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Jesse is the orphan of a poor clergyman, who 
goes, upon her father's death, to live with a 
rich old lady who had been his friend; and 
Colin is a young farmer, whose father had 
speculated away an handsome property; and 
who, though living in a good degree by his 
own labour, yet wished the damsel (who half 
wished it also) to remain and share his hum
ble lot. The rich lady proves to be suspicious, 
overbearing, and selfish; and sets Jesse upon 
the ignoble duty of acting the spy and informer 
over the other dependents of her household; 
on the delineation of whose characters Mr. 
Crabbe has lavished a prodigious power of 
observation and correct description :—But this 
not suiting her pure and ingenuous mind, she 
suddenly leaves the splendid mansion, and 
returns to her native village, where Colin and 
his mother soon persuade her to form one of 
their happy family. There is a great deal 
of good-heartedness in this tale, and a kind 
of moral beauty, which has lent more than 
usual elegance to the simple pictures it pre
sents. We are tempted to extract a good part 
of the denouement. 

Blended with village-tones, theiw 
Gave the sweet night-bird's warhl?®^ 
1 he youth embolden'd, yet _ 
His fondest wish, nor found the" n°wto!(jv' 
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bly laboured, and, we should suspelt <• 
i t e  w i t h  t h e  a u t h o r ,  p l e a s e s  u s  W f n :  

tale m the volume. It is a lorn, f 
low base fellow, who rises by mea?""' 
honourable arts to a sort of opulent" 
without ever committing any&J„, 
sullies his mind with all sorts of 4; C: 

ess, and unworthy acts, till he becomT 
t0 ,ai,mdo°f lan§'uld a"d loathsome 

" The pensive Colin in his garden stray'd, 
But felt not then the beauties he display'd ; 
I here many a pleasant object met his view, 
A rising wood of oaks behind it grew ; 
A stream ran by it, and the village-green 
And public road were from the garden seen : 
feave where the pine and larch the bound'ry made, 

rPse beds threw a soft'ning shade. 
1 he Mother sat beside the garden-door, 

Dress d as in times ere she and hers were poor; 
wi ™ j C,d ^ap was know" in ancient davs, 
4nien,-^akaT s,dresscompell'd the village praise: 
And still she look'd as in the times of old'-
tore his last farm the erring husband sold : 
While yel the Mansion stood in decent state 
And paupers waited at the well-known gate! 
T, , Ajla3,! my Son!' the Mother cried, 'and why 
That silent grief and oft-repeated sigh ? 
Fain would I think that Jesse still may come 
I o share the comforts of our rustic home : 

She surely Iov d thee ; I have seen the maid 
When thou hast kindly brought the Vicar aid— 
Oh h St eas'd bls bosom of its pain. 

Seen her~~she wiH come again.' 
ctiUn! u • at'°? Ce?s d ; and Col™ stood the while Silent, but striving for a grateful smile ; * 

And shar'T h e ! SU/e had Jesse sta7'd, « COr?forts ofour sylvan shade,' &c 
g pr?acehSPake_bUthark! he tears .h'tp-' 

Of rattling wheels! and lo ! the evening-coach • 
Makes^he^nrf r"ovemePt 'he horses' feet ' 

He gthey'd ^'^P'^hee'ls8ifhmried'by!? 

She camp I_u ? , e Jesse come ? 

I r ' 1  
SO pressing Colin, she so much inclin°d ' 
I hat night advanc'd • anrl ti™ luc.Jln d> 
No wishes to depart she felt, o^efon'T m 
Yet 1long m doubt she stood, and then HP f™31" d* 
The Maid m,ld 7e,,ing' in the scene around06 r6" 
1 he Mald' now Peculiar beauties found'-

A free living and free tt 
tng squire had been galled by the p b 
bukes of his unrelenting pastor, and 
up a dependent relation of his own to<!" 
to his charge. The youth drinks and 
with his patron to his heart's content it 
the progress of his education :-butV: 

the old censor dies, falls into the societ-
bamts, becomes a rigid and intolerant Met! 
ist, and converts half the parish, to the: 

nite rage of his patron, and his own* 
affliction. 

