publication. I
am sorry for it, because, if he could be excused for writing the character of
Atossa formerly, there és no exeuse for his design of publishing it, after he
had received the favour* (*1000L.), you and I know ; and the character of
Atossa is inserted—1I have a copy of the book. Warburton has the pro-
priety of it, as you know. Alter it he cannot, by the terms of the will.
Is it worth while to suppress the edition ? or should her grace's fends say,
as they may, from several strokes in it, that it was not intended to be her
character? and should she despise it? If you come over hither, we may
talk better than write on the subject. Adieu, my Lord.”

Now that we have Walpole’s authority supported by that of
Bolingbf'okc, it becomes nccessary to examine the subject with
greater industry and earnestness. I do not wish it to be supposed
that the letters of Bolingbroke, connected with the testimony of
Walpole, have at all satisfied my mind of the guilt of Pope. But
I was certainly at first a little staggered by them. Much, as Sir
Roger de Coverley would have observed,”might be said on both
sides of the question. To begin then with the dark side, I may
remurk that Pope’s poctical ambition was his * ruling passion,”
and we may consequently imagine that the suppression of onc of
his best things (for such is the character of Atassa; as a piece
of sharp and finished satire) was a sucrifice that required a
more than ordinary display of virtuous resolution. e can hardly
be supposed to have been quite sincere, when he cloquently ex-

claimed,

Cursed be the verse, how well soe’er it flow,
That tends to make one worthy man my foe.

Because it is inconsistent with his attack on the Duke of Chandos
in the character of Timon, and the use he made of his celebrated
satire upon Addison, which though written in anger, was publish-
ed in cool blood twenty years after ! The celebrated character of
Addison was so much admired, and Pope was so well pleased with
it himself, that his poetical vanity got the better of his"humanity
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and honor. Atterbury on his first perusal of the lines was stnu;k
with their energy and truth, and, as Rosco'e.fremarks, with * no
very christian spirit,” he advised the Poet, * as ke now knew where
his strength lay, not to suffer it to remain unemployed.” Pope seems
to have tuken the hint with equal readiness and success. Roscoe,
who defends Pope’s conduct on all occasion8, with the usual par-
tiality of an Editor, evinces a disposition to exculpate his conduct
in the case of the satire on Addison ; but as Sir William Black-
stone has rightly observed, however the Poet might be excused
for penning such a character of his friend, in the first transports
of his indignation, it reflects no great honor on his feelings to
have kept it so long by him, and then to publish it after Addison
was in his grave, and to hand it down to posterity, enzrafted into
one of his best productions. Roscoe is mistaken in thinking his
cndeavour to prove thgt Pope was not actuated by a long and
implacable hatred, will be serviceable to his causc; for when he
notices the fact, that from the time of Addison’s first perusal of
the satire to the day of his death, he always treated Pope with the
utmost civility, he makes the case tell more strongly against the
poet for his want of generotity. I believe the truth to be, that
Pope was not moved by any violent animosity towards the memory
of Addison when he published the verses, but that his ruling pas-
sion, or in other words his love of fame, madc him do what must
have been in direct opposition to his own conscience and his
natural feclings. While Pope’s treatment of Addison was certain-
ly a blot on the former’s moral reputation, it may be thought to
afford some appearance of confirmation to the assertions of Boling-
broke and Walpole, with respect to the satire on the Duchess of
Marlborough ; because the man who could permit his ambition
to overcome his sense of moral rectitude in one instance could do
so in another. The two cases, however, are not exactly parallel.
There is one important difference. Though Pope might have
'_'_-iinblished an ill-natured satire to gratify his love of fame at the
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expense of his better feclings, it does not follow that he would
have been base enough to take a bribe. In fact, all that we know
of Pope, is inconsistent wigh this feature of the charge against
him. He was economical and ‘* paper-sparing” to be sure, but
he was by no means avaricious of wealth, and rejected many op-
portunities of making money, when the mode by whichsit was to
be obtained implied the slightest interference with his personal
independence*. He was also extremely liberal and even lavish
in his pecuniary fuvors to persons in distrcss, and by a judicious
management of his small means contrived to do more good than
many who were equally well disposed and who had double his
advantages. On this point, therefore, the probabilities are strong-
ly against Bolingbroke and Walpole. Pope labored the character
of Atossa with extraordinary care, and was so gratified by his
success, that his ‘ ruling passion” alone, indepcndent. of any

nobler or more prudent motive, would have made him rcject at

* He twice refused a pension, and Spence tells us, on the authority of Warbur-
ton and others, that “ Pope never flattered any body for moncev in the whole
course of his writings. Alderman Barber had a great inclination to have a
stroke in his commendation inserted in some part of Pope’s wntings.  Ile did
not want money and he wanted fame. e would probably have given four or
five thousand pounds to have been gratified in his desire, and gnie Mr. Pope to
understand so much ; but Mr. Pope would never comply with such a baseness.”
We also find in Spence's Anecdotes that * Pope was offereda very considerable
sum by the Duchess of Mailborough if he would ncert a good character of
the Duke, and he absolutcly 1efused it.””  The knowledge of these offers.of
payment for praise might possibly have suggested, however unreasonably, the
invention of the scandal recpecting a supposed offer for the suppression of a
satire, and the Poet's acceptance of it. Pope had alse in his lifetme been
accused of receiving a thou<and pounds fiem the Duke of Chandos, and ungrate-
fully returning the kindness with a satire on his patron. The receipt of the
moncy he indignantly denied. He also may be <aid to have denied by anticipa-
tion the chaige now considered when he proudly asserted that if he was a good
poet, therec was one thing upon which he valued himsclf and which was
rare amonget good poets—a peifect independence. ““ 1 have never,” he sad,
“ flattered any man, nor evdr received anything ot any man for my verses.”
The old Duchess of Marlborough herself, who left many legacies to her friends,
might have remembered the poet in her will if he had treated her with more
attention and respect.
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once the offer of a thousund pounds to suppress it. Hazlitt said,
that Moore ought not to have published Lalla Rookk, which he
thought was a public disappointment, for three thousand pounds,
« for his fumc was worth more than that.” If Moore’s reputation
has so high a pecuniary value, Pope’s was certainly not inferior
even in that respect, and he ought and would not, have suppress-
ed a master-piece of satire for her Grace’s bribe, however he might
have been influenced by other considerations. 1f he bartered his
poetical fame for gold he would not have taken less to suppress
than Moore took to publish. The former had quite as lofty an
opinion of his own genius as the latter can entertain of his. ' But it
is worse than idle to talk in this mercantile manner about poctical
productions, and T do not mean, in alluding to Hazli‘gt’g‘v;t:mark, to
imply any agreement with his opinion respecting the merits of
Lalle Rovkh. The public generally were at least as much delight-
ed with it as they expe‘cted to be. But to return to the point in
question.  Considering then that Pope valued pocetical fame more
than money, and was peculiarly punctilious on the score of his
personal independence, and remarkably prudent and far-sighted on
most worldly occusions, we may fairly conclude, even as a matter of
mere policy, he would have rcjected the supposed bribe, and not
have placed himself in the power of =o garrulous, violent and fickle
a woman as thc Duchess of Marlborough. It is pretty cvident
that Pope must be brought in guilty of ingratitude towards her
grace, but not on account of u pecuniary favor, which forms the
darker featurc of the charge. Perhaps even ingratitude is too
strong a term to be used in this casc, for the old lady on the whole
probably gave him a good deal more annoyance than pleasure
with her wavering humours, and was as much indebted to Pope as
Pope was to her. But cven if we must eventually admit that the
Poet’s conduct was not wholly irreproachable, it may be easily
shown that his accusers have not proved him to be so truly corrupt
and conterfiptible as their stories would imply. On a hasty perusal
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of the letters of Bolingbroke (who was described by the poet him-
self as his “ Guide, Philosopher and Friend”) I confess, I was
not a little startled. I began to think Horace Walpole might be
right after all, and Campbell, Roscoe and Bowles in a pleasing
error. For a moment the case seemed decided. On asccond con-
sideration, however, *I feel by no means disposed to plade implicit
confidence in the testimony of Bolingbroke, though coincident
with that of Walpole. I shall explain some of those particulars
which in addition to what has been already advanced, make me
question the veracity of these two writers. In the first place then
they were neither of them disinterested witnesses. On the con-
trary, Bolingbroke was actuated by' what Johnson emphatically
calls his ““ thirst of vengeance,” and 1forace Walpole was jealous
of every author in existence, and was ncver on very cordial terms
with Pope, though some little compliments may havé passed
between them. It was Walpole*, who said of Addison that ““ he
died drunk ;” and for thc pleasurc of saying something new and

* Tn the letter of Horace Walpole to Sig Horace Mann, published by Lord
Dover in 1833, Walpole tells his correspondent that'Pope had suppressed in his
edition of the Patriot King, a panegyric on f.otd Lyttlcton ; and that he gives
this fact on the authority of Lord Chesterfield and Lord Lyttleton, ¢ the lutter
of whom went to Bolingbrohe to usk how he had forfeied his good opinion.” To
show what Walpole’s spiteful tittle-tattle is worth, we have ouly to turn to a
letter of Bolingbroke’s to Hugh Earl of Marchinout m the Marclmont Papers,
wherein he clearly states that the panegyric on Lyttleton was omitted, at that
nobleman’s own request. Bolingbroke’s words are . —'T'he publication you men-
tion” (the Patriot King) “ has brought no trouble upon me, though it has given
occasion to many libels against me. They are of the lowest form, and seem to be
held in the contempt they deserve. There I leave them, nor suffer a nest of
hornets to disturb the quict of my retreat. If these letters of mine come to your
hands, your Lordship wil! find that T have left outall that was said of our friend
Lyttleton 1w one of them. He desired it might be so, and 1 had the double morti-
ficationsof concealing the good I had said of one friend and of revealing the tur-
pitude of another.” Lord Dover in a note to one of Walpole’s letters asserts
very erroneously, that Bolifgbroke discovered what Pope had done during his
(Pope’s) life time, and never forgave him forit. Bolingbroke might have known
it before Pope’s death, but if so we may conclude that he had no objecuon toit
then, as he was not the man to smother his passions.

Y 2
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surprising, and the gratification of his literary envy, he was not
wvery scrupulous in adhering to the truth, when retailing his anec-
+ dotes of men of letters. The world would never have believed
the story of the Atossa bribe on his authority alone, and even
Rolingbroke’s support will not save it from the eventual incredu-
lity of rhankind. It would have been as-well, however, if the
Editor of the Marchmont Papers had been discreet enough to
omit the two letters, for they will leave a stain somewhere, and
if we save Pope, Bolingbroke must be sacrificed. Lord Boling-
broke was during the life of the Poet, onc of the most faithful
and affectionate friends, and he wept over him in his 'hclp]ess
state of decay, with a passion almost feminine. It is, indeed,
melancholy to reflect upon what trivial chances“thg,.warmcst
human friendship may be wrecked, and how suddenly its flame
may be c‘:xtinguishcd. Pope was scarcely cold in his grave before
the man who had loved and mourned him like a brother, became
inspired with an implacable hatred, and endcavourcd to blast his
memory with the malice of a demon. It appears, that on disco-
vering that Pope had left his printed works to Warburton, whom
Bolingbroke hated almost te madness, the latter was so stung
with anger and jealousy, that he experienced a sudden revulsion
of feeling, and thought only how he might revenge himself on
the dead poct, as well as the living Churchman. 'Warburton had
gained the affections of Pope by his subtle defence of The Essay
on Man, and thc poet’s orthodoxy, which was more than ques-
tioned on account of the arguments and illustrations which
Bolingbroke had insidiously contrived should be introduced into
the poem. The thcologian, though he defended the poem in
public, seems to have opened the poet’s eyes to the nature of the
philosophy into which Bolingbroke had inveigled him, and Pope
made several subsequent alterations in ac¢ordance with the views
of Warburton. This was of course gall and wormwood to the
philosophiéal Lord, and the theologian added fuel to his passion,
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by making various manuscript strictures of a very free and
ungentle nature, on a copy of Bolingbroke’s * Letters on the
Study and Use of Ifistory.”. These strictures Pope shewed to
Bolingbroke, who received them, it is said, with irrepressible
indignation. Pope, however, passionately loved Bolingbroke to
the last*, and must have little expected, that his leaving®him only
his MSS., and assigning his printed works to Warburton, as his
Editor, would have kindled such fierce and unrclenting anger, and
stirred up such deadly strife. Lo give some reasonable colour to
his enmity towards his deccased friend, Bolingbroke pretended
to be eénraged at a breach of trust on the part of Pope. The

circumstances attending this transaction, were as follows :

Lord Bu}'\pgorokc’s political tract of The Patriot King had been
put into the hands of Pope, that he might procure the impression
of a few copies, to be distributed amongst his Lordship's'friends;
which was accordingly done; but after ‘the death of Pope, it
appeared, that a much greater number (amounting it is said, to
1,500) had been taken off and left in the hands of the printer,
who after Pope’s death declivered them up to his Lordship.

* Pope, indecd, idolized him : when in company with him, he appeared with
all the deference and submission of an affectionate scholar. e used to speak
of him as a bemng of a supcion order, that had condescended to visit this lower
world ; 1n particular, when the Ia<t comet appeared, and approached near the
earth, he told some ot his acquantance, 1t was sent only to convey Lord
Bolingbroke BoME AGAING just as a stage-coach stops at your door to take up a
passenger. A graceful person, a flow of nervous eloquence, a vivid imagination,
were the lot of this accompliched nobleman ; but lis ambitious views being
frustrated in the early part of his life, his disappointments embittered his temper,
and he seems to have been disgusted with all religions, and all governments. I
have been informed from an eye-witness of one of his last interviews with Pope,
who was then given over by the physicians, that Bolingbroke, standing behind
Pope’s chair, looked carnestly down upen him, and repeated several times, in-
terrupted with sobs, O, great God, what is man ! 1 never knew a person that
had so tender a heart for his particnlar friends, or a warmer bencvolence tor all
mankind.” It is to be hopdd that Bolingbroke profited by those remarkable
words that Pope spoke in his last illness to the same gentleman who communi-
cated the foregoing anecdote; ““ I am so certain of the soul’s being immortal,
that I seem even to feel it within me, as it were by intuition.”— Warton.
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Bolingbroke affected to be outrageously indignant at this *“ breach
of trust,” and employed Mallet, a mean and unprincipled scrib-
bler of all work, to exaggerate andnmis-rep;esent the facts, and
to hold up Pope to the execration of the world*. It was
absurdly insinuated, that it was Pope’s intention, had he sur-
vived Bolingbroke, to have sold the book ore his own account, and
at a large price. Pope, as D’[sracli observes, must have been a
miserable calculator of swrvivorships, if he had built his hopes of
profit, on such a foundation as thist. Warburton, * whose heart,”
Johnson says, “ was yet warm with his legacy, and tende‘r by the

)

recent separation,” apologised for Pope. His conduct was attri-
buted to a desire of perpetuating the esteemed work of a friend,
who might have capriciously destroyed it. The _pget it was
said, could have no selfish motive; he could not gratify his vanity
by publ‘ishing it as his own, nor his avaricc by its sale, which
could never have taken place before the dcath of its author, a
circumstance, as was just intimated, not likely to occur during
Pope’s lifetime.  The last Earl of Marchmont’s account of this
matter, as given to the honourable George Rose}, makes it still
more improbable that Popec,should have been actuated by any
unworthy motive. This account was published by Mr. A. Chal-
mers in the Biographical Dictionary. According to this state-

ment, it appcars, that some copics of The [Dutriol King, werc

* Mallet (who is but the mouthpiece of his pation) objects that *‘ scrap~ and
fragments of these papers had been employed to swell a wonthly Magazine.”
But i it likely that Pope would send parts of the work to a Magazine, and yet
expect that they could be so used withont a chance of the circumstance coming
to the knowledge of Bolingbroke ? Tf he did send fiagments of the work to a
Magazine, it is clear that he must have thought himself justified in so doing. It
was not a secret act, and no one pretends that it was his object to prevoke the
hostility of Bolinghioke.

+ Pope's death was a very slow one, and fully ¢xpected by himself. ITad he
been conscious of any impropriety with respect to the printing of The Patriot
King, he might very easily and secretly have destroyed the entire impression.

t The futher of the kditor of the Maichmont Papers,
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printed and distributed with Bolingbroke’s knowledge, to Lord
Cornbury, Lord Marchmont, Sir W. Wyndham, Mr. Lyttleton, and
various gentlemen of respectability. A copy was given by Pope
to Mr. Allen, of Prior Park, near Bath; and he was so captivated *
with it, that he pressed Pope to allow him to print an edition at
his own expense, using such caution as should effectdally pre-
vent a single copy getting into the possession of any one, before
the author’s consent should be obtained. Under a solemn en-
gagement to this effect, Pope reluctantly consented. The edition
was packed up and deposited in a warehouse, of which Pope kept
the ke,v*'. Now as there was nothing in the book, calculated to

* Mr. Rose's report of Lord Marchinont’s statement includes the following
additional #&.4.} s -—* On the circumstance being made known to Lord Boling-
bioke, who was then a guest in his own house at Battersea with Lord March-
mont, to whom he had lent it for two or three years, his lordship wad in gieat
indignation, to appease which Lord Marchmont sept Mr. Grevenkop (a Ger-
man gentleman who had travelled with hun, and was afterwards in the house-
hold of l.ord Chesterficld, when Tord Licutenant of Ireland) to bring out the
whole edition, of which a bonfire was immediately made on tie terrace of Bat-
tersea.”” 1t cannot be collected from the foregoing statement whether the dis«
covery alluded to occurred before or after the death of Pope, and 1t is certain
that it1s not consistent with Mallet’s account, which wasdrawn up,it 1s supposed,
under Bolingbioke’s supermtendence. It is rontiadicted still more positively by
Lord Bolingbroke himself in a letter (in the Marchmont Papers) addresscd to
Lord Marchmont. The letter commences as follows.

* Battersea, Oct. 22, 1774,

“ My dear Loid,—Since you will take the trouble of receiving fiom DMr.
Whnight the cdition of that paper, whneh our late friend caused so treacherously
to be made ; and since 1 mean to have it only to destroy it, the bringing it
hither would be useless.  Be so good therefore as to see it burned at your house,
to help to dry which is the best use it can be put to. If your Lord-hip pleases
to speak earnestly to Wright of the necessity that ne copy be lctt, and of your
desire and mine, that he would be attentive to discover whether any be 1eft, and
to give notices of any the least apprehension of a publication by that means, you
will oblige me extremely.”

From thus letter it would seem that Lord Marchmont was not under the same
roof with Bolingbroke at the tiine alluded to, and that the book was not burnt at
Battersea®nor any where else until after the death of Pone, which occurred on
the 30th of May of the same year, or nearly five months previous to the date of
Bolingbroae's letter.  Sir Geolge Rose, however, 1 suppose on the authonty of
Lord Marchmont’s statement, though he does not say so, asserts in a note that
notwithstanding what is said in the above letter the book was burnt at, Battersea.
This is very unlikely,
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injure Bolingbroke in any way, by its publication, which he only
objected to because it had not received Ais. last corrections, and
there is no conceivable bad motive. by which Pope could have
been actuated, it is clear that the vindictive rage of his Lordship
was excited by another cause, and that cause was Pope’s prefer-
ence of ‘Warburton as the Editor of his works*. Mrs. Blount
warmly assured Mr. Spence, that “ she could take her oath, that
The Patriot King was printed by Pope, out of his excessive esteem
for the writer and his abilities,” which, as Roscoe remarks, is the
only rational mode of accounting for the transaction. Now
when we find that Bolingbroke’s furious passion made him con-
descend to conncct himself with such a personage as Mallet,
of whom Johnson tells us it had been said that _L_he was the
only Scotchman that Scotchmen did not commend,” and who
was ;eady for any dirty job;” when we trace the unrelent-
ing acrimony with wl:ich, in conjunction with this ready hire-
ling, he endcavourcd to blast the memory of his old friend ; let
it be put to any candid and considerate reader, whether it is
not more likely, that Bolingbroke coined or rather confirmed a
malignant falsehood, than that Pope was guilty of the corruption
imputed to him. It is true, that at first sight, therc is something

Sir George Rose has a very violent note to the second of the two letters I
have already quoted, and does not hesitate to use language respecting Pope that
would have been worthy of Mallet himsclf. He calls him erooked-minded —takes
it for granted that he is guilty of all that he is charged with, and describes his
treatment of the Duchess as an act of singular baseness and malignity. Mo al-
lusion is made by the Editor to his father’s repetition of the late Lord March-
mont's statement, which it can hardly be supposed he had not scen.

* D'Isracli accounts for Bolinghroke's rage in the same manner. Ruff-
head, however, in lus Life of Pope, attributes it entirely to the hostile eriticism
of Warburton iready noticed, and asserts that though Bolingbroke continued
after that citcumstance to caress Pope, he entertained for him a secrét hatred
on account of his fiiendship with Warburton. But this is not credible, for
whatever were Bolingbroke's faults he cannot faifly be suspected of such mean
and cold-blooded hypocrisy. e might have cloaked the real camse of his
anger, but he was not such a consummate hypocrite as to shed tears of apparent
tenderness over the man he hated.



® STANZAS TO A FPEMALE FRIEND, 16

against this view of the matter in the circumstance of his Lord-
ship’s making a kind of appeal to the Earl of Marchmont’s know-
ledge of the bribe; but it nrst be remembered that we have not
the Earl’s reply before us, and that it is possible he might have
denied the possession of the imputed knowledge, or that at all
events, he might only have heard of it as a rumour raised by
some of Pope’s numerous enemics, and Bolingbroke, to serve his
own purpose, alluded to it as an indisputable fact with which they
werc mutually acquainted. Perhaps Bolingbroke himself was the
first who communicated it to the Earl. The public ought not to
give too hasty and ready a credence, to the assertions of so inter-
ested a witness as Lord Bolingbroke, against onc, who, whether
as a mee A poet, is cntitled to our admiration ; for his actions
were generally of an amiable and honorable character,. and his
works will delight and instruct mankind, as long as the language
in which they arc written shall endure*.

STANZAS TO A FEMALE FRIEND.

1.
Fair Lady, as though friendship’s chain seem broken
1t holds, with wonted foree, this faithful heart,
I fain reserve’s delusive veil would part,
And learn if haply yet some lingering token
Of old regard and tenderness supprest
Remaineth lurking in thy gentle breast.

1]
* Mrs. Thomson in her ¢ Memoirs of Sarah Duchess of Marlborough,” lately
published (1839), makes no allusion to the Marchmont Papers, and merely
repeats, after Walpole and Warton, the old story of the bribe. .
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1.

Fate with no heavier blow nor keener sting
May crush or goad us, when the genia.l power
Of friendship fails, and trifles of an hour

Rend each dear link that from our carly spring
HEld us in pleasant thrall. The cup of life
Bears naught so bitter as the drops of strife !

.
Alas! I may not meet thee in the crowd,
Unmoved—for in thy, sweet, familiar face
The hallowed past hath left a startling trace :—
At once, with sudden impulse, fond and proud.. ,
1!’[y bosom heaves—unconsciously my feet

Approach thee—and my lips thy name repeat !

Iv.

But oh! the dcadly pang, the freezing chill,
‘Whepn by the calm gaze of that altered eye

The spell is broken ! Lady, if the sigh

That meets thine car could say what feclings thrill
This troubled breast, or what my sad looks meant,

Methinks e’cn thy stern coldness might relent.

Va
I cannot think that all our mutual dreams
Were false as twilight shadows, nor belicve
Thine heart could change, or words like thine dcceive ;
And still, as travellers for the sun’s bright beams
Up-gaze in hope, though clouds may lour awhile, ‘
1 weit and watch for thy rcturning smile.
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THE DAY OF LIFE.

1.
On ! hlue were the mountains,
And gorgcous the trces,
And stainless the fountains,
And pleasant the breeze ;
A glory adorning
The wanderer’s way,
In Lifc’s sunny morning,
When voung Ilope was gay !

Y.
The bluc hills are shrouded,
The groves are o ercast,
‘The bright strcams are clouded,
The breeze is a blast ;
The light hath dcparted
The dull noon of Life,
And Ylope, timid-hearted,
Ilath fled from the strife !

IIX.
In fear and in sadness,
Poor sports of the storm,
Whose shadow and madness
Enshroud and deform ;
Ere Lifc’s day is closing
¥ow fondly we crave
The dreamless reposing—
The calm of the grave.
z 2
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STANZAS.

OH ! visit not .
My couch of dreamless sleep,

‘When even thou shalt be forgot

By this so faithful breast;

But let the stranger watch my silent rest
‘With eyes that will not weep !

v,

Oh! come not, Maid !

I.crave no sigh from thee,

E’en when my rgouldering frame is laid

‘Within the cold dull grave ;

For the yew shall moan, and the night-wind rave,
A fitting dirge for mc!

-

. HI.

Oh! weep not, Love!

‘While grief were agony,—

Wait ’till the balm of time remove

The fever of the brain,

And dear, though mournful dreams alone remain
Of me and misery !

iv.

Oh ! then, fair Maid !

By twilight linger near

The rustling trees whose green boughs shade
My lonely place of rest ; .

And hallow thou the turf that wraps my breast
‘With pity’s purest tear !
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BIRTH-DAY STANZAS TO MY CIIILD..

I.
My spirit revels deep in dreams to-day ;
I dimly recognize the scenes around;
For though thy fairy form is far away,
And still thy father treads this foreign ground,
_ile sees thee in thy native fields at play,
And hears thy light laugh’s sweet familiar sound

Merry and musical as birds in May !
-~
1r.
This is thy natal morn—a datc how decar !
How many tender memories mark the time!
Ilow oft thy prattle charmed a parent’s car, :
And soothed his soul in tl:is ungcenial clime !
How oft, when impious discontent was necar,
Thy sinless smile hath kindled hopes sublime,

And made the gloom of exile scem less drear !

11,

Though now in weary loneliness I learn

‘What countless miseries broken ties may bring,
Though vainly to deserted rooms I turn

* For one domestic charm, I will not fling

A shade upon this hour, nor idly ycarn

For pleasures passed on Time’s too rapid wing ;
Nor pine at Fate’s decrecs, however stern. .
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BIRTH-DAY §TANZAS TO MY CHILDG

.
Dear Child! to thee devoted is the day,
Thy brethren, (gentle twins,) and s.he who bears
A mother’s sacred name, arc proud and gay ;
The small white English cottage sweetly wears
A ‘festal look, while friends and kindted pay
Their tribute-praise, forctel thy future years,
And paint the brightness of thine onward way.
V.
And when the cheerful feast is nearly o’er,
The wine-cup shall/be filled, and thy dear name‘
Be fondly pledged each clder guest’s before,
Regardful of the time; a plcasing shame | .
Shall flush thy cheek ; and then the brilliant store
Of Birth-day gifts shall childhcod’s dreams inflame,
‘While aged hearts remember days of yore.
vI.
And yet, mid all this mirthfulncss and pride,
The sudden tears shall dim thy mother’s eye,
And thou, sweet boy,shalt sadly cast aside
Thy glittering gauds, and stand in silence by,
‘While prayers are breathed for him by fate denied
On England’s happy shores to live or die,
Or cross again the severing waters wide.
vII.
But this blest day no cares shall shade my heart,
Save such as pass like clouds o’cr summer skies ;
As once thy presence bade despair depart,
Sc now before thy memory sorrow flies ;
And ahnost momently around me start
Dear forms of home, that wake u swect surprise,
Like visions raised by some enchanter’s art !

Calcutta, Oct. 19, 1831.
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ON PHYSIOGNOMY.

—

The lineaments of the body will discover those natural inclinations of the
mind which dissimulation will conceal or discipline will suppress.
Lord Bacon.
I knew by his face there was something in him.
Shakespeare.
Tam °o apt to frame a notion of every mag’s humour or circumstances by his
look~, that I have <ometunes employed mysclf from Charing-cross to the Royal
Fixchange in drawing ihe characters of those who have passed by me. When
“fsea T :n with a sour rivelled face, T cannot forbear pitying his wife : and
when I meet with an open ingenuous countenance, think on the happmess of
his fiiends, his family and relations.
Y Addison,

PnysiocNoMy is a scicnce which most people smile at, and
which all practise. It is more easily ridiculed than.abandoned.
The old and the young, the wise and the foolfth, the shrewd and
the simple, the suspicious and the confiding, all trust more or
less, either for good or for evil, to the outward and visible signs
of the intcrnal spirit. The philosophical testimonies in favor of
this science are sufficiently respectable both in character and
number. In the olden time the sages of Egypt and of India cul-
tivated it with enthusiasm, and it is supposed that it was from
thosc countrics that Pythagoras introdaced it into Greece.

Aristotle treated largely of the Fnysiognomy, not only of man,
but of the brute creation. After his timc many Greck authors
wrote freatises upon the subject, of which a coilection was formed
and published in 1780. » Like Medicine and Astrology it was for
a long time associated with divination, and they who followed it

us a profession did not confine their scrutiny to the mental charac-
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ter of the countenance, but endeavoured to trace in its lincaments
the destiny of the individual, as the fortune-teller of the present
day peruses the lines of the hand.. It sul;sequently fell into a
temporary disrcpute.

It was about the commencement of the eighteenth century that
the science was revived. Several treatises' on the subject were
then published, both in England and on the Continent, by able and
learned men; but Lavater was the first writer of eminence in
modern times who made it fashionable and popular. His work
on the subject was got up in so splendid a style and with such
numerous illustrative engravings, and the author himself was so
much esteemed for his many personal virtues, that though he
was opposed by a few of the critics of the day he speedily ~**.l.-
ed a large body of disciples, and his writings were translated into
various languages. A man more trulv pious, or more candid and
benevolent, the world has rarely known. His character would
suffer nothing by a comparison even with that of Fenelon, whom
he in many respects resembled. He was not a profound philoso-
pher, but that he was a man of genius no one can have a mo-
ment’s doubt who has read Lis celebrated work on Physiognomy,
and the autobiographical notices of his early life. It is true that
the former is often much too fanciful. It is also too verbose and
desultory, and abounds in useless repetitions. These defcets
must be at once admitted; but they are redeemed by so many
acutc and ingenious observations, by so many noble sentiments,
and by such a pervading spirit of philanthropy and ;'eligiou, that
the author’s enthusiasm is almost irresistibly contagious. Though
his ardour in the illustration of his favorite scicnce beguiles him
occasionally into very untenable positions, and leads him to speak
somewhat too decidedly upon points that are purely spedulative,
his frank acknowledgments of error, and the curious avowal,
more than once repeated, that he knows little or nothing of the
“subject nétwithstanding his long study and experience, disarm the
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anger of the reader, and prepare him to make a liberal allowance
for every imperfecti?n.
Lavater introduced the study of osseal physiognomy. All
. preceding authors confined themselves chiefly to a consideration
of what has been called pathognomy, which includes only those
moveable or accidental or transient appearances in the muscles or
soft parts of the human face which betray the vicissitudes of feel-
ing and of thought, while they neglected those permanent out-
lines which indicate the gencral and fixed character of the heart
and mind. Hec was not only a physiognomist in the ordinary and
limited .sense of the term, but as mych of a craniologist us Gall or
Spurzheim, though he did not pretend to the same degrec of
—prebagpatural knowledge ; nor attempt, as they did, to divide the
mind into distinct and opposite facultics, and assign th.cm their

several little bumps or cells.
Lavater advises the student to place a'collection of sculls or

casts of heads of celebrated or well known persons in one hori-
zontal row.  After comparing these sculls or casts carefully with
each other, and each with the intellectual or moral  character of
the individual, the student may prpceed to the consideration of
the external conformation of unknown persons. He who after
compuaring the heads of men of various degrees of mental power
can remain of epinion that there is no differcnce between the
sculls of the highest and lowest order of intellect, or in other
words that mind leaves no fixed and legible traces upon matter,
whether bone or flesh, must have a cranium of his own that
would be a puzzle to the phrenologist, were it to indicate any
portion of intelligence heyond the merest instinct. Perhaps there
is no instance in the whole history of human greatness of a.man
of ma{.;niﬁcent genius with a head, of which the frontal portion
was ai once both low and narrow. We occasionally indeed
meet with persons of considerable capacity whose forebeads may
exhibit either the one or the other of these defects ; 'but never
24
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both: and the defect is invariably redeemed by the op;';osite
advantage of height or breadth. But though genius refuses to
reside in a forehead at once both low' and narrow, it is not every
high or broad one that is honored by its presence. A large fore-
head is not always intellectual. Its peculiarity of shape and in-
clination is of great importance. If it either falls too far back
from the face or too much overhangs it, though in other respects
of fair proportion, it is indicative of mental imbecility, and ap-
proaches too necarly in character to the heads of animals. The
old Grecian artists had so strong an impression of the unintellec-
tual aspect of a violently retreating forehead, that in their.anxicty
to avoid it in their ideal portraits they almost ran into the op-
posite extreme; and though they never allowed it to bulr~ wbuer
and ovcrhang the lower features, they made it nearly perpendi-
cular, which in the ]ivi.ng subject denotes dulness and incapacity.
The forchead of an idiot gencrally cither hangs clumsily, like a
projecting rock, over a wild and dreary face, or falls dircetly back,
as we find it in the lower animals.

It is very-rarely that we find amongst those who deny the
truth of Physiognomy, a man of much acuteness or reflection.
The few reasonable persons who are met with in the ranks of its
opponents are generally influenced more by a mistrust of their
own physiognomical discernment, or an apprchension of the mis-
chief and injustice which follow ecrroneous judgments, than by
any serious conviction that the mind is not generally stawped
upon the features. To those who object to the scicnce on the
ground of its uncertainty, as’regards human skill, there are two
answers. In the first place truth itsclf is not to be rejected or
denied, because its followers are occasionally at fault: and in the
second, let us reason as cautiously and as coldly as we n'lay, we
can never wholly resist the impressions which we receive from
the perusal of a human face.

There is no science, however useful or important, the professors
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of which have not fallen into egregious errors. It-is not less
unreasonable to reject Physiognomy because the physiognomist is
occasionally mistaken, thar it would be to reject theolugy, medi-
cinc, and even mathematics on similar grounds.  The teachers
ahd students are alike liable to crror in them all.  Science is fixed,
but man is fallible. ‘Lavater acknowledges his repeated' blunders,
without supposing that his own mistakex form an argumcnt
against the truth of his favorite science ; but Gull and Spurzheim
seem to think themselves as infallible as the Pope, and have so
completely identificd themselves with the science which they teach,
that to confess an error, however slight, in their minutest details
or their wildest speculations, would be tantamount to an admission

=tiremall the brond principles of phrenology, are like the bascless
fabric of a vision. In a lecturc delivered by the latter at Liver-
pool in May 1822, he said that if but one I.endcr and affectionate
mother could be proved to be deficient in the organ of philopro-
genitiveness or the love of children (a bump at the back of the
head), or not have it strongly developed, he would give up Phreno-
logy at once ! A dccision of this nature is equally unphilosophical
and presumptuous. It is like the dogmatism of a religious en-
thusiast, who stakes the cause of Christianity on the accuracy of
his own interpretation.