"The Confidant" is more interest-
though not altogether pleasing. A fair 
makes a slip at the early age of fifteen.« 
is concealed from every one but her mot' 
and a sentimental friend, from whom-
could conceal nothing. Her after life fcc 
and exemplary; and at twenty-five i 
married to a worthy man, with whom ?• 
lives in perfect innocence and concord; 

many happy years. At last, the confidant 
ner childhood, whose lot has been less; 
perous, starts up and importunes her: 
money—not forgetting to hint at the fatal -
cret of which she is the depository, A: 
agonising and plundering her for years. -
at last comes and settles herself in her hoc* 
and embitters her whole existence by her5-
lsh threats and ungenerous extortions. I;-
husband, who had been greatly disturb 
the change in his wife's temper and spirt 
at last accidentally overhears enough top 
him in possession of the fact; and resolr; 
to forgive a fault so long past, and sowelkr 
paired; takes occasion to intimate his far 
ledge of it? and his disdain of the false co:: 
dant; in an ingenious apologue—which;hor-
ever is plain enough to drive the pestilr 
visiter from his house, and to restore per 
and confidence to the bosom of his grater 
wife. 

" Resentment " is one of the pieces in wLr 
Mr. Crabbe has exercised his extraordinr 
powers of giving pain—though not gratuiio 
ly in this instance, nor without inculcate: 
strong lesson of forgiveness and compass; 
A middle-aged merchant marries a lady 
good fortune, and persuades her to make 
all over to him when he is on the eve of bar 
ruptcy. He is reduced to utter beggary; a 
his wife bitterly and deeply resenting tt-
wrong he had done her, renounces all con
nection with him, and endures her own 

CRABBERS TALES. 403 

verses with magnanimity. At last a distant 
relation leaves her his fortune; and she re
turns to the enjoyment of mode rate, wealth, 
and the exercise of charity—to all but her 
miserable husband. Broken by age and dis
ease, he now begs the waste sand from the 
stone-cutters, and sells it on an ass through the 
streets:— 

" And from each trifling gift 
Made shift to live—and wretched was the shift." 
The unrelenting wife descries him creep

ing through the wet at this miserable em
ployment; but still withholds all relief; in 
spite of the touching entreaties of her com
passionate handmaid, whose nature is as kind 
and yielding as that of her mistress is hard 
and inflexible. Of all the pictures of mendi
cant poverty that have ever been brought for
ward in prose or verse—in charity sermons or 
seditious harangues—we know of none half so 
moving or complete—so powerful and so true 
—as is contained in the following passages:— 

" A dreadful winter came ; each day severe, 
Misty when mild, and icy-cold when clear; 
And still the humble dealer took his load, 
Returning slow, and shivering on the road : 
The Lady, still relentless, saw him come, 
And said,—4 I wonder, has the Wretch a home !' 
4 A hut! a hovel!'—4 Then his fate appears 
To suit his crime.'—' Yes, Lady, not his years;— 
No ! nor his sufferings—nor that form decay'd.'— 
4 The snow,' quoth Susan, 4 falls upon his bed— 
It blows beside the thatch—it melts upon his 

head.'— 
4 'Tis weakness, child, for grieving guilt to feel.' 
4 Yes, but he never sees a wholesome meal; 
Through his bare dress appears his shrivel'd skin, 
And ill he fares without, and worse within : 
With that weak body, lame, diseas'd and slow, 
What cold, pain, peril, must the suffrer know!— 
Oh ! how those flakes of snow their entrance win 
Through the poor rags, and keep the frost within! 
His very heart seems frozen as he goes, 
Leading that starv'd companion of his woes : 
He tried to pray—his lips, I saw them move, 
And he so turn'd his piteous looks above ; 
But the fierce wind the willing heart opposed, 
And, ere he spoke, the lips in mis'ry clos'd ! 
When reach'd his home, to what a cheerless fire 
And chilling bed will those cold limbs retire ! 
Yet ragged, wretched as it is, that bed 
Takes half the space of his contracted shed ; 
I saw the thorns beside the narrow grate, 
With straw collected in a putrid state : 
There will he, kneeling, strive the fire to raise, 
And that will warm him rather than the blaze; 
The sullen, smoky blaze, that cannot last 
One moment after his attempt is past: 
And I so warmly and so purely laid, 
To sink to rest!—indeed, I am afraid !' " 

pp. 320—322. 
The Lady at last is moved, by this pleading 

pity, to send him a little relief; but has no 
sooner dismissed her delighted messenger, 
than she repents of her weakness, and begins 
to harden her heart again by the recollection 
of his misconduct. 
<< Thus fix'd, she heard not her Attendant glide 
With soft slow step—till, standing by her side, 
The trembling Servant gasp'd for breath, and shed 
Relieving tears, then uttered—4 He is dead !' 

11 1 Dead !' said the startled Lady. 4 Yes, he fell 
Close at the door where he was wont to dwell. 
There his sole friend, the Ass, was standing by, 
Half dead himself, to see his Master die.' " 

pp. 324, 325. 

"The Convert" is rather dull—though it 
teaches a lesson that may be useful in these 
fanatic times. John Dighton was bred a 
blackguard; and we have here a most lively 
and complete description of the items that go 
to the composition of that miscellaneous char
acter ; but being sore reduced by a long fever, 
falls into the hands of the Methodists, and be
comes an exemplary convert. He is then set 
up by the congregation in a small stationer's 
shop; and. as he begins to thrive in business, 
adds worldly literature to the evangelical 
tracts which composed his original stock in 
trade. This scandalises the brethren; and 
John, having no principles or knowledge, falls 
out with the sect, and can never settle in the 
creed of any other; and so lives perplexed 
and discontented—and dies in agitation and 
terror. 

"The Brothers" restores us again to human 
sympathies. The characters, though humble, 
are admirably drawn, and the baser of them, 
we fear, the most strikingly natural. An 
open-hearted generous sailor had a poor, 
sneaking, cunning, selfish brother, to whom he 
remitted all his prize-money, and gave all the 
arrears of his pay—receiving, in return, vehe
ment professions of gratitude, and false pro
testations of regard. At last, the sailor is dis
abled in action, and discharged; just as his 
heartless brother has secured a small office 
by sycophancy, and made a prudent marriage 
with a congenial temper. He seeks the shelter 
of his brother's house as freely as he would 
have given it; and does not at first perceive 
the coldness of his recfeption.—But mortifica
tions grow upon him day by day. His grog 
is expensive, and his pipe makes the wife 
sick; then his voice is so loud, and his man
ners so rough, that her friends cannot visit her 
if he appears at table ! So he is banished by 
degrees to a garret; where he falls sick, and 
has no consolation but in the kindness of one 
of his nephews, a little boy, who administers 
to his comforts, and listens to his stories with 
a delighted attention. This too, however, is 
at lasUnterdicted by his hard-hearted parents; 
and the boy is obliged to steal privately to 
his disconsolate uncle. One day his father 
catches him at his door; and, after beating 
him back, proceeds to deliver a severe rebuke 
to his brother for encouraging the child in 
disobedience—when he finds the unconscious 
culprit released by death from his despicable 
insults and reproaches ! The great art of the 
story consists in the plausible excuses with 
which the ungrateful brother always contrives 
to cover his wickedness. This cannot be ex
emplified in an extract; but we shall give a 
few lines as a specimen. 