A profound study of Physiognomy wonld perhaps enable us to
trace the origin of our ideas of beauty. It is a problem that has
excruciated many subtle intcllects, I may hazard an opinion,
that it is not u quality of matter. The facc, per se, has probably
no more relation to beauty or ugliness than a lamp or transparent
vase that hetrays thc light or colour from within. Beauty is a
moral or intellectual quality shining through material forms.
Those forms are the most pleasing to the eye which are commonly
the medium of the mental quality that we most admire. Mr.
Burke, with all his ingenuity and acuteness, scems to have been
more successful in showing what beauty is not, than ‘what it is,

242
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I cannot adopt his vague and unsatisfactory definition. * It is for
the greater part,” he says, “some quality 'i.n bodies acting me-
chanically upon the human mind by the intervention of the senses.”
Some late writers on the subjcct, among whom are Mr. Alison
and Mr. Jeflrey, supposc that in reality no one form of matter is
more beautiful than another, and that all odr ideas of beauty are
the result of habit and association. This theory has often been
opposed with considerable ingenuity, Mr. Hazlitt, in his little
essay on the subject, though he does not define what beauty is,
endeavours to show that it is in some way inherent in the, object.

To the argument that beauty is a mere quality of mind, it may
perhaps he objected that there are certain material objects, un-
connected with lifc or spirit, such as & flower or a shell,* ¥ifich™
are admjred as soon as scen.  But even in new and inanimate
objects the mind invarigbly discovers some kind of analogy, how-
ever slight or remote, with its own nature. The analogy is not
the less decisive, because it is sometimes a sceret and almost un-
conscious process. It is in this way that poets breathe life and
passion into-all cxternal things, and sympathize with their own
creations.  The more. imagination we possess, the deeper is our
sense of heauty. The Medicean Venus, that cxcites some men
to an ccstacy of admiration, is regarded by others whose
corporeal vision is in mno degree inferior, with absolute in-
diffcrence.  Smollet thought contemptuously of it.  The effect
depends greatly upon the mind of the observer. Persons of
exquisite delicacy of taste and feeling recognize traits of a
congenial spirit in the smooth clegance and the flowing outlines
of the face and figure. 'We must be capable of conceiving and of
sympathizing with the internal spirit, before its outward symbols
can awaken a genuine enthusiasm. On this account no man who
has not a touch of gentleness or nobility in his own nature can
study the science of Physiognomy with complete success. He
might quickly discover his own crimes or weaknesses in the faces
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of kindred characters, bat the signs of a higher =pirit would
escape his penetratjon, or present a tacit roproof of his own self-
esteem, that would render*him quite unable to peruse them with
an impartial judgment. There is a great deal of truth in the
common saying, that a person has generally the good or ill qua-
litics which he attributes to mankind. 1f Swift had’ written a
work on I’hysiognomy, it would have been very different from
that of Lavater. The more the latter studied the countenances
of men, the higher became his opinion of our internal nature.
But the cold, the stern, the suspicious and sarcastic English
Satirist would have found nothing amiable or glorious in the
“ human face divine.” Ile only who unites in himsclf the rarely
“Wrmeuted qualitics of an enlarged and liberal mind with a capacity
for minute observation, and a knowledge of the world with a pure
and gentle heart, can hope to attain an gqual facility in .tracing
the signs of vice or virtue.

The opponents of Physiognomy found their chief objections on
iso'ated facts, and accidental circumstances. They are people
who have a strunge prejudice against all broad principles and
general rules.  With them a ~lightemistale even in the language
of a proposition decides its fate.  They rejoice at a flaw in the
indictment.  Thus if they happen for once in their lives to meet
with an honest face on the shoulders of a rogue, or to have
discovered a professed physiognomist in error, or to have proved
their own want of physiognomical discernment by some still
greatér blunder, we are gravely assured that appearances are
deceitful, and are called upon to bclieve that the soul of man is
never legible in hit face. They conclude that the aspect of
humanity is a continual lic, because they have in some instances
failed to read it rightly, or hecause certain individuals by a cun-
ning misuse of their features, and others by some accident in life
or some unkindly freak of nature, form exceptions to the ordinary
correspondence between mind and matter. Physiognomy is a
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science which can never admit of mathematical precision. But
entirely to reject it on that account is illogical and absurd. The
physician’s art is equally uncertain.. The .full and blooming
checek is a sign of health and strength, and the pale and thin one
of sickness and dcbility. The physician is guided by these
tokens. Should they sometimes happen to deccive him, (such
occurrences being comparatively rare) he does not the less regard
them in other cases as symbolical of the internal condition of the
system. He acts upon his general experience. If amongst a
thousand apples, of a fresh and rosy look, there should be five or
six that are rotten at the core,it would be ridiculous and childish
to dispute, on account of these exceptions, the gencral assertion,
that the quality of fruit is indicated by its appearance.

Notwithstanding our occasional mistakes and disappointments,
the human face is still.like a hook of reference which we perpe-
tually consult. We study the features of a stranger before we
admit him to our confidence. We decide upon his character
at a single glance, and with infinitcly more truth and precision
than wc could arrive at by a more lengthened and laborious pro-
cess. Looks are more, legible than words, and far less deceitful.
We can better command our phrases than our features, though
the former are by no means so expressive of the movements of
the soul. Even deeds are morc cquivocal than looks, because
the motives which give them their real character are often too
decply shrouded in the heart to be discovered by the world.

Our first impressions are commonly the trucst. The general
character of the face, and the peculiar expression which is stamp-
ed upon the features by the thoughts and feelings of many years,
flash into our minds with more force and clearness when we
meet them as a novelty than when they become more familiar.
Thus ‘the first view of a landscape or a‘city impresses the real
effect more vividly on the fancy than any subsequent or more
deliberate observation.
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We cannot easily conquer the fecling of repugnance which is
sometimes excited Dy the countenance of a strunger. Neither
can we always expluin the eause, even to vurselves.

I do not like thee, Doctor Tell ;
The reason why I cannot tell.

Even when subscq‘ucnt familiarity, an exchange of kind offices,
and a strong desire to shake off an apparently ungencrous pre-
judice, suppress for a time all harsh and unfriendly thoughts,
some accidental cxposure of character, cither in word, deed, or
look, i¢ almost surc to confirmn our first impression. There is a
curious passage in Gessner’s Life (:f Lavater, that may serve as

illustration. I quote the translation by Thomas Holcroft*.

¢ A person to whom he was an entire stranger was once agnounced,
and introduced to him as a visitor. The first idea that rose in his mind,
the moment he saw him, was—¢This man is 2 murderer.’—11e however
suppressed>the thought as unjustifinbly severe and hasty, and conversed
with the person with his accustomed civility. The cultivated understand-
ing, extensive imformation, and easc of manner which he discovered in
his visitor, inspired him with the hishest respect for his intellectual endow-
ments; and his estcem for these, added to the henevolenee and eandour
natural to lum, induced him to disregard the utfivourable impression he
had received from hus first appearance with respect to his moral character.
The-next day he dined with him by nvitation ; but soon aficr it was
known that this accomplished gentleman was one of the assassins of the
late king of Sweden; and he found it advisable to leave the country us
speedily as possible.”

Rousseau somewhere speaks of a man in whose countenance he
traced certain obscure and mysterivus indications of an cvil cha-
racter, and he accordingly resolved to avoid him quictly while

there was yet peace between them ; for he felt, he knew not why,

* The son of this well-known writer, Villiers Holcroft, died in Calcutta a
few years ago. He lived and died neglected. His death, lbclieve, was not
cven announced in the newspaper obituaries,
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that it could not long continue. Every man has experienced from
repulsive features the same strong but undéﬁnable impressions.
Rousseau, however, often fell into great mistakes, for his fancy
outran his observation. He regarded the face as a book in which
he might read strange matters, and was far too whimsical and dis-
trustful to make a just and accurate physiognomist. In the
account of the controversy between him and Hume there is a
curious and characteristic instance of his too fanciful interpreta-

tion of the face. 1t is given in Rousseau’s own words.

“ As we were silling one evening, afler supper, silent by the fire-side, [
caught his (Hume's) eyes intentlye fived on mine, as indeed happencd very
often : and that m a manner of which it is very difficult to give an idea.
At that ume he gave me a steadfast, prercing look, nixed with u sneer
which greatly disturbed me. To get rid of the embarrassment 1 lay under,
1 endewsgured 1o look full at lum in wy turn; but in fixing my ejes
agamst lus 1 felt the most inexpresstble terror, and was obliged soon to turn
them away. The specclT and physiognomy of the good Duvid 15 that of
an honest man ; but where, great God! did this good man borrow those
eyes iie fixes so sternly and unaccountably on those of Ins friends ?

¢ The impression of this look remained with me, and gave me much un-
casiness. My trouble increased even to a degrece of fainting ; and if 1 had
not been relieved by an cusion of tears, 1 had been suffocuted.  Presently
aiter this 1 was scized with the“most violent remorse; 1 cven despised
mysclf; till at length, mn a trausport which I stll remember with dehght,
I sprang on his neck, cmbraced him engerly ; while almost choked with
sobbing, and buthed in tears, 1 cried out, m broken accents, No, no,
Darid Hume cannot be treacherous.  If he be not the best of men, he must
be the basest of manhind.  David Tlume politely returned iy embraces,
and, gently tapping me on the back, repeated several times, in w- ood-
natured and easy tone, Why, what, my dear Swr! Nay, my dear Sir!
Ohy my dear Nir! Ue said nothing more. T felt my heart yearn within
me. Ve went to bed ; and I set out the next day for the country.”

Humc answers all this by explaining, that like most studious
men, he was subject to reveries and fits of absence, in which he
sometimes had a fixed look or stare. A codl and sober physiogno-
hist could not have made so ridiculous a mistake as that of

Rousseau.
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Thomas Moore has a poetical fling at physiognomy.

¢ In vaingwe fondly strive to trace
The soul’s reflection in the face ;
Iu vain we dwell ou lines and crosses
Crooked mouths, or short proboseis :
Boobies have looked as wise and bright
As Plato’or the Stacynite ;
And many a sage and learned skull
Has peeped through windows dark and dull.”

This may be wit, but it is not philosophy. 1 have answered its
logic by anticipation, in noticing the ordinary objections.  He has
aven Noly Writ against him.  ** Wisdom maketh the counte-
nance bright®.”  Speaser was not :m]y a greater poet, but a bet-

Jteronhilosopher than Moore, and saw the strict analogy between

vy
the mind and body.
¢ For of the soul the body form doth take.” '
Spenser.

Has naturce bestowed upon man such an admirable mechanism
of fecatures for no uscful end ? The purport of outward expression
is to show what passes in the mind, and as we lave already said,
it is far more true than words. Speech, it has been \;rittily observ-
cd, was given to man to conceal hiﬁ'“l()llg,hth. But looks cannot
often deceive the most inexperienced of mankind.  All children
have kil in physiognomy. It is onr mother tongue.  'We under-
stand it in our cradles. It is universal. Even nnjmnls can rcad
it in the faces of their kind, and sometimes in that of men. It is
wonderful with what precision we peruse the countenances of
those on whom our hopes and happiness depend.  Thus boys at
school exhibit a remarkable quickness in discovering the mood of
their master in the condition of his features—

* Weil do the boding tremblers learn to trace
The day’s disasters i his morning face.”

* Lavater alco gives Scriptural authority for the truth of physiognomy, and
makes the following quotation.—* A man may be known by his look, and one
that has understanding by his countenance, when thou meetest hum.”

2 s
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« There is surcly,” says Sir Thomas Browne, * a physiognomy
which master mendicants observe ; whereby ;they instantly dis-
cover a merciful aspect, and will single out a face wherein they
spy the signatures and marks of mercy; for there are mystically
in our faces certain characters, which carry in them the motto of
our souls,’ wherein he that can read A, B, C, may read our
natures.” Lavater describes a particular kind of nose which in
his opinion is of more worth than a kingdom. This is somewhat
too extravagant, but the value of an honest and noble face can
hardly be over-rated. Montaigne says, that on the mere credit
of his open aspect, persons who had no other knowledge of his
character had the most implicit confidence in his honor. He
gives some curious illustrations of this fuct. Even Moore, wifts&™
versified attack on physiognomy we have just quoted, has shown
his just appreciation of. beauty of person as associated with beauty
of mind, and has on all occasions connected certain internal quali-
ties with certain exterior marks in the persouns of his heroes and
his heroines. The veiled Prophet of Khorassan has a visage in
keeping with .his hideous soul, and the light of the haram, the
young Nourmahal, is blessed.with a set of featurcs and a figure
that are worthy of an angcl.

* While her laugh, full of life, without any controul,
Bat the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her soul ;
And where it most sparkled no glance could discover,
In lip, cheek, or eyes, for it brightened all over,—
Like any fuir lake that the breeze is upon
When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun!”

For this exquisitc description the poet may be forgiven the
obnoxious passage about physiognomy. It would redeem a darker
sin. If any man were to find u face like that of Nourmchal’s
concealing a cold and diabolical character, he might have some
shadow of a reason to deny that there is a correspondence be-
tween the features and the soul, though even in such a case the
ehock that the discovery would occasion would be a sufficient



ON PHYSIOGNONY. 187

proof that anomalies of this nature are extrcmely rare and strik-
ingly at variance with our general experience. Lavater lays
great stress on the very uhequivocal and decisive character of a
laugh. If it be free and hearty, and occasion a general and light
movement in all the features, and dimple the check and chin, it
is an almost infallible evidence of the absence of any gréat natural
wickedness of disposition. In judging of the character from the
countenance, it is of great importance to observe which emotions
are most happily expressed. The frequency of a smile is not so
true a sign of gentleness and good humour as its facility.

In considering the truth or falsehood of the general proposi-
tion that the body corresponds with the soul, we may fairly illus-

~-traic it by catreme cascs.  No man for instance connects in his
own mind corporeal dcfon:mity with a perfect beauty of soul. As
we caunot conceive pure uncmbodied spirit, we give it a fleshly
but most glorious external. An angel with a low monkey fore-
head and a flat or a pug nose, is a contradiction which neither
reason nor fancy can wholly reconcile. 'We derive this impres-
sion of the fitness of things from Nature hersclf, who reveals the
harmony of the mysterious system avhicl. conneets the flesh and
the spirit of all mortal beings.  Occasional and slight deviations
from the general rule do not shake the faith of philosophic minds,
Even admitting (but only, however, for the sake of the argument)
that some of the most amiable and intellectual men have had the
faces of villains and of idiots ; what does it prove? Such excep-
tions are not more rcmarkable than the occasional monstrous
births of men and brutes. Because some individuals have been
born with two hcads or a hairy hide, it is not the less a law of
nature that mankind have only one head a piece, and smooth un-
covcréd skins.

The majestic external conformation of the greatest pocts and
philosophers, both of ancient and modern times, is a strong
evidence in favour of physiognomy. The heads of these men are

282
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all more or less indicative of their mental character. Montaigne
indeed laments the ugliness of Socrates, and repeats the well
known ancedote of the physiognomical judgment passed on him
by Zopyrus, that he was ‘* stupid, brutal, sensual and addicted to
drunkenness.”  With respect to the original moral qualities of the
philosophér, the decision was not erroneous; for Socrates himself
admitted that his virtues were a hard-gained triumph over his
natural disposition. But the philosopher’s forehead was a fitting
tabernacle for a lofty mind.  No craniologist would have doubt-
ed his intcllectual power.  The skill of Zopyrus was confined to
the perusal of the lower featuges. )

How delightful is the study of the human head! It is a mys-
tery and a glory! It at once perplexex the reason and kindlegw
the imagination! What a wondrous treasury of knowledge—
what a vast world of thought is contained within its ivory walls !
In that small citadel of the soul what a host of mighty and im-
mortal images arc ranged uncrowded! What floods of external
light and what an endless variety of sounds arc admitted to the
busy world within', through those small but beautiful apertures,
the cyc and the cart? iiosc. delicately penciled arches that hang
their lines of loveliness above the mental heaven, are more full of
grace and glory than the rainbow!  Those blue windows of the
mind cxpose a sight more lovely and profound than the azare
dcpths of the sea or sky !  Those rosy portals that give entrance
to the invisible Spirit of Life, and wheuce issuc those ** win sed
words” that steal into the lover’s heart or the sage’s mind, or fly
to the uttermost corners of the earth and live for ever, surpass in
beauty the orient cloud-gates of the dawn! To trace in such
cxquisite outworks the state of the interior is an occupation
almost worthy of a God ! '
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THE FATE OF THE BRAVE.

. 1.
Tug Hero conquers pain and death
‘Who proudly yields a transient breath
For immortality ;
A dark oblivion doth not fall
*Around him, like a funcral 13:11],
As when the dull herd die!
I1.
But oft his glory forms the light
That ncver dies of visions bright
That gifted bards inflame ;—
And ever like a guiding star
It gilds the rough red scas of war,
And shows the path to fame.
1.
Though pale aud tremulous lips may swear
That lifc i» sweet and fame is air,
The taunt ne’er stirs the brave ;
For oh! how pitiful and brief
The life that like a scentless leaf
Can charm not from the grave.
1v.
The purest spirits of the sky
May still revert with partial eve
T'o all they loved below,
And, while their honored offspring share
The lustre of the name they bear,
With tender transport glow.
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v.
Oh ! who then would not dare the degfh
That heroes die, and seize the %reath
No mortal blast may blight 2
The general doom that mocks his kind
He half defies who leaves behind
A trail of living light !

A DULL CALM.

THE moon is high,

But still her beam

Is pale, and partly shrouded ;—
Unmoving vapours stain the sky,—
The slumbering lake is clouded,
Yet looks so calm ’tis hard to deem

The tempest e’er hath ploughed it !

- The groves arc hushed,—
And not g bresth
Disturbs their coverts green,—
No boughs by fluttering wings are brushed,
Still hang the dew-drops sheen ;—
’Tis like the fearful reign of death—
A solcmn trance screne !

It is an hour

That well might fill

The lightest heart with sadness ;—
The silent gloom around hath power
To banish aught of gladness—

The good with awful dreams to thrill—
The guilty—drive to madness !
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FAME AND LOVE.

I.
I sm;cm'r the halls of Fame,
And raised a suppliant voice,
But not one sound responsive breathed my name,
Or bade my soul rcjoice !

11.
In comfortless despair
To find ambition vain,
I leave forlorn the paths of public care,
And this low cot regain.

1I.
As some remembered scene
That charmed 1n ~un-ht Lours,
Grows drear and dull when Iempc’ate intervene
‘With wintry shades and showers ;

Iv.
So every form of earth
Obeys a mental change,
And things that kindle in the light of mirth,
In grief, are cold and strange.

v.
Thus wrapt in cheerless gloom,
My home i1s home no more,
The place looks lone, the plants less swectly bloom,
And charm not as betore.
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How dark the threshold seems,
How dim the casement flowers,
How sickly pale the star-like blossom gleams
¢ O’cr these still jasmine bowers !
VIIL.
A dread foreboding falls
{ce-cold upon my heart,—
Perhaps within thesc dear domestic walls
Hath fierce ‘Death hurled his dart !

vIIL.
But hark ! yon lattice shakes !
A female hand appears,

Aud,vlo ! the face whose smile of welcome makes

Mine cyes forget their tears !

The 'roof with gladness rings—

And quick fect tread the floor—
With joyous shout a resy cherub flings

‘Wide back my cottage door !

X.
And oh, how different now
The thoughts that thrill my frame !

I kiss with proud dclight cach dear one’s brow,

And dream no more of fame.
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ON EGOTISM.

EcotisM is not always connected with pure selfishness, or
an arrogant over-estimate of our own merit in opposition to the |
claims of others. Self-love is not essentially exclusive. A
man may have a very high regard for himself, without having less
for others. The vain are often warm-hearted. What is called
egotism is sometimes nothing more than that almost unconscious
overflow of mingled cordiality and self-content which are remark-
able in men of great fervour and vivacity of feeling, When
people are in good humour with themselves they are generally
disposed to be well satisfied with others, and in that open
confidence in which even reserved men will occasionally indulge
in moments of hilarity and cheerfulness, egotism is the reverse
of all that is exclusive or unsocial. The French are great egotists,
but they are at the same time the most dgrecable, the most polite
and the most considerate pcople in the world. If they do
not conceal their talents under a veil of false humility, they at
all events contrive that their own pretensions shall not materi-
ally interfere with the comfort and sclf-complacency of their
associates, They do not seck to clevate themsclves at the expense
of others.

Egotism is especially offensive to egotists. We always hate
to see our own faults in other men. The really selfish man is not
always he who talks most about himself, for reserve under the
mask of modesty often conceals a heartless exclusiveness that is
utterly unknown to the garrulous and self-laudatory. We usually
judge of our fellow-creatures by ourselves, and as an egotist of
the worst species is impatignt of the claims of others, ie naturally

2c¢
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preserves a cautious silence, as he does not expect that sympathy
from his companions which they never obfain from him. He
thinks that all men will view his pretensions with the same invi-
dious cye with which he looks on theirs. The frank and candid

egotist, on the other hand, who

————— pours out ull as plun
As downright Shippen oras old Montaigne,”

not having cxpericnced any uneasy sensation at thc preten-
sions of others, anticipates no want of a generous recipro-
city of feeling towards himsglf. The silent egotist is a far less
amiable character than the talkative one. The one is cold,
intolcrant and splenetic; the other frank, cordial and confiding.
‘Women, arc undoubtedly greater cgotists than men, and yet they
are far more social and less selfish. They will run on for ever
about their own children or relatives or their own domestic
affairs, but then they are equally ready to attend to the concerns
of others. They never dream of giving offence by making their
own little intcrests the topies of conversation, because they do
not grow impaticnt when it.ds their turn to listen.  That women
are not cgotists in the worst sense of the term, is clear from the
gencrous devotion with which they will undergo any pain, or
trouble or fatiguc for those whom they love, or cven for strangers
who may stand in need of their sympathy and assistance.

1t is a sad affectation to pretend an utter indifference to vne’s
own fame, or to speak with extreme disparagement of one's own
powers.  Mock-modesty is more disgusting than extravagant
sclf-praise, because the last is at least sincere, while the first is
hypocritical. The one is a mere weakness, the other borders
upon crime, as all deceit and falsehood must do.  Self-love is so
much a law of our nature that it is idle to affect a superiotity to it.
A man might as well attempt to persuade us that he deliberately
prefers pain to pleasure, as that he has no partiality to himself.
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Without this feeling he can scarcely have a sense of his own
identity. Tt is only in modern times, and in very courtly and
insincere societies, that m.on have found it necessary to conceal
their self-approbation. The ancients pablicly applauded their
own actions and boasted of their fame, and savages, gvho have
not learned to conccal their nature, record their own personal
exploits in the presence of their assembled countrymen. ** If
you desire glory,” savs Epicurus, writing to a friend, *‘ nothing
,

can bestow it more than the letters which T write to you ;" and

Seneca, obscrves ID'Istacli, in quoting these words, adds, *“ what
Gpicurus promised to his friend, That, my Lucilius, T promise
to vou.”" Lucan has not hesitated to speak of his own immortality.
° In the following passage from the ninth book of the Pharsalia

(as translated by Rowe) he thus proudly asscrts his own merits.

Nor Cisar thou disdmn, that I rehearse, -
Thee and thy wars i no ignoble verse ;
Since if in aught the Latian muse excel,
My nume and thine immortal 1 foretel ;
Lternity our lnbours shall reward,
And Luean flourish, ke the Greern bard
.
My nunbers shadl to latent milles cotvey
The tyrant Casar, and Pharsala’ day.

Ovid, in his Mctamorphoses, has expressed a similar sentiment
with equal boldness.
“ (‘onue, soon or late, death’s undetermined day,
This mortal bemyg only can decay ;
My nobler part, my fame, shall reach the skies,
And to late umes with blooming honors rise ;
Whatc'er th: unbounded oman power obeys,
All chmes and nations shall record my praise :
Lt ’tis ullowed to poets to divine,
One half of round eternity 1s mine.”
Perhaps if men could really know themselves, and only take
credit for their actual merits, the world would be lcss.impntient
of their self-laudations. What raises our indignation is the feel.

2c¢c2
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ing that their claims exceed their deserts., or that the latter are
at least doubtful and require confirmation. » Nobody is offended
at the self-consciousness of indisputal;le genius, when it does not
exceed the limits of strict truth and justice. When a man speaks
correctly ,and with a modest pride of his own capacity, no one
has either a right or an inclination to complain. There is a
natural sense of justice in the human mind. A real claim is
always willingly conceded as soon as it is fairly proved. It is
only when, like the fly upon the chariot-wheel, some insignificant
human insect imagines he raises all the dust and turmoi] of the
world, that we feel disposed tb be angry at his folly and presump-
tion. We are not so much vexed at a man’s turning his own
trumpeter, as at his giving himself titles which are not his due.

It oceasionally happens that what we take for an overweening
self-conceit is ¢vitawthe reverse. A man will sometimes talk of
his talents and acquirements from a painful mistrust, both of his
own judgment and of the feelings of others. He craves their
sympathy and support. In the same way individuals of a certain
fixed rank in society never trouble themselves about it, while
those whose station is moe equivocal are for ever talking of
their rights of precedency and distinction. Noblemen think and
speak less of their titles than tradesmen of their gentility. A
man of mere wealth is jealous of hereditary rank or the claims of
genius, and when he rings his purse in our ears it is only to con-
ceal his real uneasiness with respect to the doubtful nature uf his
position.

The most offensive kind of egotism is, * the pride that apes
humility.” There are authors and eminent men who mince their
greatness, und make themselves small in company, from a dread
of exciting too much envy, or of throwing all their associates
into a disheartening shade. They talk on trifling matters only,
and with an affectation of simplicity, as men, let themselves down
to children. They will not ‘“ turn their silver lining” on the
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sight of their ordinary acquaintance. They wish not to dazzle
their admirers with excess of brightness. They check the ex-
pression of their sublimer thoughts, and look mild and gracious.
They are modest in their triumphs.

 And of their port as meek as is a maid.”

Such proud condescension is insufferably disgusting, and is suffi-
cient to irritate a saint. It cannot be denied that there is a slight
touch of this species of egotism in Addison’s Spectator. His
affectation of lowering himself to the understanding of the ladies
is a very bad compliment to his fair readers, and not very credita-
ble to himself. Allowances, however, must be made for the low
standard of female accomplishments at the period at which he
wrote; and we must also admit that the extreme cleggnee, the
benevolent feeling, and the vein of quiet l'wnr which charac-
terize his essays make us disposed to forget a little too much
self-complacency and pretension.  But still Addison was not
altogether an amiable cgotist. le was too apt to give his little
senate laws, and to look askance at the best eflorts of his rivals.
1lis celebrated quarrel with Pope and tlfe Jatter’s exquisite satire
upon the occasion, have placed the ungencrous nature of his egot-
ism in a light us strong as it is unfavourable. Pope was no less an
egotist than Addison, but his cgotism took a more generous turn.
Addison’s authorial egotism, however, was not generally offen-
sive, for he had too nice a sense of his own reputation and influ-
ence as a writer to betray any unworthy jealousies to the public.
It was in private life, that his uneasy reserve, his impaticnce of
equality, and his love of small flatterers and sycophants, gave so
much real cause of regret to the better order of his admirers.

“1t isa hard and nice subject,” says Cowley, * for a man to
speak of himself; it grates his own heart to say any thing of
disparagement, and the reader’s ears to hear any praise from
him.” Cowley, however, was himself an egotist, and ventured
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to grapple with the difficulty of which he .speaks. There is no
doubt that self is a very delicate and dangerouc theme, not exactly
because a man cannot say any thing in his own praise without
presumption, but because the subject is so delightful to himself,
and at thg same time so rife with dclusion, that he is apt to be
carricd away by his enthusiasm into an extravagant and absurd
over-cstimate of his own merits. If we are candid in our cgotism,
and cxult only in the right place, and do not weary the reader or
the hearer with a too claborate detail, we may not only cscape
the giving actual offence, but excite a sympathy in our favour.
The personal feelings and pevuliarities of real genius are always
interesting to the public, and it is difficult to conceive any species
of writing more pleasant than a great man’s autobiography.
There isyno page of Hume's History of England that we read
with deeper interegt thun the bricf but beautiful life by which it
is preceded. It is @ model of graceful sclf-history.  Sir Walter
Scott was also a most agrecable egotist.  His little personal al-
lusions and remiizeenccs are almost as precious as his inimitable
fictions.  The reasen why the cgotism of some writers is un-
pleasing, is not that they talle too much, but too cxtravagantly, of
their own powers, and too contemptuously of their opponents.
When a man ventures to estimate his own genius he cannot be too
cautious of taking more then he deserves, or of deing injustice to
others,  In cither case he commit: an error peculiarly otfensive
to the rest of mankind.

It has been made a question whether true genius is conscious
of its powers, but T think there can be little doubt upon the sub-
jeet. It is certain that both Milton and Shakespearc were fully
aware of the greatness of their endowments, though a modern
Essayist has maintained that the ease with which the latter pro-
duced his works is an argument against his possession of any
great self-satisfaction on their account. I do not think so.
Both the author and the artist have a proud consciousness of
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their power when they dash off some wondrous work with a mas-
terly hand, and with the rapidity and happiness of inspiration.
They are often perhaps as' much struck with the beauty of their
own creations as the admiring world is.  Shakspeare’s Sonnets,
which by their personal traits have so delighted the two Schlegels,
L]
who are puzzled te account for the neglect with which they
have been treated by the poet’s own countrymen, abound in illus-
trations of that proud and lofty confidence with which the writer
anticipated his immortality. The following noble sonnet will
afford a specimen of the style in which this grcat man dared
to speak of his own fame : .
“ Not marble, nor the gilded monuwments

Qf princes, shall outlive ths powerful rhime ;

But you shall slune more bright in these contents

Thou unswept stone, besmeared with sluttish time.

When wastetul war shall statues overti, o

And broils root out the work of masonry,

Nor Marsis' sword, nor war’s quick fire shall burn

The hiving record of your memory.

’Gainst death and all oblivious enmity
Shall you pace torth ; your praise shall stdll find room,

Llen in the cues of all posteritzs *
That wear this world onl (o the ending doom.
So till the judgment that yourself arise

You hive in this, and dwell n lover’s eyes.”

Milton’s glorious cgotism is almost as conspicuous as his
genius, e felt that he had produced a work which * the world
would not willingly let die*.” Dr. Johnson has touchingly
remarked, that * fancy can hardly forbear to conjecture with what

temper Milton survcyed the silent progress of his work, and
marked :ts rcputation stealing its way in a kind of subterranean cur-

* 1n the * Paradise Lo-t"—indeed in every one of his pocms—it is Milton
himself whom you see ; lus Satan, his Adam, lis Raphael, almost his Eve -are
all John Milton ; and it is a sense of this intense cgotism that gives me the
greatest pleasure 1n reading Milton’s works. The egotism of such 2 man is a
revelation of spint.—Culerwge’s Tuble Talk,
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rent through fear and silence.” *“ I cannot,” he continues, * but
conceive him calm and confident, little di;a}ppointed, not at all
dejected, relying on his own merit with steady consciousness,
and waiting without impatience the vicissitudes of opinion and
the impartiality of a future generation.” There can be little
doubt that he was supported by this *“ sober certainty’ of future
fame. Milton was not the man to be easily disheartened, even
though he had fallen on evil days, and was *“ with dangers and
afflictions compassed round.” The fortitude of Milton was sub-
lime. Let him speak for himself, in his own noble and itpmortal
numbers.

“ CYRIACK, this three year's day these eyes, though clear
To outwurd view of blemish or of spot,
Bereft of lipht, their secing have forgot :
Nor to their idle orbs doth sight appesr
Of sun or %.:vewor star, throunhout the year,
Or man or woman.  Yet I arguc not
Against Heaven's hand or will, nor bate a jot
Of heart or hope ; but still bear up and steer
Right onward. What supports me, dost thou ask ?
The cohscience, friend, to have lost them overplied
In liberty’s defence, myonoble task
QOf which all Europe rings from side to side :
This thought might lead me through the world’s vain mask,
Content though blind, had I no better guide.”

There is something particularly impressive and dﬂ'ecting in the
fact, that with the dignity of a prophet Milton always prepared
himself for any great intellectual task by devout prayer to that
eternal Spirit

“ Who touched Isaiah’s hallowed lips with fire.”

He reminds us of that period alluded to by Cowper, when

— The sacred name
Of Poet and of Prophet was the same.”

In one of his prose works, Milton has the following reference to
his poetical powers.
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¢ These abilities, wheresoever they be found, are the inspired gift of God
rarely bestowed, but yet to some, though most abuse, n every nation ; and
are of power,—to inbréed and ¢herish in a great people the seeds of virtue,
and public civility, toallay the perturbations of the mind, and set the affec-
tions in right tune; to cclebrate in glorious und lofty hymns the throne and
equipuge of God's almightiness,” §c.

L]
‘When I once enter’ upon these quotations it is difficult to know

where to stop; and though it is somewhat apart from the main
purpose of this essay, I cannot resist the temptation of adding the
following exquisite sentence, in which Milton alludes to his un-
willing entrance upon bitter controversics. His prose is as
poetical and vigorous as his verse : «

1 trust hereby to make it manifest with what small willingness 1
* endure to mterrupt the pursuit of no liss hopes than these™ (alluding to
his poetical schemes), «¢ and leave a calm and pleasing soltarjness, fod
with cheerful und confident thoughts, toembark m a troubled sea of noises
and hoarse disputes, put from beholding the brigho®ticnance of truth
w the quict and still air of delightful studees.”

Such a writer as Milton might well essay the height of some
great argument,

.
“ Things unattempted yet in prose er thyme,
.

and demand the respeet and gratitude of mankind. He could
hardly form too high an estimate of his powers.  An affectation of
modesty in a writer of such vast intellect would be almost as
ridiculous as the presumption of a poetaster. A powerful man is
necessatily conscious of his strength, unless he is sunk in an
eternal lethargy or slumber. To suppose u strong mind utterly
unconscious of the force which it exerts is as absurd as to suppose
a similar unconsciousness in the case of physical energy.

The sin of egotism is more frequently laid to the charge of
literary men than any other class of pcople, but perhaps with
little reason. There is not much differencc between egotism in
print and egotism in conversation. Nor is it more surprising
that authors should interest themselves in the merits and fortunes

20
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of the offspring of their brain than that parents should cherish a
blind partiality for their children. The affgction seems natural
and instinctive in either case. '

If authors (like other men) are egotists, they are not to be too
indiscrimjnately condemned on that account. There is a great
varicty of egotism, and only that kind is disgusting or ridiculous
which is either unsupported by correspondent cxcellence, or is
connected with selfishness, envy and detraction. Chaucer, the
venerable father of English poetry, in his ** Testament of Love,”
a work which chicfly consists of a dialogue between a prisoner®
(Chaucer himself) and Love, does not hesitate to do full justice to

his own merits. Hc makes Love thus speak of him :—

“ Myne owne true servaunte, the noble philosophicall poete in Englishe
(whiche‘evermore hyme busieth and travauleth 1isht sore my name to in-
erese 3 wherefore 2llghnt willen me god:, owe to do him worship and
reverence both ; truly his better ne his pere i schole of my rules could
T never finde)-—He quod she, i a tretise that he made of my servaunte
Troilus, hath this matter touched, and at the full this question assoted .
Certainly his noble sayings can I not emend : in godeness of gentil man-
heh spech without any maner of micitie of storieres imaginacion, in wit,
and in gode reaxon of sentence!, he passeth ul other makers§.”