11 Cold as he grew, still Isaac strove to show, 
By well-feiffn'd care, that cold he could not grow; 
And when he saw his Brother look distress'd, 
He strove some petty comforts to suggest; • 
On his Wife solely their neglect to lay, 
And then t' excuse it as a woman's way; 
He too was chidden when her rules he broke, 
And then she sicken'd at the scent of smoke ! [find 

44 George, though in doubt, was still consol'd to 
His Brother wishing to be reckon'd kind: 
That Isaac seem'd concern'd by his distress. 
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Gave to his injur'd feelings some redress; 
But none he found dispos'd to lend an ear 
To stories, all were once intent to hear ! 
Except his Nephew, seated on his knee, 
He found no creature car'd about the sea; [boy, 
But George indeed—for George they'd call'd the 
When his good uncle was their boast and joy— 
Would listen long, and would contend with sleep, 
To hear the woes and wonders of the deep; 
Till the fond mother cried—' That man will teach 
1 he foolish boy his loud and boisterous speech.' 

d the Father and the boy was taught 
io shun the Uncle, whom his love had sought." 

ir A , , , . , PP- 368,°369. 
\xr A ,j ? , . s.lcken'd, and this duteous Child 
VVatch d o er his sickness, and his pains beguil'd ; 
I he Mother bade him from the loft refrain, 

But, though with caution, yet he went again; 
And now his tales the sailor feebly told, 
His heart was heavy, and his limbs were cold! 
The tender boy came often to entreat 
His good kind friend would of his presents eat: 
Purloin'd or purchased, for he saw, with shame, 
1 he food untouch'd that to his Uncle came ; 
Who, sick in body and in mind, receiv'd 
The Boy s indulgence, gratified and griev'd! 

" Once in a week the Father came to say, 
;' George, are you ill ?'—and hurried him away; 
Yet to his wife would on their duties dwell, 
And often cry, ' Do use my brother well;' 
And something kind, no question, Isaac meant, 
And took vast credit for the vague intent. 

" But, truly kind, the gentle Boy essay'd 
To cheer his Uncle, firm, although afraid ; 
But now the Father caught him at the door, 
And, swearing yes, the Man in Office swore, 
And cried, ' Away !—How ! Brother, I'm surpris'd, 
1 hat one so old can be so ill advis'd,' " &c. 

pp. 370—371. 

After the catastrophe, he endures deserved 
remorse and anguish. 

a Pe.takes his S(>n. and bids the boy unfold 
All !he,good Uncle of his feelings told, 
All he lamented—and the ready tear 

<!1StvSj ^stens> s°oth'd, and griev'd to hear 
Didhe not curse me, child?'—'He never curs'd, 

But could not breathe, and said his heart would 
burst:'— r . 

'And so will mine !'—' Then, Father, you must 
My Uncle said it took his pains away.' "—p. 374 

The last tale in the volume, entitled, "The 
Learned Boy," is not the most interesting in 
the collection; though it is not in the least like 
what its title would lead us to expect. It is 
the history of a poor, weakly, paltry lad, who 
is sent up from the country to be a clerk in 
town; and learns by slow degrees to affect 
treethmking, and to practise dissipation. Upon 
the tidings of which happy conversion his 
father a worthy old farmer, orders him down 
again to the country, where he harrows up 
the soul of his pious grandmother by his in
fidel prating—and his father reforms him at 
iim6wPh rmng hlS idle b00ks> and Seating him with a vigorous course of horsewhipping 

There is some humour in this tale:—and a 
gieat deal of nature and art, especially in the 
delineation of this slender clerk's gradual 
corruntion—and in the constant and consS 
tional predominance of weakness and folly 

faneneSs3 ̂  ̂  virtue~his P-ty and pr£ 
We have thus gone through the better part 

of this volume with a degree of minuteness 
for which we are not sure that even our poet

ical readers will all be disposed to 1 
But considering Mr. Crabbe as. upon f?" 
whole, the most original writer who ha ^ 
come before us; and being at the same 
of opinion, that his writings are destined t 
still more extensive popularity than thevh * 
yet obtained, we could not resist the tem 
tion of contributing our little aid to the2" 
ment of that destiny. It is chiefly forT 
same reason that we have directed our 
marks rather to the moral than the lite ^ 
qualities of his works;—to his genius at W 
rather than his taste—and to his thoZ 
rather than his figures of speech. By far th 
most remarkable thing in his writings is f 
prodigious mass of original observations Z 
reflections they every where exhibit: and J 
extraordinary power of conceiving and renre 
senting an imaginary object, whether phvL 
or intellectual, with such a rich and coniZ 
accompaniment of circumstances and detail 
as few ordinary observers either perceive or 
remember in realities ; a power which, thoori 
often greatly misapplied, must for ever entitle 
him to the very first rank among descriptive 
poets; and, when directed to worthy objects 
to a rank inferior to none in the highest Hp 
partments of poetry. 

In such an author, the attributes of style 
and versification may fairly be considered'as 
secondary;—and yet, if we were to mi. 
irately into them, they would afford room fot 
a still longer chapter than that which we are 
now concluding. He cannot be said to be 
uniformly, or even generally, an elegant writer. 
His style is not dignified—and neither very 
pure nor very easy. Its characters are force, 
precision, and familiarity;—now and then 
obscure—sometimes vulgar, and sometimes 
quaint. With a great deal of tenderness, and 
occasional fits of the sublime of despair and 
agony, there is a want of habitual fire, and of 
a tone of enthusiasm in the general tenor of 
his writings. He seems to recollect rather 
than invent; and frequently brings forward 
-his statements more in the temper of a cau
tious and conscientious witness, than of a fer
vent orator or impassioned spectator. His 
similes are almost all elaborate and ingenious, 
and rather seem to be furnished from the ef
forts of a fanciful mind, than to be exhaled 
by the spontaneous ferment of a heated im
agination. His versification again is frequently 
harsh and heavy, and his diction flat and 
prosaic ; both seeming to be altogether neg
lected in his zeal for the accuracy and com
plete rendering of his conceptions. These 
defects too are infinitely greater in his recent 
than in his early compositions. "The Vil
lage " is written, upon the whole, in a flowing 
and sonorous strain of versification; and "Sir 
Eustace Grey," though a late publication, is 
in general remarkably rich and melodious. 
It is chiefly in his narratives and curious de
scriptions that these faults of diction and 
measure are conspicuous. Where he is warm
ed by his subject, and becomes fairly indig
nant or pathetic, his language is often very 
sweet and beautiful. He has no fixed system 
or manner of versification; but mixes several 
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very opposite styles, as it were by accident, It is no great matter. If he will only write a 
and not in general very judiciously;—what is few more Tales of the kind we have suggested 
peculiar to himself is not good, and strikes us at the beginning of this article, we shall en-
as being both abrupt and affected. gage for it that he shall have our praises—and 

He may profit, if he pleases, by these hints those of more fastidious critics—whatever be 
—and, if he pleases, he may laugh at them. | the qualities of his style or versification. 

( j  n  i a ,  

Tales of the Hall. By the Reverend GEORGE 

MR. CRABBE is the greatest mannerist, per
haps, of all our living poets; and it is rather 
unfortunate that the most prominent features 
of his mannerism are not the most pleasing. 
The homely, quaint, and prosaic style—the 
flat, and often broken and jingling versification 
—the eternal full-lengths of low and worth
less characters—with their accustomed gar-
nishings of sly jokes and familiar moralising— 
are all on the surface of his writings; and are 
almost unavoidably the things by which we 
are first reminded of him, wrhen we take up 
any of his new productions. Yet they are not 
the things that truly constitute his peculiar 
manner; or give that character by which he 
will, and ought to be, remembered with future 
generations. It is plain enough, indeed, that 
these are things that will make nobody re
membered—and can never, therefore, be re
ally characteristic of some of the most original 
and powerful poetry that the world has ever 
seen. 

Mr. C., accordingly, has other gifts; and 
those not less peculiar or less strongly marked 
than the blemishes with which they are con
trasted ; an unrivalled and almost magical 
power of observation, resulting in descriptions 
so true to nature as to strike us rather as 
transcripts than imitations—an anatomy of 
character and feeling not less exquisite and 
searching—an occasional touch of matchless 
tenderness—and a deep and dreadful pathetic, 
interspersed by fits, and strangely interwoven 
with the most minute and humble of his de
tails. Add to all this the sure and profound 
sagacity of the remarks with which he every 
now and then startles us in the midst of very 
unambitious discussions;—and the weight and 
terseness of the maxims which he drops, like 
oracular responses, on occasions that give no 
promise of such a revelation;—and last, though 
not least, that sweet and seldom sounded 
chord of Lyrical inspiration, the lightest touch 
of which instantly charms away all harshness 
from his numbers, and all lowness from his 
themes—and at once exalts him to a level 
with the most energetic and inventive poets 
of his age. 