Dryden confesses his own self-esteem, and after observing that
he has “ grown old in sceking so barren a reward as fame,” he
adds :—*“ The same parts and application which have made me a
poct, might have raised me to the highest honours of the gown.”
To whom is such a truth as this offensive? When some onc con-
gratulated him on the merit of his celebrated Ode, ** You are right,”
he replied ; a ““ nobler ode was never produced, and never will be.”
Seclf-confidence, as Johnson justly observes, is the first requisite to
great undertakings. Itwas the felicity of Pope, says the same writer,

* A reference to hi~ own condition as a prisoner in the Tower, where he was
confined, 1t is believed, for two or three years for a political offence.
t Solved. $ Judgment. § Poets.
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to rate himself at his real value. Pope was not, however, always a
candid egotist, but would ‘endeavour to escape from the imputa-
tion of vanity by some miserable subterfuge, such as aflecting
an indiffcrence to poetical reputation, though he was beyond
all doubt ““a fool to fame” from his early childho?d to the
latest hour of his <life. He would sometimes also pretend
an indifference to criticism, an affectation which his actions so
glaringly contradicted that a child could have scen his insinceri-
ty. 1f Pope had been interdicted the use of the press, and pre-
vented from reading his productions to his friends, he would
have written fewer verses. His public egotism forms the most
delightful featurc in his writings. He is singularly happy in
his allusions to himself and his own friends. ILord Bacon was
an cgotist of the boldest order, and never doubted his immortality
for a moment. Buffon gaid that of the great menjuscs of modern
times there were but five, ‘ Newton, Bacon, Leibnitz, Montes-
quien, and Limself.”” “ When I am dead vou will not easily meet
with another Jobn Hunter,” said that cclebrated anatomist to his
friends. These instances are alluded to by D'IsracH, who quotes
also the hold avowal of Kepler :—* I dare msult mankind by con-
fessing that I am he who has turned science to advantage. If I
am pardoned, I shall rejoice ; if blamed, T shall endurc it. The
die is cast; I have written this book, and whether it be read by
posterity or by my contemporarics, is of no consequence; it may
well wait for a reader during one century, when God himself
during six thousand years has waited for an observer like myself.”
‘We learn from Burncy’s History of Music that the fiddler Veracini
said with impious arrogance, that there was but one God and
one Veracini. Shenstone has recorded his thoughts and feclings,
and fraukly entitled them ** Egotisms, from my own sensations.”
Walter Savage Landor has promised the public an historical
work, and is persuaded. he says, that he will not be “ con-
founded by posterity with the Coxes and Foxes of ‘the age.”
202
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Rousseau was a daring and yet a delightful egotist. His pas-
sionate eloquence hurries us along with suck breathless rapidity
over his burning pages, that we have no time to dwell upon his
faults. Montaigne is one of the happiest writers on the delicate
theme of self that we are yet acquainted with. Addison quotes
the caustic attack of the younger Scaliger on‘the lively old Gascon.
« For my part,” says Montaigne, “1 um a great lover of your
white wines.”” ‘ What in the world signifies it to the public,”
says Scaliger, ‘* whether he was a lover of white wines or
red ?” Addison, who owed something to the father of modern
Essayists, ought not to have «quoted this taunt without softening
it down with a kind word or two of explanation or defence. If
Montaigne had talked about nothing but his taste in wine, and
enterediinto disquisitions on such trivial matters only, he would
long ago have egy forgotten.  Montaigne talks on to the public
with the same unaffected case as he would have conversed with
his most familiar fricnds, and the great charm of his essays is
their free and unaffected alternation

 From grave to gay, from lively to severe.”

Addison is rather hard in one of his papers on the whole tribe of
egotists, forgetting the egotistical character of all Essayists and
his own individual foibles. His indiscriminate censure of egotism
is inconsistent with his often quoted remarks in the first number
of the Spectator, in which he explains how much more we are
intcrested in a work when we know something of the author.
“T have observed,” says he, ¢ that a reader seldom peruses a
book with pleasure, till he knows whether the writer of it be &
black man or a fair man, of a mild or cholerjc disposition, married
or a bachelor, with other particulars of a like nature, that conduce
¥ery much to the right understanding of an author.”

It is certain that if Montaigne had written less about him.
self, he would have been less amusing and instructive. He was
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a great talker, as well as a free,and social writer, so that his
egotism was the result of a general spirit of communicativeness.
Other writers have been induced to pour forth their secrets into
the public ear from the difficulty of finding some congenial pri-
vate listener, from some defect of speech, or from a want of nerve
or confidence in sodiety. Addison, from whatever cause, was
silent in company, and it must have been delightiul to him to
velieve his breast of the weight of suppressed thought in his
elegant vet familiar essays.  *“ Sinee,” says he, in the first num-
her of the Spectator, ** I have ncither time nor inclination to com-
municate the fulness of my heart in specch, I am resolved to do it
in writing, and to print mysclf out, if possible, before I dic.” We
doubtlcss owe muny of Cowper’s poems to a similar feeling. The
lesx that sensitive egotist was able to communicate himsglf to his
own private circle, the more garrulous he became in public.
When his tanguce failed him, he flew to his pen. The fire and
point of his published satires, and the egotism of much of his
pocetry, were partly the result of a mere re-action of feeling after
his painful timidity and forced reserve in private. . He has given

us a little revelation from his own heart 1, his poem un Counversa-

tion.

*“The eause perhaps wquiry may descry
Seli-searching with an introverted cye,
Couceuled within un unsuspected part,

The vainest corner of our own vain heart ;
For ever aiming at the world’s esteem,

Our self-importance ruins its own scheme.
In other eyes our talents rarely shown,
Become at length so splendid in our own
We dare not risk them into public view,
Lest they miscarry of what seems their due.”

Pope is said to have been restrained in conversation from a dread
of the man saying something unworthy of the poet. No apprchen-
sion of this nature seems to have checked the volubility of Cole-
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ridge, who loved to hear the sound of his own voice. He, however,
required undivided and most respectful attension in his audience,
or his self-complacency was disturbed.  He was satisfied with
nothing short of an entire monopoly of speech. The slightest in-
terruption' brought him to a dcad stop. He was rather a lecturer
than a talker. Ile was a lay-preachcr. He had no idea of dialogue.
Dr. Johnson, though more dogmatical, was more magnanimous ;
and though he triumphed over his opponents in a very summary
way, the collision of different opinions, instead of making him silent,
sullen and disdainful, struck out the finest scintillations from his
own mind. Coleridge was an egotist both as a man and as an
author. His Biographia Literaria is intensely personal. One of
the most daring egotists of modern times is William Cobbett.
His self-praise and self-assurance are sometimes carried to such a
length that we gligost doubt if he is serious. Tt looks like cari-
cature, a wild quiz, or a wicked invention of the cnemy. Yet his
manner is so open, hearty and unaffected, that the most fastidious
reader is rather amused than offended. 'When compared with the
sneaking, shuffling and under-hand tricks of more cautious
writers, who would play the®same game if they had but the same
courage, its effect is *‘ quite refreshing.”” Byron was such an
egotist that all his poetical heroes were mere personifications of
himself. An intensc egotism is inconsistent with the dramatic
faculty. In his Childe Harold he speaks of his future fame,

“1 twine

My hopes of being remembered in my line
With my land’s lunguage.”

‘Wordsworth’s poems are *‘ moods of his own mind.” In one of
his prefaces he does not hesitate to express his contempt for the
critics, and his consciousness of his own powers.

“ If,” says he, “ bearing in mind the many poets distinguished by

thig prime faculty” (the imagination) ¢ whose names I omit to mention,
yet justified by a recollection of theinsults which the ignorant, the incapa-
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ble and the presumptuous have heaped upon my writings, I may be
permitted to anticiputg the judgment of posterity upon myself, I shall
declare (censurable, I grant, ifithe notoriety of the fact above stated does not
justify me) that I have given evidence of exertions of this faculty upon its
worthiest objects, the external universe, the moral and religious sentiments
of man, his natural affections and his acquired passions, which have the
same ennobling tendengy as the productions of men, in this kind, worthy
to be holden in undying remembrance.”

Hazlitt is an egotistical writer, and is never afraid to praise his
own writings, though he does not say more of them than they
actually deserve. The following passage seems to have been
wrung from him by the attacks of Blackwood and the Quarterly :—

¢ If the reader is not already apprized of it, he will please to take notice
that T write this at Winterslow. My style here is apt to be redundant and
excursive. At other tuncs it may be cramped, dry, abrupt ; but here it
flows like a river, and overspreads its banks. 1 have not t8 seek for
thoughts or hunt for images: they come of themselves, I inhale them with
the breeze, and the silent groves are vocal with a thousund recollections.—

¢ And visions, as poetic eyes avow,
Hang on each leaf, and cling to ev’ry bough.’

¢ Here I came fifteen years ago, a willing exile: and as T trod the

lengthened greensward by the low wood-side, repeated the®old line,
¢ My mind to me a kmgdom is !’

¢TI found it so then, before, and since ; and shall I faint now that I
have poured out the spirit of that mind to the world, and treated many
subjects with truth, with freedom, and power, because I have been follow-
ed with one cry of abuse ever since_for not being a government-tool? Here L
returned a few years after to finish some works I hud undertaken, doubtful
of the event, but determined to do my best ; and wrote that character of
Milimant which was once transcribed Ly fingers fairer than Aurora’s, but
no notice was taken of it, because I was not 2 government-tool, and must
be supposed devoid of taste und elegance by all who aspired to these
qualities in their own persons. llere T sketched my account of that old
honest Signior Orlando Friscobaldo, which with its fine, racy, acrid tone
that old crab-apple, G*ff##*d, would have relished or pretended to relish,
had 1 been a government-tool! Here too 1 have written Table-Talks
without number, and as yet without a falling off, till now that they are
nearly done, or I should not make this boast. I could sweur (were they
not mine) the thoughts in many of them are founded as a rock, free as wir,
the tone like an Italian picture. What then? Had the style been like
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polished steel, as firm and as bright, it would have availed me nothing,
for I am not a government-tool! T had endeavoursd to guide the taste of
the Fnglish people to the best Euglish swriters; but 1 had said that
English kings did not reign by right divine, and that his present majesty
was descended from an elector of Ilanover in a right line; and no loyal
subject would after this look into Webster or Deckar, because I had
pointed them out. I had done something (more than any one except
Schlegel) to vindicate the character of° Shakspeare’s Pluys from the stigma
of French criticism ; but our Antijacobin and Anti-Gallican writers soon
found out that I had said and written that Frenchmen, Englishmen, men,
were not slaves by birthright. This was enough to dumn the work.
Such has been the head and front of my offending.”

T have let this passage stand, however critical,” adds the
author, *“ hecause it may serve as a practical illustration of what
writers think of themselves when put upon the defensive.” His
friend Lieigh Hunt, who talks to the public as if the whole world
were at his fire-gidg, does not speak quite so decidedly of his own
talents, but he ncver loses an opportunity of opening out his
heart. But with all his egotism, ITunt is one of the most gener-
ous and sympathizing of human beings. He affords a strong
illustration of the distinction between a certain kind of egotism
and mere selfishness. - Pour Goldsmith was the most amusing of
egotists. He could never suppress his sclf-conceit. He was
jealous of every thing and cvery body that divided the attention
which he expected to be lavished on himself. When some
beautiful young ladies attracted the attention of the company in
his presence, he sullenly hinted that there were times and places
in which he too was admired. This species of egotism was truly
unworthy of such a man. Richardson, the Novelist, was guilty
of a weakness equally degrading to a mind like his. He would
never, let any visitor escape the hearing of some of his produc-
tions ; and once in a large company, when a gentleman just arrived
from-Paris, told him that he had seen one of his novels on the
ﬁ'é'ﬁ;:h King’s table, he pretended not to hear, because the rest
of the cor::pany were at the moment busily engaged on other
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subjects. He waited sometime for a pause, and then inquired
with affected careleseness, “ What, Sir, was that which you were
just saying about the French King.” ¢ Oh! nothing of any
consequence,” replied his informant, disgusted with the trick,
and resolved to punish him. No litcrary man exceeds Boswell in
contemptible self-conteit. His failing is too well known to need
an illustration. Sir Godfrey Kneller was an awful egotist. I
have an indistinct recollection of some outrageous and profane
boast of his, connected with his merit as a painter.

The Critical Review (I know not in what number nor in what
year, for I take the passage from a quotation in Boswell’s life of
Johnson), makes the following classification of egotists :

“We may reduce the cgotists to four classes. In the first we have
Julius Cesar: he relates his own transactions ; but he relates tHem witl$
peculiar grace and dignity, and his narrative 1s suppertod by the greatness
of his character and achievements. In the second cluss we have Marcus
Antoninus : this writer has given us a series of retlections on his own life ;
but his sentiments are so noble, his morality so sublime, that his meditations
are universally admired. In the zhird class we have some others of
tolerable credit, who have given importance to their own private history
by an intermixture of literary anccdotes, and the occurrences of their own
times; the celebrated Huetius has published an entertaining volume upon
this plan, ¢ De Rebus ad ewm pertinentibus.” 1In the fourth class we have
the journalists, temporal and spiritual : Elias Ashmole, William Silly,
George W hitefield, John Wesley, and a thousand other old women and
fanatic writcrs of memoirs and meditations.”

This is a very imperfect classification, notwithstanding Dr.
Johnson’s approbation of it. In which class should those cgotists
be placed who, like Lord Byron and William Wordsworth, mould
all the creations of their fancy inte images of themselves ?

I repeat, that all men and women are egotists in their way, and
that self-praise and self-love are offensive and contemptible only
when they exceed the bounds of justice, and are linked to envy,
hatred and all uncharitableness. When we take vast credit to
ourselves for unworthy trifles, or make ourselves ridiculous by

2 E
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pretending to more virtue or genius than we posscss, or allow a
spirit of exclusiveness or jealousy to blind eus to the merits of
others, there are few qualities which are more odious than
egotism*. But these offensive peculiaritics are not necessa'ri]y
connecteq with a fair and proper pride. Without a certain
degree of self-confidence and sclf-esteem, no'man can ever hecome
eminently great or good ; and it would be difficalt to say why any
one should be compelled, out of a deference to the mean and envious
part of mankind, to assume an unconsciousness of that merit which

raiscs him above them.

DAWN.

How fair and gay the scene appears !
The red st cheers the rising day ;

The dewy mountain, the crystal fountain
Are glittering bright in orient light.
"The lark that floats screne on high, -
Aud fills the sk); with cheerful notcs,
The shepherd’s singing, the light bells ringing,

In union sweet the morning greet.

Oh! who could rove at such an hour
By shrub and flower, in mead or grove,
‘Without revealing responsive feeling,

‘While Nature’s voice bids man rejoice !

* The more decorous manners of the present aze have attached a dispropor-
tionate opprobrium to this foible, and many therefore abstain with cautious
_prudence from all displays of what they feel. Nay, some do actually flatter
‘themselves that they abhor all egotism, and never betray it in their writings or
discourse. But watch these men narrowly ; and in the greater number of cases
you will finll their thoughts and feelings and mode of expression saturated with
the passion of contempt, which is the concentrated vinegar of egotism.— Coleridge.
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LIFE.

1.
Aras! what mystic changes mark
Our pilgrimage below !
As fitful as the fire-fly’s spark
The gleams of pleasurc glow,
And leave the startled spirit dark
Beneath the night of woe !
1I.
‘We learn not why the lustre dies,
Nor why the darkness spreads ;
For oft on Penury’s wintry skies
The soul its sun-light sheds;
‘While wrecaths that Fortune’s votaries prize
Are placed on aching heads.
111, - .
And e’en fair Virtue’s holy spell
Not always herc avails !
Full many a noble heart may tell
How oft her magic fails,
When throngs of restless thoughts rebel,
And hideous gloom prevails.
1v.
And what we hear, or what we see,
And what we think, or feel ;
As dream-like as the clouds may be
That through the twilight steal !1—
Oh, God ! each mortal mystery,
Trovu only canst reveal !

2 & 2
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AN INDIAN DAY.

MORN,
Lb! Morning wakes upon the grey hill’s brow,
Raising the veil of mist meek T‘VViIigilt wore ;—
And hark ! ifrom mangoc tope and tamarind bough
The glad birds’ matins ring! On Gunga’s shore
Yon sable groups with ritual signs adore
The rising Lord of Day. Above the vale
Behold the tall palmyra proudly soar,
And wave his verdant wreath,—a lustre pale
Gleams on the broad-fringed leaves that rustle in the gale.
* NOON.
*Tis now the Noon-tide hour. No sounds arise
To cheer the sultry calm,—dcep silence reigns
Among the drovping groves ; the fervid skies
Glare on the slumbering wave ; on yon wide plains
The zephyr dies,—no hope of rest detains
The wanderer therc ; the sun’s meridian might
No fragrant bower, no humid cloud restrains,—
The silver rays, insufferably bright,
Play on the fevered brow, and mock the dazzled sight !
NIGHT.
The gentle Evening comes ! The gradual breeze,
The milder radiance and the longer shade,
Stcal o’er the scene !—Through slowly waving trees
The pale moon smiles,—the minstrels of the glade
Hail night’s fair queen ; and, as the day-beams fade
Along the crimson west, through twilight gloom
The fire-fly darts ; and where, all lowly laid,
The dead repose, the Moslem’s hands illume
The consecrated lamp o’er Beauty’s hallowed tomb !
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MBS. CHARLOTTE SMITH.

L)

Tue Elegiac Sonnets of Mrs. Charlotte Smith were once very
popular compositions. I lately returned to them with a pleasura-
ble feeling, for as I had not read them since my boylood, when
they seemed productions of extraordinary beauty, I was curious to
discover the nature of the change that years and more extensive
reading had effected in my taste. It is sufficiently remarkable
how the same reader will sometimes fluctuate, at intervals, in his
literary fancies; but the ficklencss of the public mind is still more
surprising. How many once popular writers are now despised or
forgotten, while some who were formerly neglected are regarded
with idolatry! With respect to the particular case of Charlotte
Smith, I confess that my individual opinion has corresponded to
a considerable extent with the variation of the general judgment ;
and the yerses that seemcd very exquisite poetry to my boyish
taste, make a very different impression upon me now. Iler pocms,
ran through numerous and large editions on their first appearance,
and it is curious to trace, in various contemporary puhhcatnon.s, the
respect with which they were treated bv some of the first critics
of her time*. Cowper, who was assuredly no mean judge of poc-

tical excellence, speaks of her ‘* charming Sonnetst.” It is true

* The Gentleman's Magazine (of that day) gravely observed, that ““it is trifling
praise for Mrs. Smith’s Sonnets to pronounce themn superior to Shakspeare’s and
Milton’s.”

+ Mathias, the author of the Pursuits of Literature, thus alludes to her in one
of the notes to that work :— Mrs. Charlotte Smith has great poetical powers,
and a pathos which commands attention.” Sir Egerton Brydges, in the second
edition of his Censura Literaria, speaks of her poetry in the following terins : —
“ There is s0 much unaffected elegance ; so much harmony and pathoes init ; the
images are 8o soothing and so delightful ; and the sentiments so touching, so con-
sonant to the best movements of the heart, that no reader of puie taste can grow
weary of perusing them.” In an article on Chalmers's English Poets (ap-
parently by Southey) in the Quarterly Review, No. 23, it is obscerved that
“ Charlotte Sinith’s descriptions, whether in prose or verse, hgve always the
charm of well-selected truth.”
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that he also thought the frigid Hayley a poet, but at one period
his taste would have been called in qugstion éf he had esteemed
him less. The * Triumphs of Temper” did not try the temper of
our ancestors, but was really, for a considerable period, & very
popular performance. But Cowper himself was one of thosc who
commenced the grand revolution in our poctical literature which
brought such writers as his friends Hayley and Mrs. Smith into
comparative contempt, andwho first taught us by precept and exam-
ple that English verse was capable of great improvement, notwith-
standing what was long considered the actual perfection of Pope.
I do uot mean to full into the too common injustice of those who
think it necessary, when they admire the greater freedom and
variety of the present systems of versification, to deny all merit
to poctry of a different order. T am not exclusive in my taste,
and can read alternately such poets as Coleridge and Pope with a
disposition to cujoy and appreciate their very opposite and pecu-
liar exccllencies both of style and matter. The dreamincss, the
profound intensity, and the subtle and mystical harmonies of the
one, need not render us insensible to the terseness, the wit and
energy, and the less elaborate, though more precise music of the
othgr. 'The great facility with which Pope’s manner was imitated
by his followers was one cuuse of the decline of his popularity ;
for when it was found that every poetaster had got his tune by
heart, the public grew sick of the repetition, and soon thought less
respectfully of what at first was a marvel and a luxury. In this
rc-action of taste, the great poetical idol of his time is now as much
depreciated as he was formerly over-rated ; and it seems by many
critics to be utterly forgotten, that Pope’s chief excellence is by
no means dependent on the mere sound of his couplets. His
works not only teem with wit and wisdom, cxpressed with won-
derful felicity and precision, but display some of those finer and
more ethereal qualities that ought long ago to have scttled the idle
question of, "Whether he was a true poet or merely a clever writer
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in verse. His Rape of the Lock, and several descriptive passages
in the Windsor Forest, afford indisputable evidence that he pos-
sessed a fancy at once delicate and prolific, and that he could
““Jook on nature with a poet’s eye.” If Pope had lived in later
times, he would probably have been a very different kipd of poet,
and have attended tore to thc culture and development of his
imagination. It was formerly the fashion to regard poets as mere
“ men of wit about town,” but they are now expected to be at
once fanciful and profound. People at last begin to make a dis-
tinction between verse and poetry, and cleverness and genius.
Mere talent in a poem is no longer respected as it used to be, for
there is now a general love of poetry for its own sake, and read-
ers look less for smart and pointed passages of shrewd scnse
and satire, than for thoughts and words steeped in the hues of ima-
gination. The conscquence is that a much higher and more ethe-
real tone pervades the poetry of the day ; and readers, accustomed
to strains of loftier mood, turn with something like disgust from
the verses that charmed them in their earlier ycars. The old
common-places of poetry no longer deceive us, and the artificial
expressions in which many writers of*miere verse once enveloped
their sickly sentimentalities, and thus passed upon the world for
poets, are now utterly discarded ; and if an author’s style be not
fresh and natural, he is not endured. Even Pope himsclf indulged
too much in the use of epithets that were nothing more.than
sounding expletives, that became the more disgusting from their
eternal repetition by his servile herd of imitators.

The lady, to whose Sonnets I must now return, deals very libe-
rally in the old fashioned diction, and in that querulous egotism
and fantastic melancholy which were common to all her contempo-
rary Sonneteers. According to their notions, to be truly poctical
it was neccssary to be sad, and the whole world was to be informed
of their affliction. Anna Seward is severely witty on Mrs. Smith’s
Sonnets. ‘“ Never,” she says, ** were poctical whipt syllabubs in
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black glasses so eagerly swallowed by the odd taste of the public.”
But Mrs. Smith was not, like too many, of "her contemporaries, a
tuneful hypocrite ; for she really was acquainted with grief, and had
no little cause for those *“ melodious tears,” with which she gave
herself to fame. She suffered severely from the fuilure of her
husband’s mercantile speculations, and the brutality and fraud of
lawyers and guardians, who cheated her of a provision for her
large family. Her domestic sorrows are very touchingly told in
the prefaces to the different editions of her poems. Aware, there-
fore, that her melancholy is no poetic fiction, though often rather
affcctedly expressed, we can read her Sonnets without that sicken-
ing sensation which is excited by the false and ridiculous sensibi-
lities of the Della Cruscan School. These little poems are not
construcied on the Petrarchan model, and have no right to the
title of sonnets, unless every poem in {ourteen lines may be said
to belong to that species of composition. But fourteen lines or
three quatrains, and a concluding couplet, do not make a sonnet,
if Petrarch and Dante in the Italian, and Milton and Wordsworth
in our own laniruage, are to be taken as authorities. In the metri-
cal construction, and i th& unity of design peculiar to the sonnet,
these little compositions are all deficient. But if they are not .
legitimate Sonnets, several of them are very pretty and pleasing
poems; for, though I once thought far more highly of them than
I now do, I can still see somecthing in them to admire. They
have a feminine pathos, and a delicacy and tenderncss of senti-
ment, that ought to save them from oblivion. Though the liquid
smoothness of the versification, and the languid elegance of the
diction may not suit an ear accustomed to the vigour and variety
of later poems, I can remember that they gratified me in my
younger days, and they have still a kind of charm for me that I
am almost ashamed to acknowledge. Perhaps early associations,
areference to the feminine qualities of the fair author’s mind, and
& sympathy for her distresses, make me willing to be pleased in
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defiance of an increased experience and a maturer judgment. I
have no doubt that it wasp perusal of these Sonnets, (for such, as
a matter of courtesy or convenience, they must be called,) that
suggested those of Bowles, which are written in a similar
strain of feeling, and perhaps with no great supgriority in
point of strength ahd originality. The versification, however,
is rather more varied, and the metrical arrangement is, in
some respects, a little closer to the Italian model. They have
met with much the same fate. They as speedily ran through
a number of editions, and were almost as specdily neglected. A
great poet too, the author of Christabel, with whose own style
they are so strikingly contrasted, has praised them with the same
enthusiasm as did Cowper those of Charlotte Smith.  Little de-
pendence, it seems, is to be placcd on the individual judginents of
poets upon cach other, whether favorable or adverse. Waller saw
nothing in Milton, but an old blind school-master, who had written
a dull poem remarkable for nothing but its length. Wordsworth
and Coleridge think Gray’s Elegy in a Country Church-yard a very
meagre and common-place production ; and Byron msinuated that
Pope was a greater poet than Shaksgdre. and spoke very con-
temptuously of Spenser. When doctors disagree, the general
voice must decide upon disputed points, though even then we
have no final judgment, for the public is often as fickle as a child.
This is very perplexing to the poct, whose life is one dream of
ambition. His only consolation is the hope that posterity will
be more calm and constant; and that, when the varying winds of
contemporary opinion shall have died away, his bark may float
securely upon the smooth waters of immortality. It is melancholy,
however, to reflect how many who have once enjoyed a flattering
popularity, and who have looked forward with a proud confidence
to such a consummation, have passed from the memories of men
like summer clouds. Charlotte Smith, elegant and refined as she
ie, is rapidly sinking into oblivion, and in a very fcw years will be
2r
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utterly forgotten. In the meantime, ag I have just spent a plea-
sant half-hour over her little volume, Jet ‘me show my gratitude
to her gentle spirit, by such praises as I can conscientiously award
her, and refresh the memory of my readers with a few favourable

extracts. ,
The following little poem, on seeing some*children at play, has

been quoted both by Bowles and Leigh Hunt, (poets of very
different tastcs and habits,) with considerable praise :

¢¢ Sighing T see yon little troop at play,
By sorrow yet untouched, unhurt by care ;
While free and sportive they enjoy to-day,
Content and careless of to-morrow’s fare.
O happy age ! when hope’s unclouded ray
Lights their green path, and prompts their simple mirth,
Ere yet they feel the thorns that lurking lay*
To wound the wretched pilgrims of the earth,
Making them rue the hour that gave them birth,
And threw them on a world so full of pain.
Where prosperous folly treads on paticnt worth,
And to deaf pride, misfortune pleads in vain!
Ah!—for their future fate how many fears
Oppress my heart sy fill mine eyes with tears.”

Mrs. Smith’s knowledge of Botany, to which science, by the
way, she has addressed a sonnet, is displayed in a very pleasing
manner in several of her poems; and she rarely speaks of flowers
without a minute fidelity of description, and the use of very
graphic epithets. The following couplet is a specimen of the
curious felicity of her botanical allusions.

“ From the mapped lichen to the plumed weed ;
From thready mosses to the veinéd flower.”

* This is g sad sacrifice of grammar to rhyme. Byron has made a similar one
in his fourth Canto of Childe Harold :—
¢ And dashest him again to earth ; there let him luy.”
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The * Sonnet written Lt the close of Spring” offers further

illustrations of this peculidr character of her verse.

“ The garlands fade that Spring so lately wove,
Each simple flower, which she had nurs’d in dew,
Anemonies, that spangled every grove,

The primtose wan, and harebell mildly blue.
No more shall violets linger in the dell,

Or purple orchis variegate the plain,

Till Spring again shall call forth every bell,
And dress with humid hands her wreaths again.
Ah, poor humanity, so frail, so fair,

Are the fond visions of thy early day,

11l tyrant passion and corrosive care,

Bid ol thy fairy colours fude away !

Another May new buds and flowers shall bring ;
Ah! why has happiness—no second Spring ?”

Mrs. Smith’s study of flowers led her much into the open fields,
and she has shown herself to be a very minute and delicate ob-
server of external nature. The following brief passage taken

from one of her sonnets is picturesque.

“ And sometimes when the sun wi‘h pating rays
Gilds the long grass that hides my silent bed,
A tear shall tremble in my Charlotte’s eyes.”

It reminds me of a beautiful touch of Coleridge’s pencil in the

annexed lines.

¢« But the dell,
Bathed by the mist, is fresh and delicate
As vernal corn-field, or the unripe flax,
When through its half-transparent stalks at even,
The level sunshine glimmers with green light.”

There is an expression in the following line, which has been
borrowed by a living poet. ,

“ The night-flood rakes upon the stony shore.”
2r2
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(in his Grave of the last

Bowles, in describing a night-scemI
Saxon), says :

——¢ All is silent, save the tide that rakes
At times the beach.”

[4
Or perhaps it was taken from Hurdis:— «

“ Raking with harsh recoil the pebbly steep.”

The following from an address to the North Star has rather
more vigour than Mrs. Smith usually displays :

“ Now nightly wandering 'mid the tempests drear
That howl the woods and rocky steeps among,
I love to sce thy sudden light appear

. Through the swift clonds—driven by the wind along ;

Or in the Lurbid water, rude and dark,
O’er whose wild stream the gust of Winter raves,
Thy trembling light with pleasure still 1 mark,
Gleam an fuint radiance on the foaming waves I”

The following verse is tender and mclodious :—

“ Oh! my lost kove® no tomb is placed for thee
That may to stranger's cyes thy worth impart ;
Thou hast no grave but in the stormy sca,
And no memorial but this breaking heart !”

I quote a part of the Sonnet to Fancy, for the sake of the neat
turn of its concluding couplet :—

“ Through thy false medium then no longer viewed,
May fancied pain and fancied pleasure fly ;
And I, as from me all thy dreams depart,
Be to my wayward destiny subdued ;
Nor scek perfection with a poet’s eye,
Nor suffer anguish with a poet’s heart.”

It may Perhaps appear from these extracts, that though not to
be placed in the first class of British Female Poets, Mrs, Smith
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deserves more attention from the public than she is now likelv to
obtain. She is not to be‘compared to the Lady Minstrels of the
present day, (to the powerful Joanna Baillie, the fanciful L. E. L.,
the tender and pathetic Caroline Bowles*, or the refined and
spirited Hemans,) but her poems may, nevertheless, be occa-
sionally referred to with pleasure as the effusions of a chaste and
cultivated mind.

EVENING CLOUDS.

[A FRAGMENT.]

A grorious sight !  The sun is in the sea,

But o’er its liquid cell yon cloud-arch gleams
‘With lambent fire—fit bridge for forms of air !

On either side, like green paths dropped with gold,
Or cowslip-covered fields in de-ey light,

The glittering vapours lic.—But ah ! how vain
To breathe this fecble lunguage o’er a scene,

So like a gorgeous vision ! Every tint

And shadowy form that charms the poet’s eye
Now mocks his failing art !

* Now Mrs. Southey.
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RETROSPECTIONS.
[WRITTEN IN INDIA.]
. I.
'T1s sweet on this far strand, :
‘When memory charms the fond reverted eye,
To view that hallowed land
‘Where early dreams like sun-touched shadows lie !

1I.
The dear familiar forms,
That caught the fairest hues of happier hours,
« Flash forth through after storms,
As bursts of light between autumnal showers.

IIX.
The green-wood’s lovelicst spot—
The sumamer walk—the cheerful winter fire—
The calm domrestk: cot—
The village church with ivy-covered spire—

1v.
Each scene we loved so well—
With faithful force the mind’s true mirror shows ;
As Painting’s mighty spell
Recals the past, and lengthened life bestows.

V.
But though so brightly beam,
These distant views, they make the present drear ;
By Youth’s dcparted dream,
Life’s onward paths but desolate appear.
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vI.
‘We may not th\':refore dwell
Too long and deeply on the dearer past,
Nor sound, for aye, the knell
Of pleasures gone and glories overcast.

vII.
‘Whate’er our lot may be,
‘Whatever tints life’s varied prospects wear,
The temper’d breast is free
From sullen apathy or fierce despair.

VI,
In fortune’s cloudiest hours,
Within the dreariest regions of the earth,
Are found both beams and flowers,
Unless the wanderer’s soul betrays a dearth.

Ix.
For still, where’er we range, ~*° «
Are traced the sweet results of virtue’s reign ;
Though forms and featurcs change,
Fair thoughts and finc humanities remain.

x.
And he, whose spirit glows
At Nature’s charms, shall own in every land
Her glorious aspect shows
The same bright marks of God’s creating hand !
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SONNET—TO ENqLAN.D.
Fair England ! thine untravell’d sons may bear
A tranquil sense of thy surpassing worth,
As those who ne’er have parted from their birth
In'faith serene their social comforts share ;
But he, alone, doth feel how deeply dear
The charms of home, who wildly wandering forth
To distant realms, finds dreariness and dearth
E’en where kind Nature’s lavish blooms appear.
Around his path bright scenes unheeded lie,
For these are tinged not with his carly drcams—
ITis heart is far away ! Thy varied sky
Dappling the silent hills with clouds and gleams—
'i'hy nest-like cottages and silver streams—

'

Are all that catch the wanderer’s dreaming eye !

SONNET—FREEDOM*.
TaERE is exulting pride, and holy mirth,
In Freedom's kin(Lﬁng eye ! Her radiant smilc
Profoundly thrills this fair imperial isle,
The Queen of nations !  Glory of the carth !
Impassioned orisons arc breathing forth,
And lofty aspirations. Phantoms vile
That chill the feeble spirit, and defile
The springs of thought and fecling in their birth,
Fade like the mists of morn, and lose the power
That made us willing slaves. For reason’s light
Is bursting through the clouds that darkly lower,
And hide the face of Heaven! O’er the night
Of slumbering millions—oh ! transcendent hour !
The sun of liberty is rising bright !

Written in England.
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CHRISTMAS.

[WRITTEN IN INDIA ON CHRISTMAS DAY.]

Here is Curistmas Day again! There is something as animat-
ing in the mere announcement as in the sound of a merry bell.
It is the season of cheerful picty, of the renewal of old customs
that keep the heart alive and tender, and of pure and child-like
enjoyment. In our native land it is a time when the dreariness
of out-of-doors nature heightens and concentrates the social plea-
sures and affections within the sheltered home. The hard ground
and the frozen sheets of water remain unthawed by the pale and
sickly sun ; but the heart of man melts within him, and the fountain
of love is unlocked. The huge Christmas firc is the blazing sun
that now warms and illumines each domestic circle. How bcauti-
fully its red light tinges cvery object in the snug af)artment, and
flashes on cheerful faces that glow as bencath the fervour of
summer skies ! There is no winter within domestic walls.

Now do the most busy and bustling of men of business pause
for a few pleasant hours in their quick career, and casting off all
feverish anxiety for the future, abandon themsclves wholly to
present pleasure, or dwell with a serene and grateful tenderness
on the joys of the long-vanished past. The stern pride of philo-
sophy and the zeal of the worshipper of Mammon are suspended
for a day The heart has an undivided reign over the kindlier
and purer elements of our nature. Now friends long separated,
and scattcred over different corners of the kingdom, are re-called
to one common centre, and surround the hearth that once echoed
to the peals of their-boyish laughter. ~The happy patriarch of the
family gathers again around him the forms that he cherished from

2 e
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their cradles, whom the cares and duties of manhood have drawn
from the paternal roof. The day is ‘sacrel to the affections.
The Goddess of domestic love demands the entire man. The
Christmas hearth is a shrine at which tender recollections,
charity and forgiveness, and social feeling and a gentle joy are

the only acceptable offerings.  On this day éspecially does
The inviolate islund of the sage and free,

notwithstanding its cold and cloudy clime, deserve the title of
Merry England. The very strcets of her dingy metropolis look
bright with happy faces and gay garments. The churches are
decorated with sparkling holly, and sprigs of evergreen are in
every window. With ponderous cukes, a rich mass of sweets, |
whose sugary coats rival in their brilliancy the snow upon the
hills, and with the gigantic roast beef of old England, almost
every table in the land is groaning. Even the poor man’s heart
is gladdened. The toil-worn mechanic and the humble cottager
have for this day at lcast clecan clothes and a substantial meal,
and a cheerfvl fire, and a merry mecting of their unsophisticated
associates. With a spéing air, and a hurricd yet careful tread,
they rush from the busy bakc-house with their carthen dish of
beef and potatocs that scents the atmosphere as they pass along.
‘What an appetite-provoking sight and savour! The school-boy
with his shining face will not ““ whine”’ to-day, nor creep, like
snail, unwillingly to his task. This long-looked for dav is to
him, as to many others, the happiest of the ycar. lIlis hicad has
been as full of confectionary visions as his stomach will now be
of the substantial reality. There is such a contagious merriment
around, that the adult who does not feel like a boy again is not
fit to bc a man. Every gencrous spirit abandons itsclf to the
influence and character of the season.

Aud all is consciénce and tender heart.

It is sad to recollect that we in this far land are excluded from
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so many of these simple but true enjoyments. All we can now
do is to enjoy the memory of them.

A sound-headed man, however, cannot but be something of a
cosmopolite and optimist. Wherever there are human hearts
there are social feclings; and even in solitude, where external
naturc is not exclutled by prison doors, there is always beauty :
and God is every where. 1le leaves no corner of the world, no
class of his creatures, forlorn and fatherless. Why then should
we be guilty of an impious discontent, and recall the past only
to feed our cares ?

A distance of fiftcen thousand miles, a tropical sun, and the
presence of foreign faces need not make us forgetful of home-
dclights. That strange magician, Fancy, who supplies so many
corporeal deficiencies and mocks at time and space, enables us to
pass, in the twinkling of an cyc, over the dreary waste of waters
that divides us from the scenes and associates of our youth. We
trcad again our native shore. 'We sit by the hospitable hearth,
and listen to the laugh of children.  'We cxchange cordial grect-
ings and friendly gifts. Therc is a resurrection nf the dead, and
a return of vanished years, 'We abanddm oarsclves to this sweet

illusion, and again
Live o’cr each scene, and be what we hehold.

The warm-hearted and the imaginative cheat Time of half his
triumph. The happiness of a dream is rcal, however false its
images. To be pleasurably deccived is no great hardship. Hap-
piness is our object, and the wisc care little for the mecans. It is
enough to know that the cnd is good and true, however it may
have been obtained; for he who is in the enjoyment of genuine
happiucss cannot have forfeited any right of conscience to that
precious dower :—cvil intentions are not thus rewarded.

If, therefore, we turn our imagination into a right path, we
can hardly give it too free a rein. Let any man take a retro-
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spect of his life, and sum up his moments of real pleasure, and he
will soon discover how much he owes to this glorious faculty. It
is to the freshness and fervour of imagination in the dawn of life
that we are to attribute the radiance of early joy. All things
sparkle in,its light, like the dew-bespangled fields of morning.

Let such amongst us as are willing to be children again, if it
be only for an hour, resign ourselves to the sweet enchantment
that steals upon the spirit when it indulges in the memory of
early and innocent enjoyment. ILet us seek again each well-
remcmbered haunt of happier years. Ah! then how many faces
long since faded shall bloom again! The whitc shroud of
winter may conceal the countenance of earth, but the shroud of
mortality shall be parted. The spring of human nature shall
return. « The cerulean heaven of many a laughing eyc shall shine
as brightly and tenderly as ever,—the voice of human merriment,
more sweet than the song of birds, shall again respond to the
music of the mind.

Even when this drcam departs, we are not utterly forlorn. We
return to this forcign shore—this distant exile—in sadness, but
not despair. Ve have, s# of us either children or friends in our
native land. Perhaps we may once again embrace them—to
part no more! But should fate deny the consummation of this
dearly cherished hope—should we never again revisit ““ in the
flesh” that happy circle—we may at least sympathize in their
enjoyments. Darents espccially have reason to hail this festive
season with peculiar interest. The fireside holidays, not less
delightful than the sunny noons of summer, are enjoyed by their
dear little offspring with the samec zest and intensity as thrilled
their own hearts of yore. Their small, ruddy faces are illumined
by the flickering light of the burning logs so liberally heaped
upon the grate. The firewood crackles cheerily, and the ches-
nuts are swelling and bursting on the hob with a startling sound.
The glories of the hospitable board, are demolished with a spirit
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and celerity that maturer mouths would in vain essay to rival.
The good things that go untasted from our tables in this City of
Palaces, are treated with more respect by our little representa-
tives in Britain. Even the substantial Christmas turkey disap-
pears like a dream before the attacks of these gallapt though
lilliputian gastronomists. As the peasants in Goldsmith’s Desert-
ed Village wondered how the school-master’s one small head
could contain such a load of learning, we are puzzled to conceive
how each little stomach can make room for such large stores of
Christmas luxuries. Dear boys—sweet girls—ye seem more pro-
vident than your age would warrant! Is it because Christinas
comes but once a year that ye lay in so lavish a supply ?

But there is a limit even to the appetite of healthy children,
and the rich, delightful meal, interrupted only by irrepressible
bursts of laughter at jests more rife with merriment than wit, like
all earthly enjoyments must have an end. It is succeeded, how-
cever, by a variety of delightful gambols. The bunch of misletoe
is suspended from the ceiling, and occasions

Quips and cranks and wanton wiles,  *
Nods aud becks and wreath®- giniles.

The little gay Lotharios and the flirts and coguettes in minia-
ture, now present a scene that awakens a thousand exquisite
recollections in the minds of the clder spectators. The boys
betray a consciousness that they are doing a manly thing. The
little misses think it necessary to appear coy and rcluctant, yet
seize sly occasions to look as killingly as they can, at their favo-
rites of the bolder sex, and secm to recollect, as often as it suits
their inclination, that under the green misletoe kissing is lawful,
and * killing, no murder.”

Then follow Blind-man’s-buff, Hunt-the-slipper, and a round of
accustomed games. After or before all these, according to the
taste of the donors, come the Christmas presents, which are receiv-
ed by the happy little creatures with such grateful transports, and
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exhibited with such innocent pride to their school-fellows when
“ bluck Monday” veturns. The triumphant display of these trea-
sures, and a fresh store of pocket-money, arc among the parting
consolations when they quit the sweet indulgences of home for
the rigid Jaws of school.

It is true that in this strange land the celcbration of Christmas
can be attended with but few of those social observances, and
those pleasunt festivities around the blazing fire, which contrast
so delightfully with the dreary aspect of external nature during
an English winter ; but though the season has lost something of
its mirth, we can still keep it sacred to the memory of the past.

If we cannot collect around our festal board the forms fami-
liar to our childhood, we can think and talk of them with tender-
ness and rapture. Those of us who have children in our native
land may checr oursclves with the thought, that on this long and
impatiently expected holiday their little hearts will bound with
merriment, aund that they will be called upon, in the midst of
their innocent pleasures, to remember their distant parents, to
wish them many happy seasons, and perhaps, also, @ safe return
to their native country. , Bat, alas! I allude to the latter wish with
a faint and trembling hcart, when I recollect how many of our
expatriated countrymen have been disappointed in this the sweet-
est prospect of an Indian cxile’s life. They cherished, perhaps,
as firm and fond a hope as any that yet glows in a living breast,
to pass the cheerful evening of cxistence in some pleasure-haunt-
ed spot in dear old England,—and now they arc lying in their
last long sleep on this foreign shore!
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: SONNET—YOUTH.

Oxn! there arc green spots on the path of time
The morning traveller, passing gaily by,

Views with irreverent and carcless eye,— .
Till, with reverted gaze, when doomed to climb
‘With ccaseless toil adversity’s rough steep,

He marks them in the shadowy distance lie

Like radiant clouds, that o’er an April sky,

*Mid gloom and strife, in silent beauty slecp.
Scenes of departed joy,—now mourned in vain !
To which my weary fcet can ne’er return,
Farewell !—farcwell !—Alas ! how soon we learn,
Urged o’er Life’s later paths of care and pain, *
‘Where hang the shadows of the tempest stern,
That all is drear beyond Youth’s flowery plain.

SONNET. -

Ovur paths are desolate, and far epart—

Our early dreams have vanished ;—ncver more
May we together mingle as before,

Our fond, impassioned spirits. Quick tears start
As eager memorics rush upon my heart,

And rend oblivion’s veil.  E’en now the store

Of star-like spells that softly glimmered o’er

The twilight maze of youth, 2 moment dart"

Their clouded beams on Care’s reverted cye.

Alas! the promise of the past hath been

A Dbrief though dear delusion :—all things fly

My onward way, and mock the lengthening scene,—
Through Life’s dim mist thy form oft seemeth nigh,
Though lone and distant as the Night’s fair Queen.
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SONNETS—TO DEATH.
1.

Lorbp of the silent tomb ! relentless Death !
Fierce victor and destroyer of the world !
How stern thy power! The shafts of fate are hurled
By thine unerring arm ; and swift as breath
Fades from the burnished mirror,—as the wreath
Of flaky smoke from cottage hearths upcurled
Melts in ccrulean air,—as sear lcaves whirled
Along autumnal floods,—as o’er the heath
The quick birds rise and vanish,—so depart,
Nor leave a trace of their delusive light,
The meteor-dreams of man! Awhile the heart,
Of eager Folly swells—his bubbles bright
Float on the stream of time—but ah! thy dart
Soon breuks each glittering spell—and all is night !

- 1.
Insatiatc Iiend !, &t thy blood-dropping shrine,

In vain unnumbercd victims wait thy will.

The life-streams of the earth thy thirst of ill

Shall never quench, ’tili that bright morning shine
That bursts the sleep of ages. All repine

At thy dread mandates, and thy terrors thrill

The hero and the sage, though pride may still

The voice that would reveal them. Hopes divine,
Of faith and virtue born, alone may checr
Mortality’s inevitable hour.

Nor phrensied prayer, nor agonizing tear,

May check thine arm, or mitigate thy power.
Ruin’s resistless sceptre is thy dower.

Thy throne, a world—thy couch, Creation’s bier!
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TIIEALMA AND CLEARCHUS*.

Dr. Jonnson was accustomed to maintain that Pofe brought
English verse to its utmost possible perfection. He regarded the
writers of the Elizabethan period as little better than inspired
barbarians. In this respect, he was almost as great a heathen as
Voltaire himself, whose opinion of Shakspearet is a much more
powerful argument against the character of the critic’s own mind,
than against the genius of our unrivalled dramatist. The French
taste for the smart and artificial in style, introduced into England
at the Restoration, lasted much longer than any critic of that day
who had a sense of truth and nature, would have at all antl‘cipated.
But though truth and nature must at last prevail, it is wonder-
ful for how long a period the influence of fashion may keep them
in a state of complcte subjection. For a season, und under pecu-
liar circumstances, custom is a second nature, more powerful than
the first.

When we look back at the different ‘r:tugcs in the progress
of English literature, we are struck with the cxtraordinary simi-
larity of character displuyed by contemporary writers. At a
superficial view it would almost scem as if genius itsclf were pro-
duced by accidents and conventionalisms. 'Why should the poets

* TuraLMa AnD CLeArcHUs : —A PPastuial History, in smooth and easy verse.
Written long since by John Chalkiill, Esq., an acquaintant and friend of
Edmund Spenser. Londor: Prunted fo, Benj. Tooke, at the Ship in St.
Paul’s Church yurd, 1683,

t Johnson forced himself to spcak well of Shakspeare in his preface to the
Plays, but he had perhaps no real relish for the great Prince of Dramatists.
He seems n his heart to have liked Addison’s Culo better than any of Shak-
speare’sdiamas. His own Irene shows his leaning to the artificial and declama-
tory style. He speaks of the “ barbarity of the age,” in which so many men of
might, besides Shakspeare himself, shed a glory upon our literature that has
not been equalled in later times,

2 H
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of the time of Elizabeth and James be a race of giants, and those
of Anne comparatively a race of pigmies ? In“both eras, the poets
were cqually human beings, and of English origin. In the first
mentioned period, there was an extraordinary abundance of all the
higher faoulties of the mind ; in the second, there was an equally
extraordinary dearth. The richness and facility of invention, the
prodigality of fancy, the profound knowledge of human nature,
which the old dramatists displayed, seem to be utterly beyond
the reach of the intellects of later times. The former had such
an entire sympathy with the world at large, that they could afford
to forget their own identity, when pourtraying the minds and
passions of other men. Hence the truth and variety of their
dclineations. But we have since had no writer gifted with that
degree of the dramatic faculty which seemed so common an
endowment in the time of Shakspearc. Cowper has spoken of
a period when

The sacred name
Of Poet and of Prophet was the same ;

And there was this tme-fold character displayed by our good
old poet and prophet, Daniel, when, in his dedication to the
tragedy of Philotas, he thus expressed his opinion of the reign

of Elizabeth :—

And it may be, the genius of that time

Would leave to her the glory in that kind,

And that the utmost powers of English rhyme
Should be within her peaceful reign confined ;
For since that time, our songs could never thrive,
But lain as if forlorn ; though in the prime

Of this new raising season, we did strive

To bring the best we could unto the time.

The serious drama in the reign of Anne is, generally speak-
ing, beneath contempt. Even as a work of mere art, without
reference to its utter dearth of inspiration, it has very little claim
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to the respect of criticism. In the present day, through the
study of our elder dramatists, to which the nation has been
urged by a small class of original-minded critics, some struggles
have been made by several popular writers to return to the long-
deserted paths of truth and nature. But it is melancholy to
remark with what sthall success.  Our poets are almost all mere
egotists. They attempt to lift the curtain of the general human
heart, and, instead of discovering, as through a transparent
glass, the internal movements of other men, they but behold, as
in a mirror, their own self-complacent images. Thus, Lord
Byron reproduced himself perpetually, not only in his miscellane-
ous poems, but in all his dramas. He fancied he was looking into
a thousand hearts, while he was only looking into one. He dipped
his pencil in his own inflamed and feverish blood, andsthought
every other man’s was of the same colour.

No work since the time of Elizabeth may be looked upon as an
original draught from nature by the hand of genius, in which
the curtain of the human heart is lifted, and the secrets of
our inner being are disclosed as by the power of- a God. This
degree of excellence was reserved cxclusively for Shakspcare and
his nobly-gifted contemporarics. There were no such miracles
before his time, and there have becn none since. It is strange
that Nature, who is so sparing of the dramatic faculty, should
have reserved all England’s share of it, for one particular
age. Since that period, we have had highly beautiful poems
and romances in the dramatic form, but no genuine drama. In
modern tragedy we have not a single new creation. The
characters have all a hundred prototypes. They are mere outlines,
and are the hereditary property of the stage. The interest depends
not upon the minute and full development of character, but upon
the nature of the incidents. They are like the poems of Scott,
that borrow almost all their charm from the story. It is not that
the characters in modern plays are absolutely unnatural, but that

2 H2
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they are too vague and general. The consequence is that we
look more to the development of the plot than to the exhibition
of the secret springs of action and of mental or moral idiosyn-
crasies, Take away from the dramatic writer of the present day
his incidepts and plots, and you leave him poor indeed; but
we do not think so much of what happents to the persons of
Shakspeare’s drama, as of the nature of their hearts or intellects.
Their character and not their fate is most present to our minds.
Humlet is an intensely interesting personage, without any refer-
encc whatever to his position ; and equally so is Macheth, though a
being of a directly opposite nature. When we are presented with
such full length pictures of humanity as these, so distinct and
animated, we reccive an impression that can never fade but with life
itself. Did any man, woman, or child, that has been introduced
to Hamlet or Macbeth or Othello or Lear, ever happen to forget
them? Buot he who wishes to keep up his acquaintance with the
personages of the modern drama, must have a strong memory
indeed, if he docs not find it necessary to refresh it with occasional

re-perusals.
-~
They all wear out of us, like forms, with chalk
Painted on rich meu’s floors, for one feast-night.

We never look in the drama of the day for profound or original
delineations of human nature, though it is not to be denied that we
often find in it a great deal of elegant poetry, much refined thought
and noble feeling, and many striking and pathetic incidents,

It would take up too much space and time on the present
occasion, and lead us too far from the main object of this article,
to attempt the arduous task of a philosophical explanation of the
causes which have operated on the intellectual character of the
literature of diffcrent periods. Of course, human nature must
be always the same, but the development of its energies depends
upon an infinite variety of accidents.
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All that I now wish to insist upon, is a fact suggested by the
turious old volume} the title of which is on the first page of the
present paper. It has been asserted by the critics of the artificial
school, that we had neither accuracy nor harmony of verse before
the time of Waller ; and that Pope brought our versifigation to a
state of excellence, which it would be impossible to surpass. Now,
if we even put aside all reference to the elder dramatists, and
confine ourselves to the miscellaneous poets, it might easily be
shown (unless one unvaried tone he harmony) that Waller and
Pope were greatly inferior, as mere versifiers, to the author of
the Fairy Queen, and perhaps even his obscure ** acquaintant and
Jriend,”” John Chalkhill. 'We might, if necessary, go so far back
as old Chaucer, whose verse, when rightly read, has a fluency, a
sweetness, and a variecty of modulation, that put to sifame the
sing-song of the French school—

¢ That creaking lyre,
That whetstone of the teeth, monotony in wire.”
Mr. Tyrwhitt has shown that Chaucer’s versification, whenever
his genuine text is preserved, was uniformly correct, although the
harmony of his lines has, in many insidnces, been lost by the
changes that have taken place in the mode of accenting our
language. Chaucer was the inventor of the ten syllable or heroic
verse to which Pope was so partial, and of which its original
inventor left specimens, that Dryden despaired of improving.

That a very favourable change has come over the spirit of our
poetical literature since the time of Annc, must be sufficiently
obvious to the most casual observer ; and that this change is to be
attributed partly to the weariness and disgust occasioned by the vast
flocks of rhyming parrots, who have given us perpctual repetitions
of the easily echoed verse of Pope, and partly to the attention
that has been recalled to our clder writers, will hardly be disputed :
but it is perhaps not so generally understood that many even of

our miscellaneous poets, who pretend to originality of style, have
(4
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only given up one object of imitation for amother. The free
heroic couplet, with its variety of pause, of stich writers as Leigh
Hunt, Keats, Shelleyr and Barry Cornwall, which many people
seem to look upon as a novelty, is several hundred years old. In
reading the poem of Thealma and Clearchus, if it were printed with
new tvpe, on fine hot pressed paper, with the spelling modernized,
we might casily fancy ourselves turning over the pages of the
author of Rimini. Tt is not only the metre, but the entire spirit
and manner of the old writers to which our modern poets have
returned. Readers do not now look for only wit and good sense
in a composition that aims at the dignity of poetry—these qualities
do well enough for a prose essay; but in a poem, the fire of
imagination is regarded as an essential ingredient. The genuine
lovers of our poetical literature can never be sufficiently grateful
to the two Wartons, who (thc one by his excellent Essay on the
Genius and Writings of Pope, and the other by his History of
English Poetry), expedited that revolntion in taste, which has
made all men acknowledge the superiority in point of poetical
merit of descriptions of nature, human and external, to smart
satircs and witty allusions to fashionable life. Their own poems
did something towards bringing nature once more into vogue ;
but it was Thomson, Burns, and Cowper, who were the most
influential leaders in this happy introduction of a nobler poetical
system. If Dryden had possessed a larger share of fancy and
feeling, his great superiority over Pope, in the range and energy
of his mind, might have cffectually prevented the latter from
exercising so pernicious an influence on the public taste. But
Dryden soon ceased to be a very popular poet, and the world
becoming too nice to relish his rough strength, were satisfied with
no verses that had not something of the polish and tone of his
successor. Critics do not quarrel with Pope, because he is too
harmonious and accurate, but becanse his harmony is too mono-
tonous, and his accuracy, on which so much stress is laid by his
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admirers, is confined to matters of comparatively slight import-
ance. It is true that he is more uniformly smootk than Shak-
speare himself, but bis music is less varied and delightful ; he is
more uniformly corrcet in diction and metre, but his descriptions
of external nature and the heart of man, besides being more slight
and limited, are incomparably less accurate than those of our
Prince of Dramatists. Even his accuracy of rhyme and grammar
is grossly overrated: his works abound in flagrant violations of
both. Lest, however, the reader should think that I mean to
allow him no kind of merit, I may as well explain what I really
think of him. I agrec with those who place him at the head of
the second order of poets; those in the first order being Chaucer,
Spenser, Shakspeare, and Milton. No writer ever condensed so
much good sense into so narrow a compass. Condensi#ion and
perspicuity are amongst his most conspicuous merits. He was
not, however, without fancy and feeling. Far from it. He had
greatly more of both than his predecessor Dryden. There is a
brilliant display of the first quality in his Rape of the Lock, and a
pleasing spccimen of the latter in his Alelard and KEloisa. But
mere fancy will not make a poet of the very first order. Imagina-
tion, with which Pope was but sparingly ¢ndowed, i= what is
most required in the loftier efforts of the Muse. His pathos is
not of a very powerful nature. It gently wins our sympathy,
but I doubt if it ever wrung a tear from readers the most
accustomed to the melting mood. It is said that the original
letters of Abelard and Eloisa arc far more pathetic than the poem.
1 believe all modern critics of any eminence have agreed to place
Pope, as I have done, the first in the second rank, which, if
rightly considered, is a highly honorable position. He who
doubts this, should cast his eye over our list of poets, and observe
how many great names are below him, und how few above.

Of the personal history of John Chalkhill, the author of
Thealma aud Clearchus, our knowledge is slight indeed. It is
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in vain to turn over the pages even of poetical antiquaries to
discover any information concerning a wrker who has little
deserved to fall into such oblivion. In the tenth volume of
the Censura Literaria, a work in which so many long forgotten
writers haye been revived, there are just five lines devoted to our
author. This little paragraph contains nothing that was not
perfectly well known betore.  In old Izaac Walton’s Complete
Angler, two of Chalkhill’s songs are introduced : Doctor John-
son translated a part of one of these into Latin. The translation
is preserved in Murphy’s edition of Johnson’s works. Neither
Ellis, Warton, nor Hcadley make any allusion to Chalkhill.
Ritson mentions him, but adds nothing, to our scanty knowledge,
of the poet or his works. T am not certain whether any of the
biographies of Spenser contain an allusion to his * acquaintant
and friend.” I suspect not. It is to Le regretted that Spenser
has devoted no generous line to the fame of his brother poet: a
great and popular writer may preserve the literary life of his

associates by a single potent word, and bid

S heir little barks attendant sail,
Pursue his triumph, and partake the gale.

Mrs. Cooper, in the Muses’ Library, published in 1741, Dr.
Drake, in his Shakespeare and his Times, and Mr. Campbell, in
his Specimens of the British Poets, are the only authors who have
made any quotations from Chalkhill. Mr. Campbell doecs not
give a specimen m the body of his selections; but in the first
volume (printed last), containing his Essay on English Poetry,
he apologizes for the omission as an accidental oversight. 1 am
almost uncharitable enough to suspect, that it was not an over-
sight, but an ignorance en the part of the compiler, subsequently
enlightened, that was the real cause of our fine old pastoral
writer having failed to obtain an admission into that long rank
of poets, in which so many meaner men have an honorable and
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conspicuous place. Neither Anderson nor Chalmers make any
mention of him*. ¥t is to honest Izanc Walton that the world is
indebted for the preservation of the Poem of Thealma and Clear-
ckus. Our poet formed a kind of personal link between the old
angler and the author of The Faery Queen. Chalkhill shook
hands with Spenser, and Walton with Chalkhill. It was in his
ninetieth year (the last of his life), that Walton published the
poem of his friend, to which he affixed an affectionate preface.
The pastoral character of this work must have been highly
congenial to the taste of one who wrote so fine a prose-poem of
a rural nature, as the Complete Angler. Chalkhill’s poem was
published only three or four years after the author’s death, but
had been written long before. The only information that Walton
gives us of his friend, is in the following paragraph, wish which

he concludes his preface :—

¢ 1 have this truth to say of the author, that he was in his time a man,
generally known, and well beloved ; for he was humble and obliging in
his bghaviour, a gentleman, a scholar, very innocent and prudent: and
indeed his whole life was vseful, quiet, and virtuous, God send the story

may meet with, or make, all readers like him.”
.

Chalkhill’s two songs, given in the Complete Angler, are in praise
of fishing; and it is probable that he shared with his old friend
‘Walton, in the love and practice of an amusement that none but
a patient and tranquil-minded man can thoroughly enjoy. Leigh
Hunt, in his Indicator, is rather severe upon this sport; and
though he does not exactly agree with the old joke, attributed
sometimes to Swift and sometimes to Doctor Johnson, that it is
“ a stick and a string, with a fly at one end and a fool at the
other,” he insists upon it that it is a very cruel and censurable
pleasure. He erroneously ascribes one of Chalkhill’s songs to

* Since this article was written I have read a notice of Chalkhill in the
Retrospective Review.

21
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‘Walton, and ridicules and reproves the patriarch of anglers for
the sentiment in one of the stanzas which concludes as follows :
¢ Other joys
Are but toys,
And to be lamented.”

Leigh Hunt ought to have allowed for some little extravagance
in a laudatory lyric upon the writer’s favorite amusement. The
name of John Chalkhill is affixed to the song, and yet a critic
like Leigh Hunt gives the authorship to another :—this is fame.
I had nearly forgotten to mention, that Mr. Singer is said to have
given the public a reprint of Thealma and Clearchus, but I have never
met with it, and perbaps the poem is, at this day, almost as good
as manuscript. 'Walton’s old edition of the book fell into my hands
but a fgw days ago, and it is the first copy I ever saw. Asitis
not very likely that many of my rcaders have been equally fortu-
nate, I trust they will not be displcased to have some account of
it, and a few characteristic extracts. It may be regarded as a
remarkable indication of the obscurity of the author, that Mr.
Singer in his reprint of the work, is said to have thrown out a con-
jecture, that, as Walto;n had been silent upon the life of his friend
Chalkhill, he might be altogether a fictitious personage, and be
only a pseudonyme for Walton himself*. Rennie, in his new
edition of the Complete Angler, laughs at this conjecture ; and, to
convince us that it is quite unreasonable, informs us, that the
tomb-stone of John Chalkhill is still to be seen in Winchester
Cathedral, where Walton himself was buried. But the epitaph is
given by Warton in his History of Winchester, and from this it
appears, by a comparison of dates, that the John Chalkhill, who
lies in his last sleep, in Winchester Cathedral, could not have
been the “ friend and acquaintant” of Spenser. The tomb-stone
tells us, that it covers the remains of one who died in the year
1679, aged eighty years. He was therefore born in 1599,

* The Critic in the Retrospective Review is of the same opinion.
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the year after Spenser’s death. This somewhat perplexes us in
our speculations regarding the history of our author; but it is
difficult to believe that honest Izaac Walton would have put forth
a poem under a feigned name, and have attempted to deceive
mankind in his venerable old age, when he was probably prepar-
ing himself for another world. There was too much simplicity
and truth in his character, to have enabled him to reconcile
his conscience to an act of this nature. The fervid commenda-
tion, moral and critical, which he has lavished on the author,
he never could have bestowed upon himself. But the office
of paying a tribute to the memory, and preserving the literary
remains of a friend, was an occupation in exact keeping with
his character. It was a sucred duty, and the manner in which
he has performed it, adds considerably to our respect for the name
of Walton. It is certainly, however, to be regretted that, while
paying an ardent tribute to the character of the author, he was
not a little more explicit in the details of his personal history.
The poem of Thealma and Clearchus, though left unfinished by
the author, extends to considerably more than three thousand
lines. Of the story, which is very intricite, I shall not take the
trouble to offer a complete analysis. It will be necessary, how-
ever, to explain as much of it as will render the extracts intelligi-
ble. The scene is laid in Arcadia. The actors are princes and
princesses, and other personages of distinction, who have been
induced, by various circumstances, to conceal their real characters,
and beguile their sorrows in a pastoral life. The design is suffici-
ently fantastic, but the execution is often exquisitely natural. The
poem opens with Thcalma, at once a princess and a shepherdess,
leading forth her “ tender ewes,” early in the morning, just as the
sun begins to gild the tops of the mountains. Her soul is
darkened with melancholy thoughts, on account of the absent
Clearchus, whom she supposes to be dead. The cheerfulness of
morning sheds no light upon her despondent spirit. But let the
212
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poet himself describe her state in his own harmonious num-
bers :—

The airy choir salute the welcome day,

And with new carols sing their cares away ;

Yet move not her: she minds not what she hears :
‘Their sweeter accents grate her tender ears,

That relish nought but sadness : joy and she

Were not so well acquainted : one might see

E’en in her very looks a stock of sorrow

So much improved, 'twould prove despair to-morrow.

Here follows a description of a river, on the banks of which she
seated herself, to indulge, at leisure, her tender sadness :—

Down in a valley ’twixt two rising hills,

From whence the dew in silver drops distils

To enrich the lowly plain, a river ran,

Hight Cygnus, (as some think from Lzeda’s Swan
That there frequented ;) gently on it glides,

And makes indentures in her crooked sides,

And with her silent murmurs, rocks asleep

Her watery inmates : 'twas not very deep,

But clear as that Narcissus looked in, when

His self-love inade him cease to live with men.

In the following pagsage, the allusion to Collin is evidently a
compliment to Spenser :

Close by the river, was a thick-leav’d grove,
Where swuins of old sang stories of their love ;
But unfrequented now since Collin died,
Collin that king of shepherds, and the pride
Of all Arcadiu.

At noon, her servant, Caretta, brings a pastoral refection of
curds, creams, and cheesecake. The faithful and affectionate
domestic tries very hard to persuade her mistress to partake of
these dainties. For a long time, her arguments and entreaties
are without effect. At last, the poor girl hits upon the right
string, by pressing the attention of her mistress to the fact
that the fate of Clearchus was not clearly ascertained, and that it
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was quite possible that fate had sent some lucky hand to save
him in an extremity of danger; for Thealma herself had been
snatched from a watery grave in which many of her friends
supposed her still immured. There is a touch of genuine nature
in the manner in which this consolatory suggestjon breaks
through T%ealma’s troubled thoughts, like a sudden light between
shifting clouds.

Theulma, all this while with serious eye,

Ey’d the poor wench, unwilling to reply ;

For in her looks she read some true presage,
That gave her comfort, and somewhat assuage
The fury of her passions ; with desire

Her ears suck’d in her speech, to quench her fire :
She could have heard her speak an age, sweet soul,
So pretty loud she chid her, and condole

With her in her misfortunes. O, said she,

What wisdom dwells in plain simplicity !

Prithee (my dear Carette) why dost cry ?

I am not angry ; good girl, dry thine eye,

Or 1 shall turn child too.

She then consents to partake of her servant’s pastoral delica-
cies, if she will only promise to be merry. This change in her
mistress, for a moment, overwhelms Caretta with conflicting

emotions of grief and joy.

Still Caretta wept,
Sorrow and gladness such a struggling kept
Within her for the mastery : at the length
Joy overcame, and speech recovered strength.

‘While the mistress and her maid are thus occupied in an inter-
change of kind expressions, they are startled by the sudden
appearance of a boar pursued by a huntsman ; and as the chace
is described with great force and freshness, I shall lay the entire
passage before the reader. The passages in italics are highly
graphic.
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A fell boar
Rush’d from the wood, enrag’d by a deep gound
Some huntsman gave him : up ke ploughs the ground,
And whetting of his tusks, about "gan roam,
Champing his venom’s moisture into_foam.
Thealma and her maid, half dead with fear,
Cr;"d out for help : their cry soon reacht his ear,
And he came snuffling tow’rd them : still they cry,
And fear gave wings unto them as they fly.
The sheep ran bleating o’er the pleasant plain,
And airy Echo answers them again ;
Redoubling of their cries to fetch in aid,
Whilst to the wood the fearful virgins made,
Where a new fear assay'd them : ’twas their hap
To meet the boar’s pursuer in the gap
With his sword druwn, and all besmear’d with gore,
Which made their case more desp’rate than before,
As they imagin'd ; yet so well as fear
And doubt would let them, as the man drew near
They implor'd his help : he minds them not, but spying
The chaséd boar in a thick puddle lying,
Tow’rds him he makes ; the boar was soon aware,
dnd with an hideous noise sucks in the uir.
Upon his guard he stands, his tusks new whets,
And up on end his grisly bristles sets.
His wary foe went traversing his ground,
Spying out where was best to give a wound.
And now Thealma’s fears afresh began
To seize on her; her care’s now for the man,
Lest the adventurous youth should get some hurt,
Or die untimely : up th’ boer flings the dirt,
Dy’d crimson with his blood ; his foe at length
Watching his time, and doubling of his strength,
Gave him a wound so deep, it let out life,
And set a bloody period to their strife.

The huntsman turns out to be Thealma’s brother, Prince 4nazus,
who had supposed his sister dead. They recognize each other
with delight, and go together to Thealma’s cottage. The shadows
of night now fell upon the fields, and all Arcadia was at rest, ex-
cept the fisherman Rhofus, who was yet at sea. By the light of the
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moon he espied a frigate that he discovered to have comé from
Lemnos. The master of the ship hailed the fisherman, and, after
dropping an anchor, invited him on board. He at once obeyed
the call, and found all the passengers with such an air of sadness
in their countenances as indicated that some misfortune had
befallen them. The most conspicuous of them, a grave old lord
who went by the name of Cleor, questioned the honest fisher as
to the news of Arcadia. Rhotus, on this, gives a description of this
paradise of the poets, as it was in the age of gold, to which
unhappily the age of irun had succeeded.

This description, which is too long to quote, reminds me of some
passages in Sidney’s pastoral romance. 'Who would not wish to
live in such an age and country, as Sidney and Chalkhill have
described, and have inscribed upon his monument (as on ¢he tomb
in the picturc of Poussin), “ I aLso was an Arcadian !”

“ Would I had fallen upon those happy days,
That poets celebrate ; those golden times,
And those Areadian scenes, that Maro sings,
And Siduey, warbler of poetic prose.” )
4 Cowper.

‘We cannot but marvel at the cold severity of Godwin’s judgment
when he confessed that, in perusing Sir Philip Sidney’s Arcadia,
the thought occurred to him that our ancestors who admired
it, must have had a blood that crept but feebly in their veins, and
that they were yet only half awaked from the stupidity of the
savage state. They had indeed no taste for the convulsive con-
tortions and melodramatic horrcrs that we look for in the
modern Muse ; but such fresh and faithful and Claude-like repre-
sentations of external nature and rural objects as abound in
Sidney’s prose and in Spenser’g verse, and impart a feeling of the
open air, were congenial to their healthier imaginations. Lord
Orford, too, in his * Royal and Noble Authors,” has told us that
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the Arcadia is * tedious, lamentable, and pedantic*.” It is said,
however, that it gave delight to Shakspeare, and even in a
later day to Milton; and tkeir admiration is a tolerable set-off
against the sneers of modern critics. It might have been sup-
posed, as I think Hazlitt has observed, that the single pastoral
image of the shepherd boy piping as though he should never be old,
would have saved it from the contempt of every reader who has
himself any share of imagination. It is true that the style is
occasionally quaint and prolix, and the sentiments affected and
fantastic ; but the strange or unsightly foliage of some few trees
of this Arcadian Orchard do not render less delightful the ripe
and precious fruits that abound beneath it and the general beauty
of the scene.