These, we think, are the true characteristics 
of the genius of this great writer; and it is in 
their mixture with the oddities and defects to 
which we have already alluded, that the pe
culiarity of his manner seems to us substan
tially to consist. The ingredients may all of 
them be found, we suppose, in other writers; 

1819.) 
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but their combination—in such proportions at 
least as occur in this instance—may safely be 
pronounced to be original. 

Extraordinary, however, as this combination 
must appear, it does not seem very difficult 
to conceive in what way it may have arisen, 
and, so far from regarding it as a proof of sin
gular humorousness. caprice, or affectation 
in the individual, we are rather inclined to 
hold that something approaching to it must be 
the natural result of a long habit of observa
tion in a man of genius, possessed of that 
temper and disposition which is the usual ac
companiment of such a habit; and that the 
same strangely compounded and apparently 
incongruous assemblage of themes and senti
ments would be frequently produced under 
such circumstances—if authors had oftener 
the courage to write from their own impres
sions, and had less fear of the laugh or won
der of the more shallow and barren part of 
their readers. 

A great talent for observation, and a delight 
in the exercise of it—the power and the practice 
of dissecting and disentangling that subtle and 
complicated tissue, of habit, and self-love, and 
affection, which constitute human character— 
seems to us, in all cases, to imply a contem
plative, rather than an active disposition. It 
can only exist, indeed, where there is a good 
deal of social sympathy; for, without this, the 
occupation could excite no interest, and afford 
no satisfaction—but only such a measure and 
sort of sympathy as is gratified by being a 
spectator, and not an actor on the great theatre 
of life—and leads its possessor rather to look 
with eagerness on the feats and the fortunes 
of others, than to take a share for himself in 
the game that is played before him. Some 
stirring and vigorous spirits there are, nc 
doubt, in which this taste and talent is com
bined with a more thorough and effective 
sympathy; and leads to the study of men's 
characters by an actual and hearty partici
pation in their various passions and pursuits; 
—though it is to be remarked, that when such 
persons embody their observations in writing, 

i they will generally be found to exhibit their 
characters in action, rather than to describe 
them in the abstract; and to let their various 
personages disclose themselves and their pe
culiarities, as it were spontaneously, and with
out help or preparation, in their ordinary 
conduct and speech—of all which we have a 
very splendid and striking example in the 
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Tales of My Landlord, and the other pieces 
of that extraordinary writer. In the common 
case, however, a great observer, we believe, 
will be found, pretty certainly, to be a person 
of a shy and retiring temper—who does not 
mingle enouphwith the people he surveys to 
be heated with their passions, or infected with 
their delusions—and who has usually been 
led, indeed, to take up the office of a looker 
on, fiom some little infirmity of nerves, or 
weakness of spirits, which has unfitted him 
trom playing a more active part on the busy 
scene of existence. 

Now, it is very obvious, we think, that this 
contemplative turn, and this alienation from 
the vulgar pursuits of mankind, must in the 
first place, produce a great contempt for most 
of those pursuits, and the objects they seek 
to obtain—a levelling of the factitious distinc
tions which human pride and vanity have es
tablished in the world, and a mingled scorn 
and compassion for the lofty pretensions under 
which men so often disguise the nothingness 
of their chosen occupations. When the many-
coloured scene of life, with all its petty agi
tations, its shifting pomps, and perishable 
passions, is surveyed by one who does not 
mix in its business; it is impossible that it 
should not appear a very pitiable and almost 
ridiculous affair; or that the heart should not 
echo back the brief and emphatic exclama
tion ot the mighty dramatist— 

w, r t Life's a poor player. 
,ke u s(Tuts ms hour upon the stage, And then is heard no more !"— 