But et us return to the poem. Both Rhotus and Cleon
are subsequently discovered to be noblemen of high character,
who had been persecuted by the government ;—the latter had
been banished. It is not at all necessary to enter into the
minute details of their adventures. To confess the truth, the
whole story of‘the poem is a little tedious, and there are so many
plots within plots, an& the main thread is so intricately inter-
woven with the general texture, that nothing but the exquisite
truth and simplicity of the descriptions, and the sweetness and
variety of the verse, could make so long and involved a narrative
at all supportable. On this account I shall not weary the reader
or myself, with following up the progress of the story, but
select such detached passages as will show the author’s genius to

* Sir William Temple, in his Essay on Poetry, has paid a glowing tribute to
the merits of the Arcadia. ¢ The true spirit or vein of ancient poetry,” says he,
*“in this kind,” (prose romance, a kind of poetry in prose) ‘ seems most to shine
in Sir Philip Sidney, whom I esteem both the greatest poet, and the noblest
genius of any that have left writinzs hehind them, and published in ours or any
other modern language ; a person born cdpable, not only of forming the great-
eat ideas, but of leaving the noblest examples, if the length of his life had been
equal to the excellence of his wit and virtues.”
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the best advantage. The following description of the Temple of
Diana, is a picture s highly finished as any thing in modern art.

Within a little silent grove hard by

Upon a small ascent, he might espy

A stately chapel, richly gilt without,

Beset with’shady sycamores about :

And ever and anon he might well hear

A sound of musick steal in at his ear

As the wind gave it being : so sweet an air
Would strike a syren mute and ravish her.

He sees no crenture that might cause the same,
But he was sure that from the grove it came.

And to the grove he goes to satisfy

The curinsity of ear and eye.

Thoréugh the thick leav’d boughs he makes a way,
Nor could the scratching brambles make him stay ; ©
But on he rushes, and climbs up the hill,
Thérough a glade he saw, and heard his fill.

A hundred virgins there he might espy

Prostrate before a marble deity :

Which by its portratture anppear’d to be

The image of biaxa: on their knee

They tender’d their devotions : with sweet airs,
Off’ring the mcense of their praise and prayers.
Their garments all alike ;

And cross their snowy silken robes, they wore

An azure scarf, with stars embroidered o’er.

Their hair in curious tresses was knit up,

Crown’d with a silver crescent on the top.

A silver bow their left hand held, their right

For their defence, held a sharp-headed flight
Drawn from their broidered quiver, neatly tied

In silken cords, and fastened to their side.

Under their vestments something short before
‘White buskins lac’d with ribbaunding they wore.
It was a catching sight for a young eye

That Love had fir'd before ; he might espy

One, whom the rest had sphere-like circled round,
Whose head was with a golden chaplet crown’d.
He could not see her face, only his ear

Was blest with the sweet words that came from her.

2 x
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‘Who would suppose, from the style of this beautiful passage,
that it had been written upwards of three centuries ago? Dr.
Johnson knew very little of our old English poetry, or he would
never have so egregiously overrated the improvements of the
moderns. It is wonderful how slight a change has been effected
in our language in so long a period as three hundred years.
There is nothing in the lines just quoted to indicate their anti-
quity. There is a greater number of old phrases in some of our
living poets than in the page of Chalkhill. Though we dislike
the incongruous mixture of archaisms and neologisms which
deform the productions of too many of the poets of the present
day, we obscrve with great delight that the study of our elder
writers has led to the introduction of a fresher style of descrip-
tion and a more varied music of verse than the public were
accustomed to a few ycars ago.

The following description of the situation of the cell of the
witch Orandra would have been worthy of Spenser himseclf ;

Down in a gloomy valley thick with shade
Which twe aspiring hanging rocks had made,
That shut out day, and barr'd the glorious sun
From prying into th’ actiéns there done;
Set full of box, and cypress, poplar, yew,
And hateful elder that in thickets grew,
Amongst whose boughs the screech-owl and night-crow
Sadly recount their prophecics of woe,
Where leather-wingéd bats, that hate the light,
Fan the thick air, more sooty than the night.
The ground o'er-grown with weeds, and bushy shrubs,
Where milky hedgehogs nurse their prickly cubs :
And here und there a mandrake grows, that strikes
The hearers dead with their loud fatal shrieks ;
Under whose spreading leaves the ugly toad,
The adder, and the snake make their abode :
Here dwelt Orandra.
Then follows a very striking description of the cell itself.

Ier cell was hewn out in the marble rock,
By more thun human art; she need not knock,
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The door stood always open, large and wide,
Grown o’er with woolly moss on either side,
And interwove with ivie's flatt’ring twines,

Thro’ which the carbuncle and di'mond shines;
Not set by art, but there by Nature sown

At the world's birth, so star-like bright they shone.
They serv'd instead of tapers to give light

To the dark enfry, where perpetual Night,

Friend to black deeds, and sire of ignorance,

Shuts out all knowledge ; lest her eye by chance
Might bring to light her follies : in they went.

The ground was strow’d with flowers, whose sweet scent,
Mixt with the choice perfumes from Indic brought,
Intoxicates his brain, and quickly caught

is credulous sense ; the walls were gilt and set
With precious stones, and all the roof was fret
‘With a gold vine, whose straggling branches spread
All o'er the arch ; the swelling grapes were red ;
This art had made of rubses cluster’d so,

To the quick’st eye they more than seem’d to grow.
About the walls lascivious pictures hung,

Such as whereof loose Ovid sometimes sung.

The portrait of the witch herseclf, though powerfully drawn, is
rather too disgusting in some of its details, to permit of my trans-
ferring it to these pages, as my sole object is to give pleasure
to the reader. The following description of King Aleris (who
turns out to be Clearchus), under the alternate influence of
opposite emotions, is highly poctical and picturesque. The
metre is singularly harmonious. It is a pity that the beauty of
this little passage is somewhat marred by the word dropsy in the
first line.

Now a fair day, anon a dropsy cloud

Puts out the sun, and, in & sable shroud,

The day seems buried ; when the clouds are o'er,
The glorious snn shines brighter than before :

But long it lasts not; so Alexis far'd :

His sun-like mujesty was not impair’d

So much by sorrow, but that now and then

It would break forth into a smile again.

2k 2
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In this beautiful old pastoral, a reader unacquainted with our
elder English poets might find many lines that he would regard
as strangely irregular and inharmonious. The very same pas-
sages, however, would seem perfectly smooth and accurate to an
ear accustgmed to our ancient pronunciation. In the following
lines, for example, readers who have confined their poetical
studies to modern verse, would feel themselves disappointed of
the legitimate quantity of syllables.

But she, being unwilling to be known,
Answered his quere with this question.

And all the passengers, save u young man,
That fortune 1escued from the ocein.

A hot spurred youth hight Hylas, such a one,

As pride had fitied for commoudn.
.

But a very superficial acquaintance with our elder poets would
prevent a reader from falling into a mistake of this nature.
A great number of such words as patience, partial, nation, &c. &e.
that are now inelegantly shortened into two sounds, were inva-
riably resolved.into their component syllables by all our poets
until about the middle of the sixteenth century. Mr. Gifford,
in his edition of Massinger, speaks of this peculiarity of accent
as more characteristic of that writer than of his cotemporaries ;
but on this point he is undoubtedly mistaken. It was not a cha-
racteristic of any individual writer : it was the universal practice
of the age. Tvery reader of Shakspeare, Ben Jonson, Beaumont
and Fletcher, Ford and Marlowe, is aware that it is almost
impossible to light on a single page of their productions in which
they have not uscd such words as have been alluded to with a
distinct trisyllubic round. They frequently gave by this means
a fluency and - weetness to their verse, of which the moderns have
been deprived by the change in our pronunciation. The dactyle
nasheén, (mation) is surely a richer and more pleasing sound,
especially in a line of verse, than when cut down into the misera-
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ble modern trochee, nashun. The former has a tremulous vibra-
tion of tone that often gives an incxpressible charm to the music
of the line in which it may occur. I envy not that reader’s
ear who can prefer the heavy, monotonous march of our modern
verse to the lighter and less regular, but more natural movement
of our ancient mqtres. Shenstonc has remarked, with that
delicacy of taste for which he was so much distinguished, that
there is a great beauty in the judicious use of dactyles in English
heroic verse. He thought that Pope introduced it far too
sparingly, and quotes from the “ Windsor Forest” the second line
of the following couplet, as an instance of its agrecable cffect.

Swift trouts diversified with crimson staios,

Aund pikes, the tyrants of the walery pluins.

Shenstone justly observes (though not perhaps pr(:cisely in
these words, for I quote from memory) that the substitution of a
trochee, such as thc word liguid, would utterly destroy the
finer harmony of the line. It would be easy to multiply examples
in support of Shenstone’s criticism, but [ shall content mysclf
with adding the following from the Rape of the .I wek.”

QOur humbler province is to tend the fair,
Not a less pleasing though less glorious care.

Though our modern poets have already destroyed so many
beautiful dactyles, it will be long, I hope, before they turn the
noble word glorious into glorus !

Besides the defects in the versification of Chall:hill that I have
shown to be apparent and not real, there are a few peculiarities
that are not to be defended with equal casc. I allude to the
occasional inaccuracies of his rhyme. Bat if Chalkhill has some-
times deformed his verses with extremely imperfect rhymes, he is
kept in countenance not only by the best writers of his time, but by
one of the most correct of modern versifiers—namely, Pope himself.
He who on the advice of Walsh, ¢ the Muse’s judge and friend,”
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devoted his chief energies to the task of surpassing all his pre-
decessors in point of accuracy, did not scrtple to make use of
such rhymes as thought fault—draught thought—skull fool—turn
born—imbrued blood—fiend friend—speak take—debate that—join
line—compelling Helen—fellow prunnells, and innumerable others
of the same nature. [ do not place any stress upon such trivial
matters, but there are critics who would condemn in other
poets what may pass unnoticed in the works of their own idol.
Pope has himself observed, that poetry is an especially uscful
study to a foreigner desirous of speaking the language in which
it may be written with accuracy and grace.

What will a child learn sooner than a song ?

What better teach a foreigner the tongue ?
.

No Englishman, however, who has an car or judgment of his own,
could listen with gravity or patience to the sound of such words
as we have just quoted from Pope, if they were enunciated in
exact correspondence to the rhyme. Poor Kirke White’s first
volume of poems, which he had sent to the editor of the Monthly
Review, with such feveyish anxicty, was condemned by the savage
and senseless Aristarchus, because boy and sky were used as cor-
responding terminations ; and yet the same profound and impartial
critic had doubtless seen rhymes greatly more impcrfect in the
works of Pope, without questioning for a moment that author’s
genius. It would be absurd, indeed, to judge of a poet’s merits
exclusively by his accuracy as a rhymester ; but when an author’s
“ absolute faultlessness”* (an expression applied by Lord Byron
to the works of Pope) is too positively and frequently insisted
upon, the attention of more sober critics is forced towards errors
that would otherwise have escaped them entirely, or have been

What does even Pope himself say on this point ?
¢ Whoever thinks a faultless piece to sce,
Thinks what ne'er was, nor is, nor €’er shall be.”
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regarded with indifference. A humourous poem might be written
by a punster, like eHood, upon the imperfect rhymes of Pope
—such as, groves loves (loaves),—waste past (paste),—carc
shear (share),—take speak (spake),—wear star (stare or stair),—
alone fown (tone),—desert heart (hurt),—frost coas{ (cost),—
adores powers (pores or pours),—joy tye (toy),—trod showed
(shod),—track take (lack),—join line (loin),—worn turn (lorn),
~—song tongue (tong),—extreme phlegm (phleme),—come doom
(dumb),—food flood (flued),—pour shower (shore), or shower
pour (power),—flood stood (stud),—bound wound [a hurt],
wound [bandaged],—compare war (wear or were),—strcams
Thames (themes),—rest least (lest),—strow bough (bow [bo]),—
suffice prize (price),—adores powers (pores or pours),—fool skull
(school), &c. &c. &c. The above rhymes are taken faithfully
from the pages of Pope, and without going through a very large
portion of his productions.

Hazlitt has remarked, that Steele (in the Tatler) was the
first writer, who used the autithetical style and verbal paradoxes
which Burke was so fond of, in which the adjective is in secming
opposition to the substantive, as ‘* dignified obedience,” * proud
submission,” &c. &c. But this was not the case. The poem
before us has scveral examples of them. In the first two or
three pages we have ** cruel fortunate,” * dumb eloquence,”” * silent
There are some curious illustrations also of

murmurs,” &e. &e.
Pope’s favorite rule of making the sound an echo to the sense.

Here is an instance.

He had a man-like look, and sparkling eye,

A front whercon sate such a majesty,

As awed all his beholders ; his long hair

After the Grecian fashion, without care

Hung down lovsely on his shoulders, black as jet.

This description reminds me of Hamlet’s remarks upon his

father's picture.
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See, what a grace was seated on this brow :
Hyperion curls ; the front of Jove himse]t;
An eye like Mars to threaten and command, &e.

There are many other passages that recal the great dramatic
poet.

3
Thy cruel augury ¢
WWounds me at heart ; can thy art cure that wound ?
Sylvunus? No, no medicine can be found
In human skill to cure that tender part.
When the soul’s pained, it finds no help of art.

This must bring to the reader’s recollection a sentiment in
Macbeth.

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseased ? &c.

There'is a passage in Lear, not unlike the following :

But how he might secure his Floiimel,
That thought most troubled him ; he knew full well
She was the white was aimed at.
Thealma and Clearchus.

Sce better, Lear : and let me still remain
The true blunj; of thine eye. King Lear.

The commentators explain that the word blank here is a term
borrowed from archery; the white of a target is that part of it
which the arrow is chicfly aimed at. The same expression is used
in the Taming of the Sirew. The following lines are very similar
to a passage in Shakspcare.

At the sight
She frowned upon him, and with angry look,
A title that but ill became the book
Wherein her milder thoughts were writ.

The passage I allude to is the following, which occurs in the
seegnd part of Henry THE FourTH.

e

NI

- Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title leaf,
Foretells the nature of a tragic volume.
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The poem of Thealma and Clearchus breaks off very abruptly,
and I shall follow 'its example by bringing this article to.an
immediate close. At the end of the fragment (for such it is,
though a very long one) honest Izaac Walton, with the quaint-
ness and simplicity in keeping with his character, appends the

following note : .

“ And here the author died, and I hope the reader will be sorry.”

SONG.

Tur sun is up—but feebly still
He throws his yellow beam ;

The gray mist shrouds the distant hill,
And floats along the stream.

The fluttering lark hangs on the air,
And pours his matin lay,

While Mirth and rosy Health repair
To grect the rising day.

The forest branches slowly wave
‘Where sport the zephyrs coy,
And Echo, from her hollow cave,

Repeats each note of joy.

The light airs cool my fevered brow,
And pain and care depart,
For Nature’s holy radiance now
Hath flashed upon my heart !
2L



THE SEASONS OF LIFE,

1. ‘
Couwp beauty’s early bloom return, and boyhood’s voice of mirth,
Like floral hues and songs of birds when Spring revives the earth ;
Though forms should fade—and hearts grow cold—and life’s fair
flowers decay,
*Twere sweet to know that wintry spell ere long might pass away !
1.
But when life’s fleeting scasons fail, they leave the soul forlorn ;
E’en Hope is silent at their close, of all her magic shorn ;
Her brief successive lights but lead the pilgrim to his doom—
The cold and dreamless sleep of death—the dungeon of the tomb.
Com
The green earth glitters in the sun—the skylark bathes in light—
Rich odours float upon the breeze from vernal blossoms bright—
A busy hum of insect joy the cheerful valley fills,
And wandering Echo’s shout is heard, like laughter, in the hills !
v, :
Such sights and sounds and charms we leave, and, dearer far
than all,
The faces that we loved in yonth—the tones that yet enthra! ;—
Oh! when the thought of that dark hour o’ershades each bliss
below,
How quails the horror-stricken heart—how voiceless is the woe !
v.
Yet when the solemn mandate comes that bids the doomed prepare,
To change for death’s dark stifling cell the free and pleasant ai;,
Can no sweet sound the prisoner cheer—no hope-rekindling ray ?
Ab, yes !—the voice that frees the soul—the light of endless day !
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Without ;;ood company, indeed, all daintics
Lose their tiue rehsh, and, like painted grapes,

Are only seen, not tasted.
Massinger.

By the use of the tongue, God hath distinguished us from beasts ; and by
the well orill using it we are distinguished from one another; and therefore
though silence be innocent as death, harmless as a rose’s breath to a listant
pas-enger, yet, it is rather the state of death than life : and therefoie wien the
Lgyptians sacrificed to Harpocrates, their God of silence, in the midst f their
rites they cried out, “The tonguc is an angel; good or bad, that is as t hap-
pens.”

Jeremy Taylor.
< CONVRRSATION,” says Seneca, * forms a large portion of the
comfort of human life.”” This commendation, howcver, is not to
be applied to ordinary discourse. ‘* The best conversation,” says
the same moralist, * that wc can cver have, is with philosophers ;
I mecan such as teach matter, not words; that preach up to us
The ancicnts

nccessary things, and engage us to practise® them.’
appear to have turned conversation to nobler purposes than the
moderns ; for not posscssing those ready means of circulating
knowledge through the mcedium of printed books and papers,
which have been rendered so cffective in the present age, they
were compelled to trust for much of their fame and influence to
oral communications. The original mode of multiplying manu-
scripts was tedious and unsatisfactory, compared to the admirable
process by which thought is now circulated with an almost
electrical rapidity through all quarters of the globe. A man of
superior sense and genius, unable to do justice to his own talents
in social intercourse, may now console himself with the assurance
that he has other and more powerful means of pouring out his
soul, and of arousing the sympathy and attention of his fellow-

2L 2
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creatures. If the impression produced by his printed labours be
less vivid and immediate than the effect of ‘graceful and impas-
sioned conversation, it is at all events far more perinanent and
extensive. Men of genius, who are conscious of their influence
as authors, are often indifferent to the honours and advantages of
colloquial cloquence, and indeed are too apt to associate their
ideas of wisdom and ability with bouks alone. Confined to their
silent cells they look not abroad upon the living world, but upon
the world of letters; and in proportion to thcir recal ignorance of
life is their contempt for the general mass of their fellow-men.
Those writers who have taken a more enlarged and philosophical
view of human nature, have acknowledged the innumerable bene-
fits to be derived from a frce and cordial personal intercourse
with sotiety. The eccentricity, the dogmatism, the self-conceit
and the visionary character of the hterary recluse, would be
greatly checked by an interchange of sentiments and opinions
with men of less genius, but greater knowledge of life and of
mankind. He would see subjccts, which he had been accustomed
to study from<“onc point only, in an infinite variety of lighfs, and
his mind would be stirred by fresh ideas and new suggestions.
The learned and judicious Locke did not scorn the opinions of
men in common life, and well knew the good that was to be
gathered from a variety of counsel. The vulgar saying, that two
heads are more than equal to onc, is full of truth. * Wec see”
(says the great writer just mentioned) ‘“but in part, and there-
fore it is no wonder we conclude not right from our partial
views. This might instruct the proudest estcemer of his own
parts, how useful {t is to talk and consult with others, even such
as come short of him in capacity, quickness and penetration ; for
since no one sees all, and we generally have different prospects
of the same thing according to our different positions, it is not
incongruous to think, nor beneath any man to try, whether
another may not have notions of things which have escaped him,
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and which his reason would make use of if it came into his
mind.” Many of 'the wild absurdities in which theorists and
metaphysicians have occasionally indulged, would probably have
never found their way into print if they had been previously well
canvassed in conversation. It is wonderful how much more
plain good sense is.diffused throughout society than is gencrally
supposed. Therc is no opinion, however extravagant and ridicu-
lous, which has not been countenanced and supported by some
individual author, who would perhaps have been ashamed of
its advocacy had it been frcely discussed in his presence in
an intelligent private circle. When called upon to explain his
ideas in conversation, a man is obliged to give the very pith
of the question. His hearers have no time or patience for ex-
traneous dctails, or elaborate and ingenious mystificatioa.

“The most fruitful and natural exercise of the mind,” says
Montaigne, ‘“is conversation, the use of which I find to be
more agreeable than any other exercise in life.  For this reason,
were I now forced to make my choice, I think I would rather lose
my sight, than my hearing or my speech.” .

It is not good for man to be alone, and such is the force of the
social principle, that even those who have willingly immured
themselves for a time in the secret depths of solitude, are
stirred with an irrepressible yearning towards the first human face
that breaks like a gleam of sunshine upon their unnatural 1solation.
Men who meet in a coffec-house at london with cold and
uneasy reserve, would fly into each other’s arms in the deserts
of Arabia.

They who in crowded cities lead a lonely life, are ouly recon-
ciled to their position by the consciousness of the proximity of
their fellow-men. They would make as melancholy Robinson
Crusoes as the most constant haunters of balls and parties.
We are never so truly happy as in the interchange of thoughts
and feelings with each other, and the retired student is not less
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ambitious of the sympathy and esteem of his fellow-creatures
than those who revel in the enjoyments of social life. His
craving after the regard of the world is, in fact, far more
vehement and intense ; for not contented with the admiration and
love of a gomparatively narrow circle of associates, he demands
the sympathy of the public mind. He hears the distant echoes
of his fame, and exults in that supremacy of intellect, compared
to which the power of a king is of a limited and vulgar nature.
Silent reserve and an air of coldness are by no means infallible
indications of apathy or selfishness. There is perhaps no man,
for example, so little understood or so ill appreciated in general
society, as the poet, whose cxccllence in his art is a proof of an
impassioned temperament. DBut often while his heart overflows
with soctal love, he is apparcntly the most unsocial of human
beings. Deep feelings do not rise rapidly to the lips, and are
rather checked than encouraged by the trivial forms and ceremo-
nies of worldly intercourse. The most cssential attribute of the
true poet is a profound sympathy with human nature, and with
the whole external world. It is the intensity of his emotions
that compels him to * wreak himself upon expression,” and appeal
to the hearts of his fellow-creatures. As the passionate outpour-
ing of his feelings would be ridiculous and unscasonable in the
crowded hall, he retircs to his study. When his companions in so-
ciety are struck with his seeming apathy, his soul pcrhaps is tossed
upon a sca of thought, or involved in a tempest of wild and
incommunicable dreams.  From being in some measure unfitted
by his decp abstractions for the ordinary intercourse of life,
he devotes himself more exclusively to the cultivation of his
divine art, by which he is enabled even in his retirement to touch
the general pulse with the contagious passion of his own heart.
In his remotest solitude he clings to human ties, and rejoices in
stirring with kindred feelings the breasts of thousands to whom
he is personally unknown. He feeds his inmost spirit with the
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manna of praise. He lives on the public breath. When he fails
to impart delight, he is himself incapable of receiving it. His
existence is inseparably connected with that of his fellow-creatures,
and a mental isolation would be worse than death. His pride is
in the power he possesses over the human heart. How glorious
is the might of th#t magician, who, thus shrouded in personal
obscurity, canses the waves of human passion to risc and fall at
his command; who fires countless multitudes with his own
enthusiasm, and stamps immortality on every burning word !

There are poets who have expressed a contempt for the publie,
and an indifference to fame : but this is an unworthy affectation,
and is strangely at variance with the general tenor of their lives.
Epictetus has cxposed the inconsistency of the ambitious with a
just severity. * Why do you walk as if you had swallowéd a bar
of iron ?  'Who are those by whom you would be adinired? Are
they not the very people whom you were wont to say were mad ?
‘Would vou then be admired by madmen

It has often been a subject of dispute, whether reading or con-
versation be attended with the greater benefit. The combination
of both is of course more instructive than dither separate. Mon-
taigne has remarked that “ The study of books is a languid
and feeble motion, that docs not warm : whereas conversation at
once instructs and exercises.” *“ Reading,” says Lord Bacon,
“ maketh a full man, conference a ready man, and writing
an exact man.”” The three advantages combined, supposing the
accompaniment of intellect and virtue, would make a perfect
man.

Sir William Templec has a remark which bears on the same
subject. ‘* Study,” says he, * gives strength to the mind;
conversation grace. The first is apt to give stiffness, the other
suppleness.” Locke is a great advocate for conversation, and
warns the learned not to think there is no truth but in the
sciences that they study, or the books that they read. Plato
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preferred conversation to books ; and Seneca says, that  writing
answers a good purpose, but conversation a bettter.”

If all men were philosophers, the advaptages of conversation
could not easily be overrated; but when we recollect how few
are compefent to raise its tone with important speculations,
and that it too generally turns on trivial topics, or treats the
weighticst with an impatient flippancy and a shallow dogmatism,
it deserves not that high rank in our estimation which is rightly
conceded to the deliberate and lasting wisdom enshrined in
books. The conversation of ardent and original thinkers, is
indeed

¢ The feast of reason and the flow of soul ;”

but how*rarely do such men meet together! It is strictly true, as
I have before admitted, that the conversation even of inferior
persons has citen the eficct of raising new trains of thought, of
refreshing the mind by an occasional change of its position,
and of increasing our knowlcdge of human life; but these be-
nefits, great ad unquestionable as they are, by no means equal
that elegant and profound iustruction which literature affords.
The word conversation is rather vague. Were we to limit its
meaning to the actual interchange of ideas and sentiments, it
would be casy to cnlarge upon its vast utility and its exquisite
enjoyments; but unhappily it is often applicd to that glittering
nonsensc which passes from the mind like rain-drops from
the wings of birds. Dr. Johnson would not allow that to be
styled conversation in which nothing is discussed.

The French are generally estecmed more skilful in coiloquial
intercourse than the English, but their excellence lies rather
in chit-chat than conversation. They do not so much converse
a8 talk. In readiness and fluency of spcech they certainly surpass
us, but not in depth or originality of thought. As there is a
greater variety and force of character in our own countrymen,
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they would be far more rich and entertaining in conversation than
the French, if they were only half as communicative and polite.
Profound thinkers, however, are sometimes dull in company, for
when they have to dive as it were to the bottom of their souls for
the treasures which they would communicate to others, they
cannot keep pace with those ready speakers whose thoughts lie
upon the surface. * Men,” says Sir William Temple, ** talk
without thinking, and think without talking.”” The same writer
has quaintly remarked that * women, some sort of fools and
madmen, are the greatest talkers.” Anthors, who are silent in
society, scem to take a pleasurc in revenging themselves in print
on the garralous and the noisy in conversation. Butler has
humorously observed that those who talk on trifles speak with
the greatest fluency, because the tongue is like a rate-horse
which runs the faster the lesser weight it carries. Jeremy

Taylor remarks, that great knowledge, if it be without vanity, is

the most severe bridle of the tongne.  In the case of a fool, he

says, “ the tongue is hung loose, being like a bell in which there

is nothing but tonguc and noize.” Cowper, whose timid and
painful reserve rendered one of the finest minded men in the

world the worst of companions, and who painted trom himself in
the following couplet—

¢ Our sensibnlities are so acute,
The feur of being silent makes us mute,”

has omitted no occasion of sneering at voluble and ready talkers.

¢ Where others toil with philosophic force
Therr nimble nonsensc tukes a different course,
Fhings at your head conviction in the lump,
And gains remote conclusions at a jump,”

«1 know a lady, that loves talking so incessantly that she will
not give an echo fair play; she has that everlasting rotation of
tongue that an echo must wait till she dies, before it can
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catch her last words ;—” This sentence from Congreve would
apply to the character of Madame de Staél, though her brilliancy
made amends for her rapidity. Schiller, in a letter to Goéthe,
says of her that the worst thing about her, is “ the marvellous
rapidity ef her tongue; for in order to follow her, one must
absolutely convert himself wholly into ans organ of hearing.”
Byron describes her with more severity. * T admire her abili-
tics,” says his Lordship, ‘but really her socicty is overwhelm-
ing—an avalanche that burics one in glittering nonsense—all
snow and sophistry.” Swift has obscrved with his usual shrewd-
ness and love of satire, that * the common fluency of speech in
many men and most women, is owing to scarcity of matter, and
a scarcity of words; for whoever is a master of language and
has a mind full of ideas, will be apt in speaking to hesitate upon
the choice of both; whereas common speakers have only one set
of ideas and onc set of words to clothe them in: and these are
always ready at the mouth; so pcople come faster out of a
church when it is almost empty, than when a crowd is at the
door.” This dpt and striking illustration reminds me of a similar
passage in Montaigne: “ The solicitude,” says he, ‘* of perform-
ing well, and the effort of the mind too far strained, and too intent
upon its undertaking, break the chain of thought, and hinder its
progress, as is the case with water which being pressed by its
force and quantity, passes with difficulty out of the neck of a full
bottle*.”  Shakspeare, who painted almost every diversity of
human character, and touched upon almost every subject with
equal happiness, has hit off the great tulker with admirable truth
and spirit :—* Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, more
than any man in all Venice; his reasons are as two grains of

* This illustration i> given a different turn Ly Pope, who says * it is with
narrow-souleu people as with narrow-necked bottles ; the less they have in
thewn, the more noise they make in pouring it out.”
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wheat hid in two bushels of chaff; you shall seek all day ere you
find them; and whon you have them, they are mot worth the
search.” There is an Italian proverb which says, that an eternal
talker would be more agrecable company if the lock on his door
were placed upon his mouth. .

The fair sex are.usually great talkers, but I shall not be so
ungallant as to infer that they talk too much. Their tones and
looks can render even nonsense agrecable. Words pass through
lovely lips like water through a sugared tube.

“ So sweet a language from so fair a mouth—
Ah! to what etfort would 1t not persuade !”

¢ The heavenly rhetoric” of a radiant cye casts a light upon
the dullest subject, as thc sun turns the dreariest vapours into
clouds of gold. *

Great talkers amongst the women, independently of their other
manifold advantages “’gainst which the world can ne’er hold
argument,” are generally superior in sense and shrewdness to the
same class amongst the men. If they are not in general very
profound or extensive in their views, they obsérve the lighter
characteristics of human nature with a more subtle vision than the
sterner scx. Their quickness of obscrvation in small personal
matters, their dclicate tact, the harmony of their voices, the
sweetness of their looks, and the life, grace, and animation diffus-
ed over their entire manner, often render their conversation
inexpressibly enchanting. I do not of course allude to those who
are below the gencral intellectual standard, or who confine their
conversation to frivolous gossip and ill-natured scandal. It would
be grossly unjust to characterize the whole sex by such excep-
tions. Addison and Steele, though they generally affect an air of
great gallantry towards the ladics, seem to take rather too much
plcasure in cxposing the failings of the weakest portion of the
sex. * It has been said,” observes a writer in the Tutler, “ in
praise of somc men, that they could talk whole hours upon any
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thing ; bat it must be owned to the honour of the ladies, that they
can talk whole hours together upon nothing.” If a clever poem
has been written upon “ Nothing,” why should not female con-
versation occasionally turn upon it ? for the accompaniments of a
fair face, pewitching smiles, and oral music are more delightful
than even the embellishments of verse.  Tke lively nonsense of
an intelligent and lovely woman, who is known to be capable of
better things at the proper season, is a most delicious relief to
a man exhausted with the toil of thought.

Lord Bacon recommends a slow and cautious mode of speaking
in preference to rapid and unceasing rattle. ‘* In all kinds of
speech,” says he, ‘* cither pleasant, grave, severe, or ordinary,
it is convenient to spcak leisurely, and rather drawlingly than
hastily :*because hasty speech confounds the memory, and often-
times, besides the unseemlincss, drives a man cither to stammering,
a nonplus or harping upon that which should follow; whercas
a slow speech confirmeth the memory, addeth a conceit of wisdom
to the hearers, besides a seemliness of speech and countenance.”

‘We may not only speak with too great rapidity, but at too
much length ; and this latter fault is far more intolerable than the
former, particularly if the subject be unattractive or unseason-
able in itsclf. An error of this nature betrays a lamentable want
of tact and good breeding. A man who possesses the slightest
knowledge of life, and is really desirous to please his company, is
not likely to weary them with the sound of his own voice, or
disgust them with unwelcome topics. He does mnot run on
incessantly without directing his attention to the looks and
manners of his hearers, who, if he be neither particularly rich
nor powerful, will speedily bétray their real feelings. When his
best jokes are received with solemn gravity, or met with forced
smiles that rapidly disappear like the cold gleams of a winter sun,
the fact of his having said rather more than is necessary or
agrecable requires no additional illustration. The great art under
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such circumstances is to make a sudden stop with grace and
spirit, like the halt of a generous steed, and not betray by any
uncasy and ungainly movement, the slightest anger, disappoint-
ment or confusion. We should be careful not to interrupt others,
and should try to make them regret when we have done. There
are men who have so little knowledge or reflection, that they
imagine they can interest even strangers and mixed companies
with minute details of their bodily ailments. They talk as if
every hearer were their physician. It is only the most intimate
and the warmest friend to whom such conversation can he inter-
esting. But the broadest rebuffs arc no check to these egotistical
invalids. Their most particular and pathctic narratives are gene-
rally interrupted by some trivial remark about the weather, or
some carcless inquiry about the daily news. Even tlfose, who
prompted by a considerate politcness, arc most ready to feign
an appcara!:ce of interest and attention, usually turn their 'ques-
tions rather on the cause than the nature of the complaints. All
men are more or less concerned in the origin of disease, because
they know not how soon they may be themsclves afficted, and are
naturally anxious to guard themselves as® much as possible from
the ills of others by tracing their causcs and the indications of
their first approach. Dut nothing can possibly be less entertain-
ing or agreceable to the gencrality of hearers, than elaborate
disquisitions upon the actual condition of another person’s body ;
and no onc whose faculty of observation is not blinded by the
most egregious self-love, could fail to remark the indifference or
distaste with which such particulars are usually received. Cow-
per, whose admirable poem on Conversation shall furnish me with
a few further illustrations, has described a valetudinarian bore

with his wonted humour.

“ Some men employ their health, an ugly trick,
In making known how often they’ve been sick,
And give us in recitals of disease
A doctor’s trouble, but without the fees ;
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Relate how many weeks they kept their bed,

Iow an emetic or cathartic sped ; .

Nothing is slightly touched, much less forgot,

Nose, ears and eyes seem present on the spot.

Now the distemper, spite of draught or pill,
Victorious seemed, and now the doctor’s skill ;

And now—alas, for unforeseen mishaps !

They put on a damp night-cap, and relapse ;

They thought they must have died, they were so bad ;
Their peevish hearers almost wish they had.”

A worthy and cven talented and well-read man may be very
disagreeable in conversation, if he has no knowledge of the world,
and is unable to accommodate himself to the taste and the mode of
the socicty into which he happens to be thrown. It requircs some
tact to know when to speak and in what manner, and when to be
silent, or.to sce how far we may introduce our own favourite sub-
jects. It is generully a mark of imbcecility or narrowness of mind
when a man is unable to dismount from his Aobby, or to direct his
thoughts into new channcls. Some literary men talk as they would
write, forgetting that in a private circle they cannot always reckon
upon the proper class of hearers, or find them in a congenial mood.
We can do what we pl(':'zsc with a book. We can take it up when
we will, and rcject it at other times without offence. It is an un-
obtrusive companion. But a talker is our master, and has us at a
manitest advantage. The rules of socicty compel us to listen, with
a “sad civility.” We have but one painful alternative, to be
guilty of a species of rudeness which no man can forgive, or to

endure the affliction with the best grace we can*. The cluss of

* Lockhart tells us, that Scott was fond of repeating the following verses of
the Dean of 8t. Patrick, and that Scott himself furnished a happy exemplifica-
tion of the rules which they embody.

(‘onversation is but earving,—
Give no more to cvery guest,
Than he's able to digest ;
Give him always of the prime,
And but little at a time;
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people I allude to speak much, but converse little. Coleridge was
an example. He'was a declaimer, a lecturer, a preacher—any
thing in fact, but a conversationist. There is little difference in
point of character between the monopolists in conversation and
those who are utterly taciturn and absent. The first talk with
scarccly any reference to their compinions, and the others think
with the same self-abstraction. The first are active, the others are
passive nuisances. In both cases there is a want of respect towards
the company. Neither of these offenders would act in the same
way in the presence of those whom they greatly fear or regard.
Lord Chesterfield has well observed, that it is better to be in the
company of a dead man than an absent one, for the former if he
gives no pleasure shows no contempt. It is a practical blunder, he
adds, to talk to an absent man—you might as well addfess your-
sclf to a deaf one.

Egotists in comversation are often exceedingly offensive, not
so much because we dislike to hear a man speak occasionally
of himself, for some men have the power to talk of their own
feclings and adventures in a very engaging manner, but because
most of them are too apt to engross the whole attention of the
company, and to be intolerant of the cgotism of others in pro-
portion to the intensity of their own., They who are really more
desirous to make themselves agreeable in company than to shine
and dazzle, should remember that m proportion to their own
obvious exaltation is the depression of their hearers, who are
not often gencrous cnough to be delighted with those who force
upon them a eense of their own inferiority.  They should endea-
vour to discover whether thosc whom they converse with are
most in wunt of a listener or a speaker, and it is a good general
rule rather to tuke than to give the tone of the conversation.

Carve to all but just ¢nough,
Let them neither starve nor stuff';

And that you may have your due
Let your neighbours carve for you.
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It is above all things necessary to avoid unscasonable topics
and allusions. It is injudicious to launcH out into flaming
descriptions of the happiness, wealth and luxury of our acquaint-
ances in the ] vesence of those who are poor and melancholy, and
who consider themsclves especially ill-treated by fortune and the
world. The comparison which such topics maturally suggest is
painful in the extreme, and sometimes occasions a lasting irritation.
Ncither should we quote Scripture in the company of rakes and
drunkards, or swear in the presence of the clergy. As to the use
of oaths, which was once esteemed an ind~ation of manliness, it
is no longer tolerated in respectable socie:y. It is a practice more
honored in the breach thaf? the observance. Fortunately it re-
quires no great exertion of heroism or philosophy to break
ourselves of o idle and mcan a habit. Archbishop Tillotson has
pleasantly obscrved, that no man can plead in justification of it
that he was horn of a swearing constitution.

A disposition to contradict and domineer is one of the worst
faults of which a talker can be guilty, becausc the great art of
conversation is to make cvery one in company feel so much at his
case as to be able to express himself with coolness and perspicuity.
But an overbearing speaker cxcites either fear or indignation in
all who hear him. At the same time it is nccessary to guard
against the opposite error of too much civility.  Excess in this
respect is a characteristic of bad breeding. A clown makes more

bows than a courticr.

¢ Discourse may want an animated— No,
To brush the surface and to make it flow.”

A perfec? unison of judgment is unfavorable to conversation.
We do not like to talk to mere echoes.  * Pray contradict me,”
said a gentleman, annoyed by the constant and unequivocal assent
of his hearcr, ** if it be only to prove that we are really two
persons.” To differ in an agreeable manner is the perfection of
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good breeding. Cowper has happily described a blustering and
positive talker, and the mode in which he should be treated.

¢ Voriferated logic kills me quite,
A noisy man is always in the right :
I twirl my thumbs, fall buck into my chair,
Fix op the wainscot a distresstul stave,
And, when I hope his blunders are all out,
Reply discreetly—* To be sure—no doubt.’”

The wit who follows up his anccdote or pun with noisy laugh-
ter, and is ever on the watch for double meanings, seizing your
smallest phrases as certain animals snap at flies, in fact a mere
** word-catcher that lives on syllables,” is a heavy check upon all
sensible conversation. It is impossible to continue a discussion
with any gravity, confidence or fecling, while some one s laying
in wait for an expression which he may convert into an equivoque
or an epigram. Professed wits always make us scrious, though they
may prevent us from pursuing the discussion of a serious subject.
The best of them must fail =0 much oftencr than they succeed, that,
if they arenot particularly discreet, thcy soon weary and annoy their
hearers. Even when they do succeed, their listeners have generally
either anticipated something still better, or have been so long on
the look out, that they are too much exhausted for any real enjoy-
ment. The mood which is necessary to a full relish of a witticism
is rarely of long continuance. A succession of surprises decreases
in fc.ce at every fresh shock, and the wit that is anticipated loses
half its power. The wit that is most effective is that which
is least looked for, or that seems naturally suggested and is
pertinently applied. It is then a great enlivener of conversation.
Even the butt of conversation soun wearies us, unless, like Fal-
staff, he is witty in himself as well as the cause of wit in others.
If he can give as well as take, he affords a dclightful trcat
to these who are merrily inclined. A man of real humour
will not make a butt of a mere fool who can give him no play.
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A skilful angler only exults in his sport when he has a strong and
troublecome fish upon his hook, that puts him on his mettle,
and requires all the power of his art. Goldsmith has somewhere
very justly observed, that though the company of fools may
amuse us for awhile, it never fails to leave us melancholy in the
end. Professed wits are generally too ambitious of display to
think for a moment of the comfort or disposition of their hearers.
I am very far from insisting on an objection to wit and humour, if
preserved within reasonable bounds. 'When introduced in season,
and tempered by good taste and good feeling, they constitute
very charming embellishments to conversation. Joanna Baillie
has given us a good description of a fascinating companion in her
tragedy of De Montford.

¢ He is so full of pleasant anecdote,
So rich, so gay, so poignant is his wit,
Time vanishes before him as he speaks,
And ruddy morning through the lattice peeps
Lre night seems well begun.”

The following sketch from the hand of Shakspeare, was once
applied to Garrick by his friend Mr. Langton. If the application
was a just and happy one, as we have every reason to belicve,
that cclebrated actor must have been as delightful in the parlour

as on the stage.

-¢¢ A merrier man,
Within the limits of becoming mirth,
I never spent an hour’s talk withal.
His eye begets occasion for his wit ;
For every object that the one doth catch,
The other turns to a mirth-moving jest;
Which his fair tongue (Concent’s expositor)
Delivers in such apt and gracious words,
That aged cars play truant at lus tales,
And younger hearings are quite ravished ;
So sweet and voluble is his discourse.”



ON CONVERSATION. 275

It is not an easy matter to argue on subjects of dcep interest
in a calm and methedical manner. An argument is too generally
a dispute, and combatants becoming violent and confused supply
the place of reason with an excess of anger. At such a moment
the best friends are often changed into bitter enemies, for a
contemptuous sneer,or a severe expression cuts deeper than the
sharpest weapon.

Flattery, even when gross, is generally acceptable, because
though its sincerity may be doubted, it is certain that the flatterer
thinks us worthy of his art. He would not labour to please any
one about whose good will or good opinion he was indifferent.
We are but too apt to encourage a flattcrer, however much we
may despise him. But of all compliments, that of deference,
implied rather than expressed, is the most delicate and delightful.
Its effect is irrcsistible. "When this species of respect is paid
to us in the presencc of others by a person of respectability
and judgment, it is especially agreeable. Lavater has very
shrewdly remarked that he should set that man down as an
inferior, who would listen to him in a #éfe-a-téte, but contradict
him in the presence of a third person.  *

The Guardian recommends it as good policy to prepare ourselves
for conversation, by looking further than our neighbours into
the rcigning subject. This method is not a bad one, though
as the writer himself admits, a man coming full charged into
company would be eager to unload at all risks, whether he had
a handsome opportunity or not. Without exquisite good sense
and discretio. such a proceeding would involve him in many
difficultics, which if he were less ambitious he might easily
escape. A memory well stored with personal anecdotes and
adventures is a glorious armoury for a talker, if he knows how
to handle his weapons. But the worst of this species of triumph
is its Lrevity. The best memory is soon exhausted, and though
the anecdote-monger be delightful to new friends he is very

2 N2
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wearisome to old ones. A thrice told tale is an ahomination not
easily endured. An anccdote or story thaf is necw, brief, and
pertinent is of course always agrecable.

“ But scdentary weavers of long tales,
Give mc the fidgets, and my patience fails.
"Tis the most asinine employ on earth
To hear them tell of parentage and birth,
And echo conversations dull and dry
Embellished with—¢ he suid,’ and ¢so said 11
At every interview their route the samne
The repetition makes attention lame ;
We bustle up with unsuccessful specd,
And in the saddest part cry—*¢ Droll indeed I’ ”

Johnson observes that Swift told stories with great facility,
and delighted in doing what he knew himself to do well ; but
being captivated by the respectful silence of a steady listencr,
he told the same tales too often.

Excessive laughter (espccially in the wrong place, which it
often must be, for it is rarely indeed that there is occasion for its
constant repetition) is the mark of grcat weakness and shallow-
ness of mind. It is véry painful to be obliged to return it with a
grave look, or to feign a sympathy. But of all nuisances, the
practical jokers are the most disgusting. Unhappily it requires
so little capital to set up in this line, that there is scarcely a merry
company in which one of these humble humourists is not to be
met with. Any body can steal your handkerchief, or draw your
seat from under you when you have occasion to rise. But such
easy tricks are surely beneath the ambition of a gentleman. His
groom-would at lcast equal him in similar buffoonery. Such con-
duct inevitably leads to too much familiarity, and an old proverb
may inform us of its ultimate effect. Amongst the greatest sins
in*onversation is that of scandal. I have Lieen grieved to see how
much this vile propensity i encouraged amongst our fair country-

women in India. This is a sore i)uint, and I content myself with
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a bare allusion to it. Its odious nature requires no illustra-
tion. The fair sex have generally too much good sense and
good feeling not to admit, that to be hated it needs but to be
brought to their serious notice, though in their thoughtless and
unguarded moments too many of them arc apt to indulge in it
themselves, and ta countenance it in others. But if the ludies
sometimes fall into this ungenerous and unworthy practice, the
men in this country arc but too apt to full into another still more
disgraceful. I have becn in the company of men of first-rate
talents and acquirements, who seemed to act on the principle of
Sir Robert Walpole, who always introduced obscenity into con-
versation, because he thoughtit was the only subject which all men
could understand, and in which they could be decply intercsted
without falling into bickerings and disputes. This sentiment is
an insult to human nature, and is as false as it is offensive. If I
notice these two occasional defects in Indian society, it is not
because I have not scen much more in it to commend than to
censure.  In Calcutta especially, T have heard as refined and
intellectual conversation as the most fastidious could desire.

It is generally observed that conversation is not excellent or
varied in proportion to the largeuness of the company, but that
on the contrary it is limited and restrained {rom more or less of
a sense of embarrassment in some speakers, and an eagerness to
talk and a desire to shine in others, and the necessity of introduc-
ing only those general discussions in which all can join. Any
thing approaching to the sentimental, the impassioned or the
confidential is quitec unseasonable in a large company. Perhaps
the most delightful conversation is between two or threc indivi-
duals of similar pursuits and interests, who agreeing in all bread
views diffcr only on particular points, and who are sufficiently
intimate (without being too familiar) to be able to pour forth
their genuine feelings and give expression to their inmost
thoughts. Conversation is always flat, frivolous and uneasy at
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morning visits. The most congenial period for colloquial dis-
course is after a late dinner, by a cheerful «fireside, or at least
by candle-light. Such a scene as the following prepares us for a
free and cordial interchange of thoughts.

““ Now stir the fire, and close the shutters fast,
Let full the curtains, wheel the sofu rouhd,
And while the bubbling and loud-hissing urn
Throws up a steamy column, and the cups
That cheer but not inebriate, wait oun each ;
So let us welcome peaceful evening in.”

At such a time the ingenuous heart reveals its eloquent secrets ;
and the feelings, that in the broad daylight and amid the shock
and the hum of strife and business were painfully repressed, gush
forth with a charming air of confidence and sincerity. It is in
such an hour that men secm most capable of friendship. A spell
is upon them, and they forget for a while their worldly coldness
and reserve. They no longer act upon a selfish and heart-
freczing system, which teaches us to treat our best friends as if
they might hercufter become our bitterest enemies.

It is said that neither Pope nor Dryden were good talkers. The
latter has told us of himself that he was ‘* saturnine and reserved,
and not one of those who endeavour to entertain company by lively

’»

sallies of merriment and wit;”’ and Pope was too conscious of his
fame, and too fearful of committing himself. Still the conversa-
tion of these eminent men, when they felt themselves perfectly at
their ease, and their associates were not unworthy of them, cannot
have been otherwise than delightful and instructive. But it is not
every day that a literary man can meet with those who are capable
of talking with him, or who are fit to listen. * Nothing,” says
Petrarch, ‘‘ is so tiresome as to converse with a person who has
not the same information as one’s sclf.” His biographers tell
us that Petrarch was not always sociable, but that the moment
he felt disposed to give himsclf to society, he conversed with
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the utmost freedom. * If I seem to my friends,” says the poet,
“ to be a great talker, it is because I see them seldom, and then 1
talk as much in a day as will compensate for the silence of a
year.”” Mr. Taylor (the author of the humourous poem of
Monsieur Tonson) says, that Mr. Murphy, the translator of Tacitus,
used to frequent a bookseller’s shop, the resort of several literary
men, for the purpose of listening to Akenside’s conversation,
while he himself pretended to be reading a book. Ile said that
nothing could be more delightful. Mr. Murphy and the poct
never, however, became personally acquainted with each other.
Milton with * a fit audience, though few,” was no doubt most
instructive and enchanting in conversation. It makes us even
exult in our common human nature, when we think * of that
celestial colloquy sublime’ which he must have held with worthy
spirits.  'Who does not kindle at the thought of the honor and
delight which Mr. Lawrence must have felt in being the friend
and associate of such a man as Milton? How the following

sonnct must have stirred his heart !

0 MR. 1AWRENCE. o
Lawngxcr, of virtuous father, virtuous son,
Now that the fields are dank and wWays are mire,
Where shall we sometumes meet, and by the fire
Uelp waste a sullen day, whut may be won
From the hard scason gainig ?  Time will run
On smoother, till Favonius re-inspire
The frozen earth, and clothe in fresh attire
The lily and rose, that ncither sowed nor spun.
Wkat neat repast shall feast ug, light and choice
Of attic taste, with wine, wheice we may rise
To hear the lute well toucted, or artful voice
Warble immortal notes and Tuscan air?
He who of those delights can judge, and spare
To interpose them oft, is not unwise.

Some of our modern essayists have entered into the question of
whether authors or men of the world are the most agreeable and
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instructive in conversation. Rousseau has remarked in his
Enmilius, that the conversation of authors i$ better than their
books; and if this be really the case, it must certainly be better
than the conversation of the majority of other men, whose table-
talk would appear but tame and frivolous in print. The know-
ledge of literary men is superior in quality to the knowledge of
other people, inasmuch as it is not technical and professional, but
of universal application. They do not address themselves to
lawyers, soldiers or physicians, but to human beings, with a gene-
ral reference to their common nature. Dr. Johnson’s conversa-
tion, as recorded by Boswell, has been considered superior to his
writings. © It was more subtle, animated and pointed than his
Juboured and formal compositions. Yet, though whatever he said
was alw:'1ys worthy of preservation, he was not an agreeable
converser., He carried the monarchical principle into conversa-
tion, and made himself its representative. He allowed no equality.
His hearers were his subjects, and he ruled them with a rod
of iron. The utmost they could venture upon was a timid
question. Goldsmith wittily and truly applicd a passage in one
of Cibber’s plays to Dr. Johnson. ** There is no arguing with
Johnson,” said he; * for when his pistol misses fire, he knocks
his adversary down with the butt end of it.” DBurke seems to
have bLeen the only man who was any thing like a match for
him; and so jealous was Johnson of his own supremacy, and so
highly did he respect the conversational abilities of his eloguent
friend, that on one occasion, when debilitated by sickness, he
said of him, * that fellow calls forth all my powers. Were I
to sec Burke now it would kill me.” Burke was indeed a for-
midable antagonist, who neither dealt in dogmatisms himself,
por encouraged them in others. There was great shrewdness
in the question put by Goldsmith to Boswell, who was too extra-
vagantly praising thc conversation of Johnson. ““ Can he
wind into a subject like a serpent, as Burke does:i” said the
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poet*. Goldsmith himself was generally an indifferent and
blundering converser. Horace Walpole called him “ an inspired
idiot.” Garrick said, that
¢ Ile wrote like an angel und talked like poor Poll.”

But he blurted out occasionally many admirable sayings, which
would have made the fortune of any other man who did not
neutralize their effect with similar failings. His printed com-
positions are as remarkable for grace and perspicuity as was his
conversation for that hurry and confusion which are generally
considered characteristic of his countrymen. The most amusing
anecdote that we have of his conversation is his singularly in-
felicitous attempt to repeat a good pun. Some one directed a
scrvant to take a dish of bad-coloured peas to a particular place.
When asked his reason for sending them in that direction, he
replied that it was the way to furn ’em green (Turnham green).
Goldsmith, desirous to shine, though in borrowed plumes, cndea-
voured to repeat the pun in another company. A similar question
was put to him. ** Oh!” said he, ‘* that is the way to m«ke them
green.” Therc bave been other authors who were as much out
of their element in society as Goldsmith, but I «till deubt if there
are not a greater number of good talkers amongst literary men
than are to be found in any other class.

Some artists arc delightful talkers. Barry Cornwall (Proctor)
represents Haydon’s as singularly vivid and picturesque. He had
heard him describe Lidinburgh in a shower of rain in a way that

made it palpably visible to the imagination.

* Charles Butler in his Reminiscences thus characterises the conversation of
Fox, Pitt, and Burke:—¢ In familiar ccnversation, these three great men
equally excalled, but even the most intimate fnends of Mr. Fox complained of
his too frequent ruminatiag silence.  Mr, Pitt talked ;—and his talk was
fascinating. A good judge said of him, that he was the only per-on he had
known, who possesscd the talent of condescensior. Yet his lottiness never
forsook kim ; still onc might be sooner seduced to take liberties with him than
with Mr. Fox. Mr. Burke's conversation was rambling, but splendid, rich
and instructive beyond comparison,

20
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Montaigne asserts of himself that he spoke much better than
he wrote. If he did, he must have been &4 divine companion.
‘With such a man * conversing,” we might well « forget all time,
all seasons and their change.”

¢ His wit
And subtle talk would cheer the winternight,
And make me know myself :—and the fire-light
Would flash upon our faces, till the day
Might duwn, and make me wonder at my stay.”
Julian and Maddalo.

Beattie was delighted with the conversation of Gray. ‘ He
was happy,” he observes, ““ in a singular facility of expression.
His conversation abounded in original observations, delivered with
no appearance of sententious formality, and seeming to arise
spontaneously without study or premeditation.”

The conversation of authors, says Hazlitt, is not so good as
might be imagined, but such as it is (and with rare exceptions) it
is better than any other. His own was acute, original, and
profound. e ‘ threw a light as from a painted window’’ on the
dreariest subject, and untwisted the knot of a complicated argu-
ment with a magical dexterity. His delivery was sometimes
difficult and irregular, but his matter was so rich that his compa-
nions could well afford to overlook the manner. If they could
think at all, he charmed them as with a spell, and when he was
once thoroughly interested in some important subject, his eloquent
words flowed as rapidly as his thoughts, and he gave his hearers
good reason to exclaim,

Tow charming is divine philosophy !

Not harsh and crabbed as dull fools suppose,
) But musical as is Apollo’s lute.
He has well described the conversation and manner of his friend
Leigh Hunt. ‘ Hunt has a fine vinous spirit about him. He
sits at the head of a party with great gaiety and grace; has an

elegant manner and turn of features ; has continual sportive sallies



ON CONVERSATION. 283

of wit or fancy; tells a story capitally : mimics an actor or an
acquaintance to adiration ; laughs with great glee and good
humour at his own and other people’s jokes : understands the
point of an equivoque or an observation immediately ; has a taste
for, and knowledge of, books, of music, of medals ; manages an
argument adroitly ; is genteel and gallant, and has a set of bye-
phrases and quaint allusions always at hand to produce a laugh.”
Shelley has described Leigh IIunt in a poetical epistle.

“You will see H—t; one of those happy souls
‘Which are the salt of the earth, and without whom
This world would smell like what it is—a tomb;
Who is, what others seem ;—his room no doubt
Is still adorned by many a cast from Shout,

With graceful flowers tastefully placed about; o
And coronals of bay from ribbands hung,
And brighter wreaths in neat disorder flung.”

Keats has also done duc honor to Leigh Hunt’s refined yet
frank and social conversation.

« He who clegantly chats and talks, .
The wronged Libertas—who has told you stories
Of laurel chaplets and Apollo’s glofies,
Of troops chivalrous marching through a city,
And tearful ladies made for love and pity.”

Wordsworth is said to be an eloquent and instructive talker,
especially on poetical subjects. He is not however fond of mere

gossip, as may be gathered from the following very curious
sonnet.

¢ I am not one who much or oft delight
To season my fireside with porsonal talk
Of friends, who live within an easy walk,
Of neighbours, daily, weekly in my sight :
And for my chance acquaintance, Ladies bright,
Sons, mothers, maidens withering on the stalk,
These all wear out of me, like forms, with chalk
Painted on rich men’s floors, for one feast night.

20 2
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Better than such discourse doth silence long,
Long, barren silence square with my dgsire :
To sit without emotion, hope or aim,

In the loved prescnce of my cottage fire,
And listen to the flapping of the fame,

Or kettle whispering its fuint under-song.”

It is said of Charles Lamb, in the Plain -Speaker, that he is
““the most delightful, the most provoking, the most witty and
sensible of men. He always makes the best pun and the best
remark in the course of the evening. Ilis scrious conversation,
like his serious writing, is his best. No one ever stammered out
such finc, piquant, decp, cloquent things in half a dozen half sen-
tences as he does.” Horne Tooke was a master of the intellec-
tual foils; so were Dr. Parr and Professor Porson.  Sir Walter
Scott Was narrative and entertaining, but I suspect he did not
shine in wit or argument. Thomas Campbell’s conversation
is that of a scholar, a poct and a warm-hearted man. ** Ile is
one of the few,” says Leigh Hunt, “ with whom I could at any
time walk a dozen miles through the snow to spend an afternoon.”
Rogers, according to the testimony of Lord Byron, is silent and
severe ; but when hé does talk, he talks well, and on all subjects
of taste, his delicacy of expression is pure as his poetry. Moorc’s
conversation is also as brilliant as his verses. Byron’s was un-
cqual, but occasionally spirited and delightful. It would be casy
to extend this list of authors who have excelled in colloquial inter-
course, and it would be equally easy to adducc a number of strik-

ing cxceptions*. But this article is already too long, and ! must

#* ¢ Mr. Lume's writings were so superior to his conversation, that I frequent-
ly sairl he understood nothing till he had wnitten upon it.”’—forace Walpole.

“If [ am obliged tospeak 1 infallibly talk nonsense. What s still worse,
instead of learning to be silent, when I have absolutely nothing to say, it is ge-
nerallyat such timcs that I have a violent inclination for talking ; und endeavour-
ing to pay my debt of conversation as speedily as posible, I hastily gabble a
number of words without ideas, happy when they only chance to mcan nothing :
thus endeavouring to conquer or hide my incapacity, I rarely fail to show it.”—
Rousseaw’s Confesstons.
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content myself with adding, that the best proof of the general
superiority of the¢ conversation of authors is the fact already
alluded to, that it would in most instances bear to be recorded in
a book, which is not the case with the conversation of other men,
who, though they may scem to talk with considcrable brilliancy,
would very rarely. have occasion to congratulate themselves on
the appearance of their Table Talk in a printed form.

SONNET.

TuEeRE are no mortal limits to the sway

That God hath given the spirit, of this frame

The tenant, not the prisoner. Nought can tame
Her sovercign will. She mocks at humare clay,
The dim weak wall that seemeth like a stay ;-—

So the fair moon that envious night would shame,
And shroud her form divine, out-bursts like flame
From smouldering fires, and brightens on her way !
The forehead pale, despite its ivory bound,

As glass is fragile, and the eye as clear,

‘When the roused soul awakes. The scenes around
Her worldly path—hills, vales, and woods,—appear
Her realm no more. She soars from earth’s low ground,

And seeks, on viewless wings, a holier sphere.



[ 286 ]

LINES TO A LADY SINGING.

A voice divine is echoing in my heart—

The tears are in mine eyes ;—oh! never, never

Did holier tones from worldly cares dissever

The dreamer’s soul ! I feel myself depart

From life’s dim land. Enchantress as thou art,

Oh! that thy magic spells could last for ever!

But bliss eternal owns no mortal giver :—

The song hath ceased !—I wake with sudden start,

Like one half-sleeping on a murmuring river,

‘WEken the bark strikes the shore :—the trance is broken !

Hark !'—swccter sounds than aught c’er sung or spoken
By human lips before, (a seraph’s strain,)

Like floral fragrance from a brecze-stirred bower,
Float on the ravished atmosphere again !

Oh cxquisite excess! Oh! tones too sweet

For mortal ear with tranquil nerve to meet ;

The sensc is almost troubled with your power.

Yet ceasc not—cease not—rain upon my heart,

Ye showers of song, and drown each thought in bliss
As wild and wanton as the first sweet kiss

‘Wakes in the lover’s brain !

As glad birds dart
Fhrough carth’s dull mist, and cleaving sunnier air,
Send down their liquid notes from fields of light,
So thou, fair Minstrel, seem’st from regions bright
To breathe celestial hymns ! Thy music rare
Like matin songs that cheer departing night,
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‘While charmed Aurora stealeth o’er the height
Of orient Mlls, would chase the hideous gloom
Of desolate hearts wild-struggling with despair,
And frightened Hope recal !

. More sweet than bloom
Of vernal bowers to descrt-wearied eyes,
And sweeter than the sudden sound of streams
That sun-parched wanderers hear with glad surprise,
Is thy mclodious magic to the breast
That Care hath haunted with her cloud-like dreams,
Or passion stirred to madness. Peacc and rest
Attend thy voice, thus potent as a word
From sacred lips when earthly hopes decline ;
Or as those visionary notes divine
Rapt Mirza on the hills of Bagdat heard !

THE VOICE OF LOVE.

On ! if there is a magic charm, amid this desert drear,

The long, dull, weary way to cheat—our darkest dreams to cheer,
It is the tender voice of Love, that echoes o’er the mind

Like music on a twilight lake, or bells upon the wind !

Oh! dread would be the rugged road, and sad the wanderer’s heart,
Should that celestial harmony from life’s dim sphere depart !

Oh! how, for that far distant land, would sigh the lonely breast,
¢ Where the wicked cease from troubling, andthe weary are at rest !’
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LONDON, IN THE MORNING.
Tue morning wakes, and through the misty air
In sickly radiance struggles—Ilike the dream
Of sorrow-shrouded hope. O’er Thames’ dull stream,
‘Whose sluggish waves a wealthy burden bear
From every port and clime, the pallid glare
Of early sun-light spreads. The long streets seem
Unpeopled now, but soon each path shall teem
‘With hurried feet, and visages of care ;
And eager throngs shall meet where dusky marts
Resound like ocean-caverns, with the din
Of toil and strifc and agony and sin.
Trade’s busy Babel ! Ah! how many hearts
By lust of gold to thy dim temples brought
In happier hours have scorned the prize they sought!

* VIEW OF CALCUTTA.
HerE Passion’s ‘restless eye and spirit rude
May greet no kindred images of power
To fear or wonder ministrant.—No tower,
Time-struck and tenantless, here seems to brood,
In the dread majesty of solitude,
O’er human pride departed—no rocks lower
O’er ravenous billows—no vast hollow wood
Rings with the lion’s thunder—no dark bower
The crouching tiger haunts—no gloomy cave
Glitters with savage cycs !—But all the scene
Is calm and chcerful. At the mild command
Of Britain’s sons, the skilful and the brave,
Fair Palace-structures decorate the land,
And proud ships float on Hooghly’s breast serene !
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SIR EGERTON BRYDGES*.

For half a century Sir Egerton Brydges has struggled to obtain
a name in Literature. His success has not been in proportion to
thelength and earnestness of his labour. It is only to those who
follow literature as a profession, and the few readers who, not
satisfied to confine themselves to an acquaintance with the idols
of the public, keep an eye upon all who have any claims what-
ever to the honors of authorship, that the reputatiop and the
works of Sir Egerton Brydges are at all familiar. No living
writer who has been equally industrious and prolific has ex-
cited so little general notice. The books that he has written,
edited or compiled amount to about sizty volumes’ When
to thesc are added his contributions to almost every kind of
review and magazine, one is naturally surprised at the extent
of his labours and the obscurity of his name. If his accom-
plishments were superficial, or his leal:ning abstruse—or if his
style were dull and his subjects unpopular, it would be more easy
to account for the ncglect that he has experienced. But his
characteristics are the reverse of these. IHis manner is always
lively ; his knowledge is elegant and extensive, rather than pro-
found; and he has often handled topics of general interest with
energy and truth. He has never opposed the stream of popular
opinion. During the rage for poetry from the time of Cowper
to Byron, he courted the Muses with toil and ardour ; and when

* Thi< article was written after the perusal of the work entitled < The Auto-
biography, Times, Opinions, and Contemporaries of Sir Egerton Brydges, Bart.
(per legem terre) Baron Chandos of Sudely, &c.”
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the Minerva Press was the fashionable emporium for sentimental
and romantic prose fictions, Sir Egerton supplfed the public with
novels adapted to the prevailing taste. His Sonnets, though pub-
lished at a time when that form of composition was extremely
fashionable, and when those of Charlotte Smith were running
rapidly through new and large editions, attracted but very slight
attention ; while his novels of Mary de Clifford and Fitz-Albini
were equally unfortunate. The * Letters on the Character and
Poetical Genius of Lord Byron,” published in one volume octavo,
in 1824, the year of the poet’s death, were perhaps more success-
«ful than any of his previous works ; but even these made no deep
or lasting impression on the public mind, though the subject and
the style were of a highly popular nature. Mr. Moore speaks
very respectfully of these letters; and observes, that * they con-
tain many just and striking views.”” Lord Byron himself had a
favorable opinion of the talents of Sir Egerton Brydges, and made
the following entry in his journal—‘ Redde the Ruminator—a
collection of Essays, by a strange but able old man (Sir E. B.).”
This “ strange bit able old man” seems to have met with more
kindness and respect from eminent individuals than from the public.
He congratulates himself.on the good opinion of Wordsworth and
Southey, and he has just reason to do so.  Of the precise nature of
‘Wordsworth’s praisc we are not afforded the means of judging ;
but there are some passages in the two or three beautiful letters
from Southey which, whether with or without his consent, Sir
Egerton has published at full length, that must have afforded him
the most exquisite gratification. I donot wonder at his eagerness
to print them; for, as far as individual testimony extends, they
are extremely valuable. The public, however, are, after all, the
final and the least fallible judges of literary merit. Their last
and deliberate decisions are almost always right, and have an
authority far superior to that of any individual, however eminent.
Byron’s contempt for Spenser, and his estimation of Pope above
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all other English poets, and his inscription of the name of Rogers
at the top of a ltterary pyramid of contemporary poets, and of
‘Wordsworth, of Coleridge, and of Southey, nearly at the base,
has had no influence whatever on the general judgment respect-
ing the relative merits of these pocts, though it may have called
into question his own candour or acumen. Neither has Coleridge’s
enthusiastic admiration of the sonnets of Bowles, or Hazlitt’s
over-praise of those of Warton affected in the slightest degree the
decisions of the public. The former are generally acknowledged
to be delicate and harmonious, but querulous and feeble ; and the
latter refined and thoughtful, but too intricate and pedantic. These
opinions of the majority of readers, are undoubtedly more modcrate
and just than those of Hazlitt and Coleridge, who were influenced
in this case by accidental associations. If the voice ®of a great
poet were the voice of fame, Cowper would have bestowed im-
mortality on the name of Hayley. Even Southey’s generous praise
of him in the Quarterly Review will not save him from oblivion*.
It is true that there are passages in literary history which seem to
prove the uncertainty of the public mind. That it exhibits occa-
sional obliquities of taste, and is unduly influenced by temporary
causes, is not to be denied; but these, faults are neither so fre-
quent nor so remarkable as the prejudices and caprices of indi-
viduals. Itis pretty clear, we think, that there has been no truly
great poet respecting whose character the public has committed
any serious mistake, whatever may have been the sentiments of
a few individuals. Tt is said that the poetry of Milton was for
many years neglected. In opposition to this opinion it may be
asserted that he had as many reuders as could have been fairly
expected, considering the time he wrote and the character of his

* The very beautiful though too laudatory article here alluded to, was almost
refused insertion by Mr. Gifford ; and Southey has confessed that if it had beea
positively rejected, it would have alienated him from the Review.
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poetry. It is to be remembered also that a general sense of Mil-
ton’s merit might precede his popularity. Infact, he is not yet,
and perhaps never will be, a popular poel; ; though all men ac-
knowledge him to be a great one. Goldsmith is at this day more
generally read than Milton : but those who read Goldsmith more
than Milton make no mistake about the respective merits of these
writers. They merely show that they prefer tenderness to subli-
mity, or that they can enjoy for a longer period or with greater
frequency or a more congenial feeling those strokes of genius that
stir the gentler emotions of the heart, than those empyreal flights
of the imagination which require the strained and unflagging at-
tention of the mind. But that Milton’s geniusis of a higher order
than that of Goldsmith, is universally understood, and the greater
popularity' of the latter is no argument whatever against the public
judgment. The one has a more extensive popularity, the other
has a higher fame.

The lately published auto-biography of Sir Egerton Brydges
would afford Mr. D'Isracli an interesting subject for an additional
chapter to his Esay on the Literary Character. For the mere
lovers of personal gossip and light reading the work has compa-
ratively few attractions;.for nothing can be more slight, capri-
cious, and unsatisfactory, than the biographical anecdotes and
details, and the mode in which they are recorded. Itis a psycho-
logical, not a personal memoir. The author has given us his
thoughts and opinions, but not his life. The only incident in his
personal career that he has dwelt upon at any length, is the re-
jection of his claim to the right of a peerage ; and even this por-
tion of his work is much less narrative than reflective. The cir-
cumstances of the case are given in a very brief space, but the
effect of this disappointment on his mind and character may be
traced from his first page to his last; and it is difficult to say
whether his life has been most embittered by his failure in the
Temple of the Muses, or in the House of Lords. The main pur-
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port of his autobiography is to prove that he has been unjustly treat-
ed by the nobility and the public, and that notwithstanding the
opposition he has met with in both capacities, he is entitled to be
recognized as a peer and a poet of a high order. He is so tho-
roughly blinded by pride and passion, that, like Rousseau, he thinks
the whole world is in a conspiracy against him. The unfavour-
able decision of the Lords and the severity of the critics are alike
attributed to jealousy and hatred. His disappointed ambition has
excited a burning fever in his soul that the grave alone may cure.
““ Who can administer to a mind diseased ?”” It is painful to ob-
serve the inconsistencies into which this able but unhappy man is
continually betrayed by the conflict between his reason and his
passions. While he expresscs with a solemn earncstness his con-
tempt for rank and fame, he unconsciously betrays how bitterly
he feels the want of them ; and every complaining word is steeped
in the blood of a wounded heart. But though he gives vent in
the plainest terms to his jealousy of the modern nobility, and styles
them ‘‘insolent parvenus,” lhis notices of his more fortunate poe-
tical contemporaries are always liberal and judicious. Even their
popularity is accounted for in a manner that is equally just to
them and to their admirers. It is only in his own particular
case that his judgment fails him, when he unconsciously exagge-
rates the value of his own poetry, and unjustly censures the critics
or the public for their hostility or indifference. He is a more
daring egotist than Rousseau or Montaigne. He is sometimes,
too, almost as eloguent as the former, and is always quite as ram-
bling and irregular as the latter. He dwells, however, less upon
little personal incidents than either. His adventures are only
adventures of the heart and mind, that are laid open with an un-
sparing hand, and all their sore places unblushingly displayed.
Nothing but the most consummate vanity and the desperate ener-
gies of a repressed ambition could have led any man to put forth
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such a fearful revelation*. The world, however, will be a gainer
by the author’s boldness. A more interesting though painful pic-
ture—a mare instructive lesson is rarely met with. The evil con.
sequences of overrating our talents, and of encouraging a wild am.
bition and a morbid sensibility are illustrated by this unfortunate
painter of his own portrait, with a force and truth that canuot fail
to leave a deep impression upon every thoughtful mind.

Generally speaking, though there are many exceptions to the
rule, egotism and vanity are unfavourable signs. It is the want
of knowledge that makes us vain. The profoundest spirits are
often the humblest. Newton compared himself to a child gather-
ing pebbles on the sea-shore. The farther we advance, the longer
appcears our road ; for the more we see before us,

¢ Hills peep o’er hills, and Alps on Alps arise.”

The perusal of superior books has not the same humbling effect as
the meeting with superior men. A book is a kind of abstraction,
but a persona! contact with our betters occasions that strong sense
of inferiority which is so painful to little minds and so useful to
noble ones. The afixiety which some people evince to escape from
such uncongenial company, and their bitter humiliation and rest-
less discontent until restored to their own little circle of admirers,

* Sir Egerton Brydges is a very reserved man in society. It is strange how
easily men who are shy in private, run into a bold egotism in public. They who
are muchin the habit of addressing the public acquire a confidence of success,
and fall into a degree of familiarity with their thousands of unseen and unknown
readers, that is quite unaccountable to those who have confined themselves to
the intercourse of private life. 1t is like uttering impudent or foolish things in
a dark room. No rebuking eye kindles a painful blush upon the speaker’s
cheek. The author and the public do not meet face to face. The former sends
out his oracles or his egotisms from the concealment of his quiet study. The
late William Hazlitt was a striking illustration of the strange contrast which a
person may present between his public and his private manners. He was a
bold and egotistical author, but a shy man. 1n addressing the whole world, he
was often daring and dogmatical ; but in a small private company, if any stran-

gers were present, he could scarcely muster up sufficient courage to go through
the ordinary ceremonies of social intercourse.
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is an illustration of this remark. A library is not so great a
check on our self-affprobation, though adorned even with a Milton
and a Shakspeare! In minds, indeed, duly chastened and sub-
dued by extensive study, a work of true genius will always excite
a reverent admiration ; but I am now alluding to its effects on those
writers and readers who possess but a superficial knowledge of
literature and life. They who are apt to talk flippantly and even
to think lightly of books, are brought to their own level in the
presence of living genius.

Sir Egerton Brydges had unfortunately the temperament of
genius without its power, and for the want of that self-knowledge
without which we cannot turn the talents and acquirements we
may possess to any real advantage, he has passed a life of misery
and discontent. He has inherited an ample fortune, he is the
representative of one of the highest and most ancient families in
the kingdom, his powers of mind and his literary accomplishments
are of no ordinary character, (though immecasurably overrated by
himself,) and he has had books and lcisure at his command ; yet
with all these means and appliances he has dosfe but little for his
fame, and still less for his happiness. If he’had devoted his whole
energies to some single and noble purpose, instead of dissipating
his time and talents on unconnected and comparatively trifling
objects, he might have won to himsclf a far higher name in lite-
rature than he has yet acquired. Though he has poetical feelings,
he is not a poet, and has fallen into the too common mistake of
confounding a mere attachment for the Muses with an actual in-
spiration. But he who loves poetry is not necessarily a poet, any
more than a lover of music is necessarily a musician. This was
the grand error of his literary life. It is his failure as a poet that
has poisoned all his pleasures. If he could have forsworn verse,
and have devoted himself exclusively to any other department of
literature, he would have saved himself many bitter disappoint-
ments, and have occupied a more respectable station among his
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literary contemporaries. His works are occasionally characterised
by such ingenious thoughts, such noble feelings, and such a fervid
eloquence, that it is impossible to resist ihe impression that he
was meant for higher tasks than he has yet attempted. His fai-
lures, however, are to be attributed to very different causes
from those assigned by himself. His want.of success was not
owing to the ** want of cheers,” as he quaintly expresses it; but to
the sclf-mistake already alluded to, and to the irregularity and
capriciousness of his literary labours. It was not Sir Egerton
Brydges in his personal character, but in his character as an author,
that the public ever thought of him at all; and it is a great error
to suppose that they are prejudiced judges of literary merit. If he
had written any thing really worthy of general notice, he would
undoubtedly have obtained it. Genius has no occasion to be mute
and inglorious in thesc times. A follower of the Muses has now
a much greater chance of over-praise than unjust censure.

Sir Egerton Brydges * lisped in numbers.” It is a pity that his
mind took this turn so early. It werc to be wished that young
students would divect their attention more frequently to prose,
though it is natural enough that they should take in the first in-
stance to a kind of composition apparently so easy, though in re-
ality so difficult. Their ears are captivated with the sweet sound of
verse, and their minds are not always sufficiently critical to distin-
guish words from sense—the leaves from the fruit. Even persons
of tolerable sagacity, and who can observe the shallowness of a
florid and feeble prose style, are often found to surrender judg-
ment hoodwinked in reading verse, and especially if it be their own.
It is astonishing what mere inanities have satisfied the self-con-
ceit of writers of verse, who would have been heartily ashamed of
the, same emptiness in their prose. So long as the words run
smoothly and the rhymes are correct, there is something like an
air of completeness and a vague elevation in metrical composition

 that are exceedingly dclusive. There are certain words also the
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common property of verse-writers, that often suggest poetical
associations for witich the reader is more indebted to his own
imagination than to the genius of the author. Thesc pretty external
ornaments are often worn by a poetaster who is as ignorant of the
effect he produces as the unconscious fish that makes its gold and
silver scales to glister in the sunny water. It is the ease with
which vulgar writers can put on the costume of the Muse that
hus brought her spirit into contempt, amongst men who do not
sufficiently discriminate between harmonious and pretty verse and
genuine poetry. Thus Jeremy Bentham, perceiving how easy it
is for people to put common thoughts into correct rhyme, and of
what miscrable stuff the great mass of verse generally consists,
jumped at once to the conclusion, that poetry was a trifling amuse-
ment, unfit for grown men, and less useful than the game of push-
pin! He forgot Homer and Shakspeare and Dante and Milton,
and recollected only the small fry of small poetasters. But to
judge fairly of an art we should not estimate its claims by an
exclusive reference to the works of its unsuccessful votaries.
The rarity of great poets only proves the difficulty and digni-
ty of their art,—the same also is proved by the glaring ill
success of the countless host of verse-writers, who might have
attained to perfection in any other human accomplishment with
the same zeal and labour. Hayley, a learned, clegant and sen-
sible person, spent nearly half a century in the study and practice
of poetry ; but amongst his thousands of correct and harmonious
verses he has not left us a single linc that is breathed upon by
the Muse. Nature had denied him that peculiar quality without
which no man can produce genuinc poetry, however great may
be his learning, his industry, his zeal, or his general intellectual
power. We should always, therefore, feel some hesitation in en-
couraging young persons to write verse. Itis not to be denied that
the practice of versifying is an elegant amusement, and well calcu-
lated to familiarize a young student with the language in which he
2a
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writes; but there is the serious danger that a fatal facility in the
production of verse may lead to a long and Wnrequited courtship
of the Mute, and withhold a man from pursuits that are more
profitable and better adapted to his capacity. Nothing is more
unfortunate or more to be lamented than such a misdirection of
intellect and labour. How many individuals ase there who, though
contemptible as pocts, might have risen to distinction in almost
any other walk of life! The world is too apt to judge decidedly
of a man’s general powers by his failure in some particular de-
partment of human knowledge, without a due consideration of
his capacity for other studies. Thus 4 man who has written bad
poetry is thought unfit for every thing, and has sunk his reputation
for ever. He cannot hope to be regarded "as an able man, until
people forget that he has committed the sin of rhyme; and this
oblivion he is generally the last to desire or to anticipate. Men
who are in reality greatly his inferiors, but who have been more
fortunate in hitting upon a congenial and profitable pursuit in
life, seem privileged to speak of him with a mixture of pity and
contempt. The style in which the most vulgar persons speak of
all authors who are not in the very highest rank is justly rebuked
in a little collection of ‘“ Essays from the French of the Abbot
Trublet,” a book that well rewards perusal. In the course of
some remarks on criticism, this French Essayist thus alludes to
the despisers of the lesser literati.

¢ The middling sort of writers are common enough in the world of au-
thors; but men capable of mahing middling writers are very scarce among
men in general; even among those who think they have pretensions to
genius and learning.

““ A writer of this sort is a person of but moderate genius, compared
with men of the first rank ; butis often a considerable oune, compared with
the greatest part of those that take upon them to judge him with so much
pride and severity. Methinks, I could say to this insolent race of men;
ah! gentlemen, let me beseech you, do but think of the mischief youdo
yourselves, by this imperious manner of criticism : these contemptuous

airs: this magisterial toue in which you deliver yourselves | The persons
you set so low are infinitely your superiors,”
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Sir Egerton commends his own sonnets for their severe sim-
plicity of style, and flatters himself that in this respect he has
rightly followed the example of Milton. Milton’s styl€ is in keep-
ing with his thoughts. An ornate and cffeminate phraseology
would have been almost as unsuited to the cnergy and grandeur
of that mighty poect as to the Holy Scriptures, the sublimity of
which would be greatly injured by the introduction of flowery
epithets and elaborate metaphors from the store-house of modern
poetry. Itisdoubtful whether the plain language of Milton’s son-
nets would ever be tolerated in the productions of a fecbler writer.
The simplicity of Milton’s style is grand, because it is associated with
gigantic power. Pocts should choosc a subject and a style adapted
to their genius. If Moore were to throw away his gems and
flowers, and attempt the severer manner of Milton, pe'rhaps his
verses would be as worthless as they are now delightful. The
nakedness of Milton’s Muse is the nakedness of a classical statue.

The sonnets of Sir Egerton Brydges (with one exception)
are cold and unpoetical. The thoughts arc as prosaic as the
style. His sonnet entitled ** Echo and Silence” is so immeasura-
bly superior to all the rest, that it is a proof how much rcliance is
placed upon his honor that people take his word for it when he
claims it as his own. It was for some time attributed to
Henry Brooke (author of Gustavus Vasa) until in 1825, Sir Eger-
ton inserted in it his Recollections of Foreign Travel. Southey has
said that he knows not any poem in any language more beauti-
fully imaginative. If, as Dr. Johnson said of Gray, in reference
to his Elegy, the author had often written thus, it would have
been vain to blame and useless to praise him.

ECHO AND SILENCE.

In eddying course when leaves began to fly,

And Autuma in her lap the store to strew,

As mid wild scenes I chanced the Muse to woo
Through glens untred and woods that frowned on high,

2q?2
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Two sleeping nymphs with wonder mute I spy ;
And, lo, she’s gone !—In robe of dark green hue,
*I'was Echo from her sister Silence flew,

For quick the hunter’s horn resounded to the sky !
In shade afirighted Silence melts away.

Not so her sister.—1lark ! for onward still

With far-heard step she takes her listening way,
Bonnding from rock to rock, and hill to hill.

Al, mark the merry maid in mockful play

With thousand inimic tones the laughing forest fill !

The classical and accomplished Archdeacon Wrangham has
honored this sonnet with a Latin translation. The following re-
flections on his birth-day, may be given as a fair specimen of Sir
Egerton’s general style ; and I selcet this sonnet, because it is im-
mediately followed in his auto-biography by the writer’s remark,
that he had studiously attempted to imitate the simplicity of Mil-
ton, and had adopted the same stern system of the rejection of

flowery language.

SoNNET.—30th November.

This thy Jast day, dark month, to me is dear,

For this first saw mine infant eyes unbound ;
Now two-and-twenty years have hastened round,
Yet from the bud no ripened fruits appear!

My drooping spirits at the thought to cheer,

By my foud friends the jovial bowl is crowned,
While sad I sit, my eyes upon the ground,

And scarce refrain to drop the silent tear !

Yet, O beloved Muse ! if in me glow

Ambition for false fame, the thirst abate ;

Teach me for fields and flocks mankind to know,
And ope my eyes to all that's truly great ;

To view the world unmasked on me bestow,
And knaves and fools to scorn, howe'er adorned by state !

The sonnet previously quoted ( Fcko and Silence) is entitled to
all the praise it has obtained. It is truly poetical. But as the

author never approached its excellence on any other occasion, his
readers are compelled to conclude that it was suggested by one of
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those sudden flashes of inspiration which once or twice in the
course of a man’s Whole life may enable him, if I may use a common
expression, to surpuss himself. If the poem had been ¢ longer one,
this hypothesis would be quite unfair, because casual felicities of
this nature will not give life and animation to a sustained effort,
nor even to a succession of shorter pieces. Sir Egerton has been
writing sonnets nearly all his life, but the Muse, with this one
exception, has always frowned upon his best endeavours.

Turning, however, from the verse of this writer to his prose,
we are presented with numerous evidences of great natural talent
and of very elegant and extensive acquirements. I repeat my opi-
pion, that if he had concentrated his powers upon some worthy
undertaking, he would have been far better known and more high-
ly esteemcd as a literary man than he now is, thoukh he has
been labouring in the fields of literature, capriciously and irregu-
larly, for so long a period.

Sir Egerton Brydges is now in his seventy-fifth year, and it is
pleasing to find a literary man at his time of life writing with such
unabated vigour, animation, and enthusiaem. If he has the
garrulity of age, he has not its feebleness: He has not yet reach-
ed, and I hope he never will reach, the last of the Seven Ages*.

* Since the first edition of this book Sir Egerton Brydges has paid the debt
of nature.
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STANZAS,

ON THE DEATH OF A GENERAL OFYFICER 1IN INDIA.

Tur years of vanished life
The gun’s loud voice hath told—
The breast that dared the battle-strife

1Is motionless and cold !

The muffled drum’s dull moan,
Sad requiem of the brave,

Awoke the deep responsive groan
Above that warrior’s grave.

-

He lies on his dark bed,
‘With cold unconscious brow ;
For slecp’s eternal spell is spread

Around his pillow now.

Behold the erimson sky,
And mark yon setting sun;
For, like that orb, once bright on high,

‘Was Ahe whosec race is run !

A few short moments’ flight
Hath wildly changed his doom ;
The worm shall be his mate to-night—
His home, the checrless tomb !



SONNET—THE SUTTEEK.

The midnight blast shall howl—
The*dews his cold limbs steep—

The jackal shriek, the wild dog growl— °
Nor wake his dreamless sleep !

Yet vam the dirge of woe,
‘Where mortal relics rest,—

His earth-freed spirit triumphs now,
In regions of the blest !

SONNET—THE SUTTEE.

Her last fond wishes breathed, a farewell smile
Is lingering on the calm uncloudéd brow
Of yon dcluded victim. Firmly now
She mounts, with dauntless mien, the funeral pile
Where lies her earthly lord. The Brahmin’s guile
Hath wrought its will—fraternal hands bestow
The quick death-flame—the crackling embers glow-
And flakes of hideous smoke the skies defilc !
The ruthless throng their ready aid supply,
And pour the kindling oil. The stunning sound
Of dissonant drums—the priest’s exulting cry—
The failing martyr’s pleading voice have drowncd ;
While fiercely-burning rafters fall around,
And shroud her frame from horror’s straining cye !

303
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STANZAS.

I.
Tur brighter hours of life are past,
The sun of hope is set :
Though its lingering beam as it glowed its last
‘Woke a tear of too fond regret ;
It hath left a solemn twilight sadness,
1 would not change for the glare of gladness.

1.
I’ve known the weary weight of grief,
The throb of wild despair ;
Though hushed is the tone that would breathe relief,
And the sigh that my pang would share—
Though the breast is cold—the voice departed—
They haunt the dreams of the lonely-hearted.

.
I linger in the stranger’s land—
I share the stranger’s bowl—
Yet the thought of his own dear native land
Is a star to the wanderer’s soul ;
And of Memory’s chain—Love's farewell token—
Each hallowed link hath remained unbroken.
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ON THE ART OF READING.

I was lately dipping into ““ A Catalogue of Five Hundred cele-
brated Living Authbrs of Great Britain*,” published in 1788, and
on coming to the article on Anna Seward, was struck with the
singularity of one of the points of commendation. She is de-
scribed as ““ alady of considerable accomplishments, beautiful in
her person, lively and entertaining in her conversation, and cele-
brated for her great excellence in the art of reading.”” The mention
of Miss Seward’s poctry follows as a secondary matter ; and indeed
if she had not read poetry better than she wrote it, she would
scarcely have merited such particular praise. Not that her poetry
was invariably bad. Some of her sonncts have both beauty of
thought and harmony of mctre, though I fear that the world will
“ willingly let them dic.” In fact they are almost forgotten
already. There are lines in them, however, that deserve to live.
The following is an example. It fincly represents the hcat and
stillness of a summer noon. '

« And sultry silence brooded o'er the hills.”

The following Stanza on the dog in a wild state, is taken from

her poem on the “ Future Existence of Brutes.”

¢ When unattached, and yet to man unknown,
Wolfish and wild, the wilderness he roves,
Bays with his horrid howl, the silent moon,
And stalks the terror of the desert groves.”

The following couplet is pretty and picturesque :—

¢ And tossing the green sea-weed o’er and o’er
Crecps the hushed billow on the shelly shore.”

* I have a vague recollection that T.ord Byron once noticed and laughed at
this book, being much amused at the notion of there being at any time in one
country 500 celebrated living writeis.

2 r
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Her description of a winter morning is extremely true.
[}

T love to rise ere gleams the tardy light,
Winter’s pale dawn : - and as warm fires illume
And cheerful tapers shine around the room,
Through nusty windows bend my musing sight,
Where, round the dusky lawn, the mansions wiite,
With shutters closed, peer faintly throu: sh the gloom,
That slow recedes, while yon gray spnes assume,
Risg fiom therr dark pile, an added haght
By mdistinctness given.”

Miss Seward’s poetry is sometimes florid and affected, and a
great deal more attention seems paid to the expression and the
sound than to the sentiments.  She was admired, however, as a
poetess and esteemed as a friend by Darwin and Hayley, and even
Sir Walter Scott and the learned Dr. Parr. Sir Egerton Brydges
fancies that the hand of Darwm is to be traced in many of her
early poems. 1 think not  She was too sclf-satisfied to receive
such assistance. The querulous and passionate stiain of her
correspondence with Ienry llardinge, who occasionally ventured
to suggest improvements in her verses and to differ with her on
certain points of poetital criticism, shows that she was not casily
led by the advice or influenced by the judgment of others. Darwin,
in fact, is more indebted to her than she was to him, for he is known
to have used some lines of her composition as the introduction
to his * Botanic Garden,” and that without any acknowledgment.

As to Miss Sewardl’s posthumous letters, which in obedience to
her last will were cdited by Sir Walter Scott, they are certamly the
most artificial compositions of the kind in the English language,
though they are at the same time amongst the most amusing,
on account of their poetical criticisms and their literary anecdotcs.

Nothing, however, cun be more ludicrous than her extravagaut
admnratlon of the circle of Lilliputian poets, by whom she was sur-
munded I do not allude to Hayley and Darwin, for though now

= out of fashion they were really eminent men in their day ; but to
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that little clan of versifiers whose very names are now forgotten,
though their proddctions, according to Anna’s friendly predictions,
were to last with the language. It was hecause Hm:dinge would
not admire these sprats of Helicon that she was so exasperated at
what she called his want of candour. 'What most surprises us,
in the midst of het violent eulogies, is the quickness and accuracy
of her microscopic eye in picking out the minutest beauties of
these small writers. It is truc that she alwavs exaggcrates the
value of her discoveries to a most unconscionable extent; but
she exhibits at the same time the nicest judgment in selection.
If a critic of the severest tuste were compelled to praise the same
writers, he would incvitably fix upon the same passages for com-
mendation. This seems to show extreme partiality rather than a
want of critical acamen. Many of her remarks upon Milton are
exceedingly judicious, and she enthusiastically maintained his
claim to be considered a richly harmonious poet, when it was the
fashion to pronounce his versification harsh and nnpleasing.

Miss Seward’s success as a reader argues her possession of a
great delicacy of ear and quickness of apprehension, for without
these qualities it is impossible she could have recited Shakspeare
and Milton with even tolerable effect. If her reputation as a reader
was well founded, and there is no reason to doubt that it was so,
we need not wonder at the earnest entreaties of her friends (which
she mentions in her letters) for the repeated exercise of her talent
for recitation; for nothing. is more delightful than to hear fine
poetry delivered by a reader perfectly equal to the task.

It is assumed that poets, from their peculiar sensibility to the
beauties of verse and their more irtimate familiarity with its har-
monies, are better readers of poetry than other men. This is
generally the case, but not always. A man may write very harmoni-
ous verses, and yet be quite unable to do them justice by an accu-
rate and pleasing recitation. Goldsmith once remarked in com-
pany, that poets were more likely to read verses well than other

2R 2 .
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men ; but when he was called on to illustrate his remark by his
own petformance, he repeated a stanza of a ballad with such false
emphasis that he was condemned by all present.

Davies, in his life of Garrick, tells us, that when Glover read
his Boadicea to the actors, his voice was =0 harsh, and his elocu-
tion so disagreeable, that he disgusted his sauditors. Garrick
politely offered to read it for him; but Glover declined the fa-
vour, and appeared to think that he acquitted himself extremely
well*.  Corneille, Dryden, Addison, Akenside and Thomson were
wretched readers. Of the latter, Dr. Johnson remarks, that
“ among his peculiarities was a very unskilful and inarticulate
manner of pronouncing any lofty or solemn composition. He
was once reading to Doddington, who being himself a reader
eminently ‘elegant, was so much provoked by his odd utter-
ance, that he snatched the paper from his hands, and told him

* Garrick's own 1ccitation, however, was not peifect, and Dr. Johnson used to
tell hum that he often mistook the emphatic word in a sentence. There was a
line in Hamlet, the emphases of which he entirely misunderstood :

I ui.ll speak daggers, but use none.

Which he read :
I will speak daggers, but use none.

When Dr. Johnson requested him to read the Seventh Commandment.
Garrick pronounced it, “ Thou shalt not commit adultery.” “ You are wrong,”
said the Doctor, *“ 1t is a negative precept, and ought to be pronounced, ¢ Thou
shalt not commit adoltery.”” But Johnson himself was in error here, for the
proper emphasis is: * ‘I'hou shult not commit adultery ;” for the command is not
in opposition to a contrary command, which would have required the emphasis
on the word not alone.

Dr. Taylor told Boswell another anecdote of Dr. Johnson's triumphing over
his old pupil. Garrick and Giffard (also an actor) were called on to repiat the
Ninth Commandment: * Thou shalt not bear false witness against thy neigh-
bour.”” Both tried it and both mistook the emphasis, which Johnson explained
was on the not and fulse witness. Sheridanin his Lectures onthe Art of Reading
places the emphasis wholly on the word fulse ; but neither he nor Johunson, 1
think, are quite right, because they both omit some emphases that are obviously
required. Besides the emphasis on the word not, there should be an equal
emphasis on the words shalt not and fulse witness : Thou shult not bear false
witness against thy neighbour. 'T'hereis no direct opposition understood that
Would reghire an exclusive emphasis on not or false, Such an emphasis would

- not be less absurd than an emphasis on the word no in the Sixth Commandment :
“"Thou shalt commit 7o murder,” instead of *“ Thou shalt commit no murder.”
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that he did not understand his own verses.” Dr. Johnson him-
self was an indiferent reader. His recitation is said to have
been at oncc monotonous and violent. We learn from Miss
Seward that Walter Scott’s reading was equally imperfect* :
though Scott has praised hers very handsomely. * The tone of
her voice,” he says, *“ was melodious, guided by excellent taste,
and well suited to reading and recitation, in which she willingly
exercised it.””  Southey also speaks in high terms of her mode of
reading. She tells Cary (the Translator of Dante) that he is al-
most the ouly poct she is acquainted with whose reading is en-
tircly just to his Muse.

Byron is said to have read with fecling, but to have had a
¢ Northumbrian burr in his speech.”  Campbell reads very like a
Methodist parson. His matter, and the choice of hisecxpressions,
in a formal speech, arc always worthy of the poct and the patriot ;
but his manner is a sad disappointment to his adimirers. Those
who are familiar with him as a poct, and have felt the magic of
his fine eye and his sweet though somewhat restrained smile,
could not easily conccive that he would, injure the effect of
noble sentiments by such an extremely disagreeable delivery.

Amongst the clergy of the Church of Eugland there arc many
correct and impressive readers of the Scriptures ; but when they
descend from the pulpit they are too apt to bring its atmo-
sphere along with them, and to turn a poem into a sermon. The
Dissenters also, notwithstanding the many eloguent men amongst
them, are generally still greater sinners in this respeet, and in
the most checrful drawing-room make us fancy ourselves in a
conventicle. There is a monotonous whine in their recitation of
poetry that is perfectly intolerable. They regularly raise the voice

= Lockhart gives a very different account of Scott’s made of reading. ‘ He
read aloud high poetry with far greater simplicity, depth and effect than any
other man I ever heard; and in Macbeth or Julius Casar, or the like, 1 doubt
if Kemble could have been more impressive.”— Lockhart’s Life of Scott.
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at the beginning of every line, and drop it into inaudible whispers

at the close. .

There are perhaps a greater number of good readers amongst
actors than in any other profession. Mrs. Siddons used to be in-
vited to read Shakspeare at Court*. Perhaps histrionic orators
do not read other kinds of poetry so well as they read the Drama.
They are too much inclined to act. Quin, however, was an
exception. Ile is said to have read Milton with ** marvellous
propricty.”  Joseph Fawcett also was a beautiful general reader.
Haczlitt tells us that his repeating some parts of Comus with
his fine, deep, mellow-toned voice, particularly the lines, * I
have oft heard my mother Circe, with the Syrens three,” &c. and
the enthusiatic comments he made afterwards, were a treat to
the car and' to the soul. Henderson was a splendid reader ;
according to the testimony of Boaden his reading was superior
to that of Kemble or Mrs. Siddons.

A good reader may even blind us to the faults of an author by
the charm of his delivery. Spence, on the authority of Richardson,
tells us that < Mr. Hooke read some speeches of his Roman His-
tory to the Speuker Onslow (who piqued himself upon his own
reading), and begged him to give his opinion of the work : the
Speaker answered in a passion, he could not tell what to think of
it; it might be nonsense for aught he knew ; for that his man-

ner of rcading had bewitched him.”

* After Mrs. Siddons had retired from the stage, she gave public readings of
poetry at the Argyle Rooms in London. Tt was observed that her reading of
Shakspeare was tar more effective than her reading of Milton. Mr. Campbell
attributes this to the supposed circumstance that the poetry of Milton is too
spiritual to be susceptible of any improvement from elocution. I confess that 1
do not agree with him,  The glorious music of Milton must be doubly delight-
ful when worthily expiessed by that divinest of all instruments—the human
voice, 1n the case of Mrs. Siddons, we are to recollect that that Queen of Ac-
tresses was on her own strong ground in dramatic poetry, and that the sympathies
and associations of the audience were naturally most at her command, when she
was uttering the words of Shakspeare.
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It is =aid that Sir James Mackintosh was a fine reader; though
from the harshntss of his voice, I should not have supposed it. A
respected friend of mine tells me that one day in # lurge party at
Hydrabad, on some person depreciating Cowley, Sir James took
down the book from a shelf in the room, and saying that he was
sure the gentleman could not have sufficiently studied that poet,
he read the * Chronicle” in a style that enchanted his audience.
Perhaps his truth of emphasis and fecling overcame the disad-
vantage of a bad voice.

Though good poets are not necessarily good readers of verse,
and I have given the names of several who illustrate the observa-
tion, I still think that the best readers amongst the poets must
recite their own compositions or those of their brethren with a
peculiar gusto and a magical effect. It is said that Vérgil, Racine,
and Boileau were admirable rcaders. Nat l.ee was particu-
larly distinguished for the beauty of his recitation. “ He was so
pathctic a reader of his own scenes,”” says Cibber, “ that while he
was rcading to Major Mohun at a rchearsal, Mohun, in the warmth
of his admiration, threw down his part, gnd said, “unless I were
able to play it as well as you read it, to what purpose should I
undertake it ¥ ”’ .

Mr. De Quincy (the Opium Fater) gives an interesting account
of Charles Lamb as a reader ; and in speaking of his own habits,
says, that at one period during illness he could not read to him-
self with any pleasure, yet that he sometimes read aloud for the
pleasure of others, for reading was an accomplishment of his, ** al-
most the only one he possessed,” ard if he was proud of any thing
it was of this, because he had cbserved that no accomplishment
was so rare. He describes Charles Lamb as a delightful reader
of verse, though his style of recitation wanted force, and was
better suited to passages of quiet or solemn movement than to
those of tumultuous passion. But the management of his pauses,
it is added, was judicious, his enunciation distinct, his tones me-
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lodious, and his cadences well executed. This praise may excite
some surprise, because it has been said that Lamb‘stammered even
more in readirfg than in speaking. Amongst the best readers of
modern times was Dr. Sayers, of whom William Taylor of Nor-
wich has written such an affectionate and interesting biography.
“ Throughout life,” says his biographer,  he was'one of the finest
readers ever heard ; expression of every kind was at his command ;
his own cmotion was always transitive, yet given with that
subdued grace which is the expedient distinction between lecture
and declamation.” Mr. Polwhele (in his Traditions and Recol-
lections) rccords that Dr. Wolcot (Peter Pindar) rcad poetry
extrcmely well. He remembers the Doctor’s reading some lines
“with a voice so plaintively soft, so musical in its cadences, that
his whole sodl should seem to have been attuned to sensibility and
virtue. But what a medley is man of good and evil !”
Wordsworth’s reading of his own poetry is described by Hazlitt
as particularly imposing. ¢ In his favorite passages his cye beams
with preternatural lustre, and the meaning labours slowly up from
his swelling breast.” *Mrs. Hemans, in a letter to a friend, also
gives a pleasing account of ‘Wordsworth’s style of recitation. * His
reading i very peculiar, but; to my ear, delightful ; slow, solemn,
earnest in expression, morc than any I have ever heard ; when he
reads or rccites in the open air, his deep and rich tones seem to
proceed from a spirit-voice, and to belong to the religion of the
place, they harmonize so fitly with the thrilling tones of woods
and waterfalls.”  Coleridge was al<o a fine rcader. The reporter
of the poct’s Table Talk mentions that upon his telling him, that
he did not very well recolleet the Prothalamion of Spenscr,  Then
I must read you a bit of it,” said Coleridge, and fetching the book
from the next room, he recited the whole of it in his finest manner.
I parti~ularly bear in mind,” continues the reporter (the poet’s
relative), “the sensible diversity of tone and rhythm with which
he gave the concluding line of cach of the strophes of the poem :
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Sweet Thames, run softly ’till T end my song.

Talfourd, in his life of Lamb, tells us that Coleridge was some-
times induced to recite portions of Christnbel,”. “then en-
shrined in manuscript from eves profane;” and that he gave
‘ a bewitching effect to its wizard lincs.””  ** But more peculiarly
beautiful than thi<,”’ continues Talfourd, ‘ was his recitation of
Kubla-Khan. As he repeated the passage—

A damsel with a dulcimer

In a vision onee I saw:

It was an Abyssiman maid,

And on her dulcimer she play’d

Singing of Mount Abora—
his voice secmed to mount and melt into air as the images grew
more visionary, and the ~uggested associations more regiote.”

Very little attention is paid at the generality of schools to ac-
curacy and variety of emphasis and cadence. The consequence is
that few persrtom, even umongst thosc who have received what is
called an elegant cducation, are able to read cither prosc or verse
with propriety and effect. Most1cader< hurry over the finest prose
composition like a paragraph in a ncwspa];cr, as it they had no
time to sparc; or turn poctry mto prose by a cold and carcless
intonation, or by harsh and erroncous accents.  Faults in prose-
reading, however, though more casily avoided, are far less dis-
gusting than in the recitation of verce. Even <o carly as the
time of Elizabeth, the pocts used to complain of the manner in
which their works were reeited.  Beaumont, in his lines to Fletcher
on the failure of his ** Faithful Shepherd,” speaks with impatient
contempt of bad rcaders of versc :

¢ Of those——
Whose very reading makes verse senseless prose.”

The first and most important requisite for excellence in reading,
is a thorough comprehension of the author’s meaning ; for unless
we fully apprehend his sentiment or intention, it is impossible to
give the right tone and cadence. The slightest crror in these

2s
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respects has such a serious effect, that a writer is quite at the
mercy of his recader. A greater punishment to‘a poet could hardly
be conceived than that of making him listen to his own composi-
_ tions inaccurately or untastefully recited*. I have never met
with more than two or three individuals in private life who could
read an ode or an elegy in a style that was not absolutely offensive.

The two most common though opposite fuults in the reading of
verse arc a disregard of those fine harmonies which distinguish
verse from prose, and a whine or sing-song. These are the
Scylla and Charybdis of recitation. To avoid such serious dangers
requires the nicest art—the utmost delicacy of taste. The reader
who can succeed in this difficult task, and keep precisely the right
tone, accent, and emphasis, and preserve at the same time an air
of case and freedom in the manazement of his voice, must be no
ordinary person. Such cxcellence is not a mere mechanical ac-
complishment. It not only requires somcthing of the perseve-
rance of a Demosthcnes, but many persvnal and intcllectual
qualities of a rare and brilliant order.

The rules for readling verse are o unsettled, that many points
of considerable importance must be left entircly to the taste and
feeling of the rcciter. It is not, for instance, yet agreed amongst
the teachers of elocution, whether or not a slight pause should be
made at the end of every line of verse just sufficicnt to mark its
limits. Dr. Lowth, Mr. Garrick, Dr. Johnson, Dr. Blair and
Mr. Sheridan arc in favour of this pause; Walker and others
are against it. I am inclined to agrce with the former, that

* T laugh heartily,”says Owen Feltham (in his Resolves), *“ at Philoxenus’s
jest, who passing by and hearing some masons mis-scnsing lus lines, (with their
ignorant sawing of them,) falls to breaking amain. 'They a<k the cause, and he
replies, they spoil his work, and he theits, Certainly a worthy poet 1s so far from
being a fool, that there is some wit required mm him that shall be able to read him
well ; and without the true accent, numbered poetry does lose of the gloss. It
was a speech becommg an able poct of our own, when a lord read his verses
crookedly, and he beseeched his lordship not to murder him in his own lines,
¢ He that speaks false Latin breaks Priscian’s head ; but he that repeats a verse
ill puts Homer out of joint,' "’
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there ought to be a very slight, and except to a fine ear, a
scarcely perceptible pause of suspension at the end of every line,
whether of rhymed or blank verse; but. it should se;m, if I may
say so, more like a link than a break in the chain of harmony.

If any one is asked a second time to rcad aloud by any number
of persons of good taste whom he has no rcason to suppose are
inclined to flatter him, he may congratulate himself upon the pos-
session of a very rare and delightful accomplishment. For my
own part I repeat, that I have heard very few persons in private life
attempt to read poetry aloud who did not cither irritate their andi-
tors or lull them into an untimely slumber. 1 have met with many
who could write good poetry, but very few who could read it pro-
perly. They who have been present at poetical readings in private
parties know what a wearisome trial of courtesy it is to keep up
an air of attention. The eyes begin to close in spite of onc’s polite-
ness, and to make those ““ pictures when they’re shut” of which
Coleridge speaks ; while like the waves on the sca-shore as de-
scribed by Shelley, the reader’s voice breathes over the slumbering
brain a dull monotony. That Anna Seward deserved her reputa-
tion as a fine reader is sufficiently evident "from the circumstance
of her having been so frequently solicited to rcad Shakspeare
aloud to different companies, that at last the task was beyond her
strength. One evening, from reading all the principal scenes in
Macbeth, she found herself so much injured that as she assured
her friends, she never breathed freely afterwards.

M?v. Southey in the preface to his Madoc, in the new edition of
his poems, has made the following complimentary mention of Miss
Seward, with which I shall conclude the present article :—** Sir
Walter Scott has cstimated with characteristic skill Miss Seward’s
powers of criticism and her strong prepossessions on literary points.
And believing that the more she was known the more she would
have been esteemed and admired, T bear a willing testimony to her
accomplishments and her genius, to her generous disposition, her
frankness, her sincerity and warmth of heart.”

282
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SPRING.

Tne fresh and joyous Spring at length is seen,
And all things breathe of bliss. The youthful year
Hath burst the barriers time and tempe;t rear ;
And clothed in vernal beauty, smiles sercne

The quick-reviving earth. Though long hath been
The trance of Nature on the naked bier

Where ruthless Winter mocked her slumbers drear,
And rent with icy hand her robes of green,

At last ’tis brightly broken! Glossy trees,
Regplendent mecads and varicgated flowers,

Gleam in the sun, and tremble in the breeze !

And now with dreaming ecye the poct sees

Fair shapes of pleasure haunt romantic bowers,

And laughing streamlets chase the flying hours !

SONNET—TO IIEALTH.

Ou ! T have sought thee over hill and plain,

In life’s bright morn, with Temperance my guide,
And Hope and laughing Plcasurc at my side,
Rose-cheeked Hygeia! And not all in vain

I wandered then o’er Nature’s sweet domain,

For we have met where timid Dryads hide,

And where proud rivers in their glory glide
Bencath the summer sun. But carc and pain
Have bound me now with adamantine chain ;
Dark thoughts and images of death deride

My dearest dreams, my passions and my pride ;
And, oh ! no more, (g0 ruthless Fates ordain,)
These languid limbs the cheerful haunts shall gain,
‘Where thou and rural happiness abide !
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ON PROSE MEMORANDA FOR POETICAL
COMPOSITION.

——

Lorp ByroN made frequent poetical use of his own journals
and letters. IHec sometimes even repeated the same thought
in several different prosc writings, and then finally enshrined
it in immortal verse. In a letter to Mr. Murray, dated Dio-
dati, Sept. 29, 1816, he says, “ We have been to the Grindel-
wald, and the Jungfraw, and stood on the sun:mit of the
‘Wengen Alp, and seen torrents of nine hundred feet in fall, and
glaciers of all dimensions: we have heard shepherds’ pipes and
avalanches, and looked on the clouds foaming up from the valley
below us, like the spray of the ocean of hell.” In his journal, there
is the following similar passage ;—*¢ Heard the avalanches falling
every five minutes nearly. From whence we”stood, on the Wengen
Alp, we had all these in view on one sidc‘; on the other, the clouds
rose from the opposite valley, curling dp perpendicular precipices
like the foam from the ocean of hell. It was white and sulphury.”
These descriptions were at last reproduced in Manfred.

¢ Ye avalunches, —_—
1 hear ye momently above, bencath

Crash with a frequent conflict.

The mists boil up around the glaciers ; clouds
Rise curling fast beneath me, white and sulphury,

Like foam_from the roused ocean of deep hell.”

I will give two farther specimens—** Arrived at the Grindcl-
wald ; rode to the higher glacier—like a frozen hurricane.”” * * * * ¥
¢« Passed whole woods of withered pines, all withered; trunks
stripped and barkless, branchless, lifcless ; done by a single winter.”



318 ON POETICAL COMPOSITION.

“ O'er the savage sen,
The glassy ocean of the mountain ice, ’
Wae skim its rugged breakers, which’ put on
The aspect of a tumbling Zempest’s foam
Frozen in a moment.” Manfred.
¢ Like blasted pines,
Wrecks of a single winter, barkless, branchless.”
Ibid.

Dr. Johnson, a poet very different indeced from Byron, occa-
sionally made use of prose notes in the preparation of his verses.
The following rough hint or memorandum was used in his Jrene,

“Manowmrr (to Irexr). T have tried thee, and joy to find that thou
deservest to be loved by Mahomet,—with a mind great as his own. Sure
thou art an error of nature, and an exception to the rest of thy sex, and art
immortal ; far sentiments like thine were never to sink into nothing. I
thought all the thoughts of the fair had been to select the graces of the day,
disclose the colours of the flaunting (Howing) robe, tune the voice and roll
the cye, place the gem, choose the dress, and add new roses to the fading
check, but—sparkling.”

This passage is thus transformed into metre in the tragedy :

¢ Illustrious Inaid, new wonders fix me thine;
Thy soul completes the triumph of thy fuce;
1 thought, forgjve my fair, the noblest aim,
The strongest effort of a female soul
Was but to choose the graces of the day,
To tune the tongue, to teach the eyes to roll,
Dispose the colours of the tlowing robe,
And add new roses to the fuding cheek.”

It is said that Pope’s Essay on Criticism was first writter. out in
prose by his own hand, and that the Essay on Man was versified
after the original prose sketch, furnished to the poet by his  guide,
philosopher, and friend,” Lord Bolingbroke. A similar practice
is recommended by Vida in his Art of Poetry; and Warton tells
us, that when Racine had fixed on a subject for a play, he wrote
down in plain prose, not only the subject of each of the five acts,

but of every spcech. 'When he had done this to his satisfaction,
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he used to say, ‘“ My tragedy is finished.” Moore observes that
it was much the same case with Sheridan, who, whenever he un-
dertook any subject in verse, used to write down his thoughts
first in a sort of poetical prose, with here and there a rhyme or
metrical line as they might occur, and afterwards reduce, with
much labour, * this anomalous compound” to regular poetry. A
practice of this nature, however, should not be too gcn:erally adopt-
ed in poetical composition. It may be very advisable in some
particular kinds of poetry, such as the didactic, and the descriptive ;
but in those compositions which require quick bursts of passion, or
“ thoughts that breathe, and words that burn,” there is something
uncongenial and chilling in so mechanical an operation, and in the
very nature of mcre prose itself. The music of verse, the beauty
of those expressions usually connected with poetical a:ssociati(ms,
and the elevation or abstraction of mind which is required in the
production of poctry with all its proper adjuncts, excite the ima-
ginationand preserve it inthe requisite state of activity and fervour.
The mere diflicultics of versification, are by no means so great as
is gencrally supposcd, when the poct is in a fvorable mood.  Pope
has confessed that he often found one counplet suggest another.
‘We have also the authority of Milton, for sayving, that there are
certain * thoughts that voluntarily move harmonious numbers.”
In descriptive poetry, however, especially, where minute and quick-
ly changing appearances are to be preserved, and the memory is
apt to be unfaithful, the practice of taking prose notes from the
book of nature is, perhaps, both justifiable and judicious. It is
analogous to the practice of a sister art. Studies from Nature are
thought no deduction from a painter’s supposcd power of imagina-

tion or facility of execution.



{ 320 ]

STANZAS.

T.

On! deem not that my heart is cold,
Though ’mid the social throng

I silent sit, as if controlled
By some deep sense of wrong ;

It is not that the voice of mirth
Sounds harshly in mine ear,

Nor that my soul denies the worth

Of Fricndship’s smile sincere :—

.
But oft upon my sunniest hour
A fitful sadncess falls,
And shades prophetic round me lour,
*Till every scene appals.
I could not tell thee whence or why
Comes this o’erwhelming change,
That makes what else might charm mine eye
Seem desolate and strange.

IIt.

As sometimes o’er the brightest day
The sudden shadows sail,

So dreams of darkness and dismay
O’er Life’s best hopes prevail.

I see such mystic visions now,
And tremble at my fears,—

Oh'! then, forgive my clouded brow,
My silence and my tears !
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ON FRIENDSHIP.

“ Of all the heavenly gifts, that mortal men commend,
What trusty tieasure in the world can countervail a friend ?**
Nicholas Grimoald™.

* In the morning, after the priest had given him the last sacraments, he said—-
‘ there is nothing that is meiitorious but virtue and friendship ; and indeed
friendship 1tself is only a part of virtue.” ”

Spence’s Anecdotes of Pope.

“ Oh! what a rare thing 1< a fliend! Tlow true is that old saying ; that the use
of a friend 15 more pleasing and necessary than the clements of fie and

water.”
eMontaigne.

“ The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried,

Grapple them to thy soul with hooks of steel.”
Shakspeare.

MosT men flatter themselves that they are not only capable of
{riendship, but that they have many friends. To a superticial ob-
server, human life appears to abound in frigndships; but it pre-
sents a very different aspect to those whe can penctrate bencath
the surfacc. ““ Friendship is so rare,” ohseryes Sir Philip Sidney,
 that it is almost doubtful, whether it is a thing indeed, or a
mere word.” Poets and moralists have concurred in culogising
its advantages, and lamenting its uncertainty. A familiar ance-

dote on the subject has been versified by Cowper :

¢« Iloratio’s servant once, with bow and cringe
Swinging the parlour door upon its hinge,
Dreading a negative, and over-awed
Lest he should trespass, begged to go abroad.
Go fellow ! whither 7—turning short about—
Nay. Stay at home—you're always going out.

* An old English Poet—the second writer of blank-verse after Surrey. He
Hlourished in the early part of the 16th century.

2T
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"Tis but a step, sir, just at the street’s end.
For what ?— An please your sir, to see a friend.
Adriend ! Horatio cried, and seemed to start—
Yeu, marry shalt thou, and with all my heart.
And fetch my eloak ; for, though the night be raw,
T'll see him too—the first I coer saw !”
“JIt is with friends as with ghosts,” s&ys Rochefoucault ;
* things that every body talks of, and scarcely any hath seen.”
But, however rare may be real friendship, men are so little
formed to live alone, that when they caunot grasp its substance,
they love to cheat themsclves with its shadow,  They who have the
fewest fricnds have often the most acquaintances.  The latter are
a kind of proxies for the former, and usunally bear the same name,
though they are really of a very different character. Perhaps faith in
some matters is less involuntary than philosophers have supposed ;
as nothing seems more common than for men to believe according
to their wishes, and to rcject what is opposed to their vanity or
their interest. Thus we frequently find a person of shrewdness
and good sense congratulating himself on a long list of supposcd
friends, who in reality, are heartless and sclfish beings, whose
characters are as clear as daylight to all the rest of the world.
Men protect themselves' from the fear of infidclity in friendship,
and the horror of discovering that they are alone in the world,
by a voluntary blindness. The greatcst optimist in friendship is
indisposed to put the truth and constancy of hix friends to a very
severe trial. He drcads to be undcceived. It is gencrally consi-
dered a very dungerous thing to borrow money from a fricnd, or
to rival him in love or fame. That which is commonly called
friendship would not stund the test.  Goldsmith’s story of
Alcander and Septimius, in which one friend resigns the hand of
his mistress to the other, with such a magnanimous self-sacrifice,
is a pretty romance, but has no counterpart in common life.
Mr. Landor in his *Imaginary Conversations” makes Cicero
thus express himself—* Could ] begin my cxistence again, and



ON FRIENDSHIP. 323
what is efuallv impossible, could I see before me all T have seen,
I would have few acquaintances, fewer iTiendships, no familiarities.
This rubbish, for such it generally is, collecting at the base of un
clevated mind, lessens its height and impairs its character.”
Theve is no doubt that the being linked by the mere forms and
courtesies of sociaty to a very extensive circle, must be injurious
alike to a man’s easc, purity, and independence. lec has too
many different opinions to stady, and too many tastes to satisfy,
to be able to indulge his own particulur impulses. Instead of
stunding out boldly and promincutly as an individual, he becomes
only an insignificant part of the great mass, and is whirled away
like a mere straw, wamidst the general refuse that soils the stream
of life. A man of eminent intellectual and moral worth cannot
long mingle harmoniously with the crowd without & sacrifice of
character. The delicate bloom of virtuc is soon rubbed off by a
close contact with the world, and the finest thoughts and specuala-
tions arc exchanged for more vulgar and sordid interests. Unless
a man lowers himsclf to the level of those about him by unworthy
compliances, he is regarded with a jealous,eye.  Tlis superiority
is a tacit censurc on the rest of the warld. They eall his inte-
grity churlishness, and his genius eccoutricity.  “ Great wit,”
especially of that kind which renders a man unfit to mingle with
the throng, is always held to be very ‘‘nearly allied to mad-
ness.” e who mixes with the world, and vet endeavours to
breast the strean of popular opinion, iz considered more odd than
wise. Thus a man who has many friends has generally very few
worth having, nor docs he deserve to have better ones ; for it is
only by a dishonorable flexibility in his own character that he can
surreund himself with a host of intimates, all differing more or
less from himself, and from each other. The friendship that is
of any value consists in a close communion of mind, as well as
heart, and such is the selfishness of most men, the inequality of
human capacitics, and the endless variety of dispositions, that
2T 2
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nothing is so rare as the union of congenial spirits. A man may
pass through a long life without meeting with one companion,
into whose breast he could safely pour the secrets of his soul, or
from whom he might expect a perfect and disinterested sym-
pathy. Montaigne has some excellent observations on the rarity
of friendship, and rclates the anccdote of a young soldier, who,
when asked by Cyrus, what he would take for a horse with which
he had just won the prize at a race, and whether he would
exchange him for a kingdom, replied, ‘“ No, truly, sir; but I
would freely part with him to gain a friend, could I find a man
worthy of such a relation.” When Socrates was asked why he
had built so small a house—** Small as it is,” he replied, I wish
1 had friends cnough to fill it.”

Rochefoucault, who studied human nature closely, observed,
that in the misfortunes of our best fricnds we always find some-
thing that does not displease us.  Swift has confirmed the truth
of this maxim, and has illustrated it by his verses on his own
death, in which he anticipates the observations of his surviving
friends with great sagacity and a caustic humour. To those who
ncither analyze their own feelings, nor dive into the hearts of
others, this view of human nature may seem as untrue as it is
shocking. They perceive not with what ecager and indecent haste
unhappy intelligence is communicated by friends, and how trans-
parent is the veil of sadness that is worn on such occasions. A
kecen eye may often detect an ill-suppressed smile beneath it, like
the sunlight behind an April cloud. T have seen instances in
which it has broken out intv actual laughter. People are some-
times heard to express a sense of horror at their own indifference
to the afllictions of their frie'nds, and half-conscious of a strange
internal pleasure, are unable to account for it. It is truly said,
that the most difficult of all knowledge is the knowledge of our
own hearts. This secret satisfaction arising from the distresses
of others is owing to the sense of superior fortuue, increased
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by contrast, and not to any natural malignity of disposition, as
might be superficially imagined. Al happiness is comparative,
and we measure our own lot by that of others! This view of
the subject in some degree blunts the edge of Rochefoucanlt’s
remark, which would otherwise scem a terrible sarcasm against
human nature. ' To enable us to overcome the disposition to con-
gratulate ourselves on our own good fortunc at the expense of
others, our friendship must be strong indeed. Those who think
they have many friends of such truth and fervour indulge in a
very gross delusion.

A gentleman ouce gave me a few odd pages, which he got by
mere accident, of a work entitled ¢ The Journal of a Self-Observer,”
being the diary of the inmost thoughts and feelings of the cele-
brated Lavater, a keen student of his own heart"and the hearts
of others. The Journal was not originally intended for publi-
cation. ““ Lest I should deccive mysclf,” savs the author, « I
will make a firm resolution never to show these remarks to
any person whatever.”  And he undertakes to put down every
thing as truly and as carcfully as if he had to rcad the Journal to
his God. The following passage may be given as a specimen of
his confessions (more genuine than ghose of Rousscau), and as a
curious evidence of his severc and scarching self-study. The

book would have delighted Rochefoucault.

 Sunduy, January the seventh.—When 1 awoke, a messenger was
waitimg for me, delivering a letter from my friend *7# 1) at ll—-—, who
entreated me to pay him a visit, f possible, for he was very ill.

« 1 was frishtenced, and yet this intelligence hed something pleasing in
it, though, God knows! 1 lovc my frieud sincerely ; his death would
grieve me much. It is not the first time that my fright occasioned by
affliciing wtelligence, secmed to be mived with seeret joy. 1 recolleet to
have felt once on a sudden alarm of fire, somethm so very pleasiiz, that,
on covl reflection, makes me shudder.  Was this sensation the efieet of the
novelty, und the suddenness of the alarm, or of the presentiment of the
concern which those with whom I should have an opportunity of conversing
on thut incident would shuw, and which is always somewhat glaticring to the
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narrator? Or was it the effect of the confused idea of the changes which
interrupted the sameness of my thoughts or occupations? Or was it,
which is most likely, the consequence of the joyful sensation of being
exemplud from the misfortune which befalls or threatens others?

¢ I should like to know whut passes in the minds of other people, and
particularly of those who have an humane, fecling heart, when they are
surprised by important, and, at the sume time, afHicting intelligence.
However, 1 apprehend that most of them either do not [;ny proper atten-
tion to situations of that kind, or are anxious to hide their feelings from
others, and, perhaps from themselves.  Yet, I think, one ought to observe
one’s self with the utmost care in such cases ; and, in order to recollect
afterwards, to one’s own benefit, the most secret emotions of the mind, one
ought to conimit them faithfully to writing in the first trauquil moment.

“ T communicated the letter to my wife, made preparation for my
journey, settled in haste some business, gave some orders, and then step-
ped into the carriage.

¢« Consternation, anxiely, uneasiness, and a secret satisfuction, on ac-
cound of the joy iy speedy arrivel would afford my friend, but not only on
account of that joy, but also of the praisc which 1 expected himsclf and his
tiumily would give me—and shame on account of that satisfuction, succeed-
ed each other, alternately, in the first quarter of an hour~.

[ began to pray: ¢O! my God! how irregular and impure are my
thoughts!  When will my heart be in such a condition that I shall be able
to look upon myself without blushing !—Merciful God ! guide my thoughts
and sensations, particularly at present.’”

L]

Real friendship is almost as exclusive as love, and cannot be
diffused over a large circle. 1 can hardly call that man my friend
who cares as much for a hundred other people as he does for me.
I am not satisfied with a hundredth share of his heart. He
;night as well pretend to love as many mistresses. He cannot
have an equally deep feeling for them all. In the event of a
contraricty of interests amongst them, how is he to act ? Every
body’s friend is no one’s. Jealousy is almost as much allied to
friendship as to love, and it is more natural to see friends in pairs
than in triads or in scores. The close communion of a great

number of people is sociality, but not friendship,

These are genuine confessions, and show a profound self-knowledge.
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Some people talk of friendship as if it were as common a thing
as the sexual affection, which is by no mean; the case. All men
at some period of their lives have been fired by tl;o lutter passion,
but comparatively very few of any age have felt the force of
genuine friendship.  Love is a compound feeling, and is fed with
the grossest fiod; but friendship is a passion which must exist
centircly on a moral or intellectual diet. Though love is more
ficry and ardent, it is also more fickle and uncertain, It is sub-
ject, as are all physical passions, to a fatal satiety. It is destroyed
by fruition. But the appetite of friendship grows with what it
feeds on. Love is like a hunter who cares not for the game when
once caught, which he may have pursued with the most intense
and breathless eagerness. Love is strongest in pursuit, {riendship
in possession. :

The ancient philosophers were enthusiastic advocates of friend-
ship, and amongst the Grecks it was made a point of religion
and legislation.  But Christianity has been thought by some to
nullify this virtue. Soame Jenyns, in his ** View ol the Internal
Evidence of the Christian Religion,” mathtains, that it is not con-
sistent with that universal benevolence which is inculeated by the
Scriptures*. Dr. Johnson secmns to' lean to the same opinion,
and Shaftesbury in his * Characteristics” insists that private
friendship is a virtue purely voluntary in a Christian. Ile sup-
ports his argument with an extract from Bishop Taylor, who
observes that the word friendship, in the sense commonly under-

stood by it, is not so much as mentioned in the New Testament|.

* ¢« It is totally incompatible,” be observes, ¢ with the genius and spirit of
the Gosnel.” Melmouh 1n his remarks ou Cicero’s Lalins warmly combats tins
notion,

t But Bishop Heber (who by the way, wrote a Life of Bishop Taylos)
made the following remark n a letter to Mr. Hornby : *“ Whatever may be our
prospects of intercourse here, 1 am not onc of these who apprehend that a well-
grounded esteem even for earthly beinzs, will perish with the present world ; and
I trust I am not presumptuous in cherishing the hope, that many of the friend-
ships begun here, may be ainong the sources of our everlasting happiness.”
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Boswell records the following conversation on this subject be-
tween Dr. Johnson and Mrs. Knowles (a Quaker lady).

a

Johnson : ¢ All friendship is preferring the interest of a friend to the
weclect or perhaps against the interest of others ; so that an old Greek
said, < he that has fricnds has no friend.” Now Christianity recommends
universal henevolence, to consider all wen as our brethrea ; which is con-
trary to the virtue of friendship, as described by the ancient philosophers.
Surely, madam, your sect must approve of this; for yon call all men
Sriends.”  Mrs. Knoweles: ¢ We are commanded to do good to all men,
but especially to them that are of the household of futh ¥’ Johnson :
“ Well, madam, the household of fiith 1s wide enough.”” Mrs. Knowles :
“ But, Doctor, our Sarviour had twelve Apostles, yet there was one whom
he loved.  Johu was called the diseiple whom Jesus loved !” Johnson »
(with eyes sparkling benignantly,) “ Very well, indeed, madam. You
have suid very well.”  Boswell : < A finc application.  Pray sir, had you
ever thought of it ?” Johuson : ¢ T had not, sir.”

But though thereis certainly a spirit of exclusiveness in friend-
ship itself, it does not follow that it is necessarily opposcd to that
universal philanthropy which is so incessantly and so beautifully
recommended by the Christian religion. To entertain exactly
the same esteem and love-for all men is utterly impossible, because
we esteem and love individuals for qualities with which all men
are not equally endowed. There arc also natural instincts which
interfere with this equality of regard. Every mother must prefer
the interest of her own offspring to that of others. Al that can
Ve expected from us is, the cultivation of a spirit of charity and
good-will towards the whole human race; and they who are
capable of an intense and passionate friendship cannot be cruel or
cold-hearted towards any portion of their fellow-creatures. In
fact, in the composition of a genuine friendship there are many
of the highest and most gencrous virtues. A merely selfish man
cannot be a fricnd, neither can an evil-minded or a foolish one.
Voltaire defines friendship *“ a tacit contract between two sensible
and virtuous persons.” * The wicked,” he says,  have only

accomplices ; the voluptuous, companions; the interested, asso-
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ciates ; idle men, connexions; and princes, courtiers. Cetilegus."
he adds, ‘“was the accomplice of Cataline. and Mwcenas, the
courtier of Octavius ; but Cicero was the friead of Altticus.”
There are many delightful examples of literary friendship.
Perhaps one reason of the fervour of friendship between men of
letters is their faeility of mental intercourse. They arc in the
habit of clothing their most subtle thoughts and associa-
tions in a transparent diction. The communion of such men
is perfect, and the intense delight with which they compare
minds, and kindle at the social collision of their most secret con-
ceptions, is inconceivable by ordinary persons. Their mental
characters are more firmly fixed, and their opinions are not liable
to be affected by the breath of frivolous scandal or by slight
external occurrences. They live as it were in a world JF their own,
in which there are fewer mutabilitics than in the material world
with which other mecn are connected. They do not care for the
idle gossip of society. Their conversation is about departed
spirits, and is full of glorious abstractions. They arc hand and
glove with Milton and Shakspeare, with Bacon and with New-
ton, while they have not cven a bowing' acquaintance with their
next-door ncighbour. How Dbeautifub an instance of litcrary
friendship is that of Beaumont and Fletcher, whose labours were
so mingled, that no critic has been able to separate them ! Their
union is eternal ! It is scarccly necessary to allude to the friend-
ship of Virgil and Horace, Petrarch and Boccacio, Chaucer and
Gower, Surrey and Wyatt, Milton and Marvel, Cowley and larvey,
Isaac Walton and Charles Cotton, Lloyd and Churchill, Pope and
Swift, and Byron and Moore. Of these interesting literary fricnd-
ships almost cvery one must have read. How touchingly has Gray
commemorated his affection for West, in the following Sonnet.

¢ In vain to me the smiling morning shines,
And reddening Pheebus lifts his golden fire;
The birds in vain their amorous descaut join,
Or cheerful fields resume their green attire.

2 v
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These cars, alas, for other notes repine ;

A different object do these eyes require ;
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mine ;

And in my breast the imperfect joys expire.
Yet morning smiles the busy race to cheer,

And new-born pleasure brings to happier men;
The fields to all their wonted tribute bear;

To warm their little loves the birds compldin,
I fruitless mourn for him that cannot hear,

And weep the more because I weep in vain.”

The friendship of Montaigne and Stephen de Boetius was such
as is rarely known in ordinary life,—** a friendship so entire, and
so perfect, that certairi]y the like is hardly to be found in story.”
Nothing can exceed the passionate and disinterested tenderness
with which they regarded each other. After the death of Boetius,
of which his friend has given us so pathctic a relation, life seemed
« one dark tedious night”” to the survivor. ¢ From the day that
1 lost him,” says Montaigne, ** I have only languished in life, and
the very pleasures that present themsclves to me, instead of com-
forting me, double my (affliction for the loss of him. We were
half-sharers in every thing; and methinks, by outliving him, I
defraud him of his share.” This approaches nearly to Dryden’s
somewhat cxtravagant description of friendship in his < All for

Love.”

¢ T was his soul : he lived not but in me;
We were so closed within each other’s breast,
The rivets were not found that joined us first ;
That does not reach us yet; we were so mixed,
As meeting streams, bLoth to ourselves were lost :
We were one mass : we could not give nor take,
But from the same ; for he was I, I he.
» » * * *
If I have any joy when thou art absent,
I grudge it to myself ; methinks I rob
Thee of thy part”’
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Young puts the loss of a friend in a still stronger light :

“ When friends part
"Tis the survivor dies.”

It is this kind of social intercourse which is described by Sencca.
“ Friendship,” =ays he, * lays all things common, and nothing
can be good to the one that is ill to the other. I do not speak of
such a community as to destroy onc another’s propriety ; but as
the father and mother have two childern, not one a picce, but
each of them two.” When we congider what arc the real claims of
friendship, and look around us in the world in scarch of a true
friend, we may well despair of success. lle who has one such
treasure may think himself supremely fortunate. Ordinary con-
nections in society arc merely supported by an interchange of
interests, which is interrupted at the first inequality.” This com-
merce of benefits is attended with as much sclfishness and mean
arithmetic on both sides as the negociations of the lowest traders.
Tt resolves itself into the simple question of profit and loss. The
gencral craving for society and intolerance of solitude is not so
much traceable to a spirit of sociality as 0 an uneasy vacancy of
mind, and the absence of internal and independent sources of
amusement. Most men arc anxious to escape from their own
thoughts, and dread the dulness of a self-conversation. The'y
find their own company insupportable, and are sometimes com-
pelled to fly for relief even to those whom they despisc.  Thus,
“ kings,” as Burke says, ¢ are fond of low compuny,” because in
such society they can best forget their own weurisome identity,
and throw off that uneasy weight of satiety and care which is
peculiar to their isolated condition. The friendship which seecms
so abundant in general society is a sad illusion, and nothing can
be more contradictory and absurd than the manner in which the
mass of pecple speak, in their absence, of those whom they call
their friends. They should ask themselves how far they would be
ready to sacrifice their own immediate interest for the benefit of
2v 2
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these ‘dear associnges: "If the life of one of them depended on
;m expénsive voyage that was beyond ‘his means, would they
pay the cost? If he were to die, would it deprive them of
any portion of -their usual appetite or sleep? *“Not a jot!” Dr.
Johnson, who was at lcast as capable of the virtue of friendship
as the gencrality of men, has very candidly confessed the small
extent of his own sympathy in the fate of others. If he had not
the requisite fervour and disinterestedness of genuine friendship,
he was at all events no hypocrite, and was equally willing to read
his own heart, and to lay it open to the gaze of others. 'When he
was asked, what his feelings would be if one of his friends were
apprehended for an offencc for which he might be hanged: he
replicd, * I should do what I could to bail him, and give him any
other assi<tance; but if he were once fairly hanged I should not
suffer.”  ““ Would you cat your dinner that day, sir ?”’ inquired
Boswell.  ““ Yes, ~ir; and cat it as if he were eating with me.
‘Why, theie’s Baretti, who 1s to be tried for his life to-morrow ;
friends have 1isen up for him on all sides; yet if he should be
hanged, none of thewn will cat a slice of plum-pudding the less.
Sir, that sympathetic fecling gocs a very httle way in depres<ing
the mind.” This seems a disheartening account of human
naturc ; but T am afraid it is the true one. Those who have more
sympathy for their fellows are perhaps but rare exceptions to the
gencral character of mankind. Dr. Johnson, cursed as he was
with a hspochondriacal temperament, had a deep sense of the
necessity of friendship. After the loss of many friends, wnose
praise he valued, he makes a touching allusion to his desolate con-

’»

dition, in the preface to his Dictionary. 1 may surely,” says he.
“be contented without the praise of perfection, which if I could
obtain in this gloom of solitude, what would it avail me ?"” But
the death of fricnds made little impression upon him when he had
the meaus of supplying their place with other associates. e used

to talk of the necessity of r¢pairing his friendships with new
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acquantances, a cold and mechanical notion, which shows how
little he understood of the depth, and holiness, and continuity of
a true affection®. His filendship was selfish and dne-suided.” He
was merelv his own friend The loss of a filend who deserves
the name 15 utterly irreparable. It 15 & ternble laceration of the,
heart which never heals.

¢ Thy last sigh
Dissolved the charm , the disenchanted ¢ irth
T ost all ber lustre !’

There 13 nothing which throws so daik a hortor over death as
the parting with a deat friend, and the dieadful thought that we
mav never mcet again, cven m a future state 15 almost msupport-
able The great and awful change which must take place m om

nature may anmlnlate the matenals of fiiendship

* It mu<t be remembaed however, that even Ciwcro 1 his w1y on
Frnendsht rccenmnen ! us to 1epan the loss of old trends by new w quisitions.
And Shenstonc wchnowlc lges that it was v maam with him that wheneva he
Jost 1 pcrson « fuendship to eneage 1 fresh fuend m his plhe  But it s not so
ei1sy to en g 2 tiend 1« you would 1 seryant, just as yon rcquue hun
[hare s 2 plowant <tanza on this subject m Don Juin

0O Tob! vou hltwo fuends o:u, s quite ¢nough,
T speanally when we uc il at case
Ihey e but bad pilots when the weather’ rough
Doctors less tamous for then cures than fees
1 ¢t no mn srumble when his fricnds fall off,
Ax thev will do hike loaves at the first biceze
W hen your uftwis come round onc way o1 tothe,
Go to the Cofice Housc and take amother

The Poct, however, adds in the succecding stanza—
“ But this 1s not my masun  hed 1t been,

Sonic hedtt-a |es had been <pared me ’

The thought of going to a Coftee House for a new friend was suggested to
T ord Byien by a pissagc m Swift’s o1 Walpole's letters, he did not remember
which, where it s t 1 that body regretting the loss of a friend was
answered, ¢ When I lose one, I go to the St, James s Coffee Housc, and tahe

another ”?
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The ancients carried more of - this world into their idea of a
future state than we do, and cheered their last hours with the
hope of again'meeting those they loved with rach the same
personal fecling as that with which they parted. Modern phi-
losophy is on this point perhaps more refined; but while it ren-
ders our future prospect less palpable, it is also less congenial
to human associations.

STANZAS TO —
(ON THE DEATH OF HIS WIFE, A FKW MONTHS AFTER MARRIAGE.)

1.
A croom hath gathered round thee now that will not pass away,
Like gray mist from the mountain’s peak, or storms from April’s
day ;
There is a shade upon t‘hy brow, a tempest in thy soul,

No ray of earthly hope can cheer, no mortal voice control.

For she, the charm, the life of life, hath vanished from the scene,
And thou art left to mourn in vain how brief her sway hath been ;—
Alas! too, like a meteor fair from some celestial clime,

That bright but transient vision touched the dusky wings of Time !

I
Thy path is lone and desolate, and grief shall haunt thy breast,
Yet sometimes dreams of happier realms where weary pilgrims rest,
May flash upon thine upward gaze, and bid thy spirit soar
Where friends and lovers severed long, shall meet to part no more !
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LINE& WRITTEN IN A LADY'S AVBUM.

Lapy-—--though no poctic fire

Breathe in my verse—no Mu-<e 1nspire

My soul with that resplendent lore

That glitters in the page of MoorgE—
‘With WorpswoRTH’S sentiment profound—
Or Birov’s storm of thought and sound—
Or classic CaMPBRLL’s patriot glow—

Or Scort’s free strain, whose numbers flow
As wildlv as the wandering rills *
’Mid Scotia’s proud romantic hills—

The state, the tenderness, and power

Of SouTtHFY 1n lis happrer hour—

The gentle truth, and visions bold,

Of him* the ¢* Tale of Loie’ thgt told—
Or SurirryY’s wilderncss of drfeams,

His thunder-clouds, and mctdor -gleams ,—
Though powers hike the<c alone are given
To spirits touchcd with hght from heaven,
Who seem upon this carth to wave
Celestial wands—and thou<ands crave

A spark of their immortal flame

To cheer them on the path of fame,

Yet crave in vain—and “mid the throng
E’en I have dared an .dle song,—

Though barren rhymes my labours raise,
Poor shrubs on which the sun of praise

Colendge.
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But seldom beams,—T do not fear

Fair Laoy ! thinc indulgent ear ;

For promptly at thy soft command—
And who could check his heart or hand
At beauty’s call —I've framed a lay
‘Whose sound perchance some future dey
May bid thec huil with kind regard

The memory of thy fricud and bard.

But turning to my task and theme.

‘What rays of glory round me stream !
The dazzling gems these leaves cnclose—
The various spells that genius throws

On every page—the flowerets rare
Transplanted in thus bught parterre—
Stiike dumb the faint descriptive Muse,
As sun-beams mock the pamter’s hues ;—
Nor nced these simple verses tell

The hand of T ste hath chosen well.

)