Or the more sarcastic amplification of it, in 
the words of our great moral poet— 
''Behold the Child, by Nature's kindly law, 

Pleas d with a rattle, tickl'd with a straw » 
AKtfliTT pI*ythir,S gives Youth delight, A little louder, but as empty quite: 
ArfJ k' g^Fter5' goId our riper years.engage : 
And beads and prayer-books are the toys of Age ' 
Tiff- MWli .hls bauble still as that before 
1 ill tir d we sleep—and L poor play is o'er!" 

ieJ1—Rn/1^ ™A°r<! ®ole.mn Yiew of the sub
ject But the first fruits of observation are 
most commonly found to issue in Satire—the 
unmasking the vain pretenders to wisdom 
and worth, and happiness, with whom society 
ma!!kmdthnlld h°1(li"g Up to the derisi™ of mankind those meannesses of the great those 
miseries of the fortunate, and those 

" Fears of the brave, and follies of the wise," 

mlvti thf fye of a disPassionate observer so 
quickly detects under the glittering exterior 
l Wuuh they would fain ^ disgufsed—and 

which bring pretty much to a leveTthe imel 
maiT/ Snd enj°yments> of the g^eat 

be^bvTiX^Tt 6nd haS ""questionably Deen Dy tar the most common result of a hahit 
of observation; and that in which its effects 
have most generally terminated Yet we 
cannot bring ourselves to think that it ,= k • 
just or natural terminationWthin^ 
doubt will depend on the temper of the indi^ 
vidua , and the proportions in which the 2^1 
and the milk of human kindness have bS| 

originally mingled in his composition „ 
satirists, we think, have not in generaH 1 

ill-natured persons—and we are inclir 
ther to ascribe this limited and unchanf' 
application of their powers of observe 
their love of fame and popularity —wK?10 

well known to be best secured by suco 
ridicule or invective—or, quite as proy51 

indeed, to the narrowness and insuffcien^ 
of the observations themselves, and tk„ -r 

perfection of their talents for their due 
duct and extension. It is certain, at 
think, that the satirist makes use but of • 
the discoveries of the observer: and tea?1 

but half—and the worser half—of the k 
which may be deduced from his occnpak 
He puts down, indeed, the proud pretenJ' 
of the great and arrogant, and levels theV'-
distinctions which human ambition has! 
tabhshed among the brethren of mankind;-! 

" Bares the mean heart that lurks beneath a Si#; 

—and destroys the illusions which w: 
limit our sympathy to the forward and fil
ing persons of this world-the favourites 
lame and fortune. But the true result of ol-
servation should be, not so much to cast dowc 
the pioud, as to raise up the lowly—no!so 
much to diminish our sympathy with the 
powerful and renowned, as to extend it loall 
who, in humbler conditions, have the same.1 

or still higher claims on our esteem oraifec-
pt 18 not surely the natural consequence 

of learning to judge truly of the characters of 
men, that we should despise or be indifferent 
about them all;—and, though we have learned 
to see through the false glare which plays 
round the envied summits of-existence, aid 
to know how little dignity, or happiness, or 
worth, or wisdom, may sometimes belong to 
! possessors of power, and fortune, and 
learning and renown,—it does not follow, by 
any means, that we should look upon 'the 
whole o 1 human life as a mere deceit and 
imposture, or think the concerns of our species 
ht subjects only for scorn and derision. Our 
promptitude to admire and to envy will indeed 
be corrected, our enthusiasm abated, and onr 
distrust of appearances increased;—but the 
sympathies and affections of our nature will 
continue, and be better directed—our Jove of 
oui kind will not be diminished—and our in-
clulg-ence for their faults and follies, if we read 
°f|r ?son ai%ht, will be signally strengthen-
ec and confirmed. The true and proper effect, 
nerefore, of a habit of observation, and a 

thorough and penetrating knowledge of human 
character, will be, not to extinguish our sym
pathy, but to extend it—to turn, no doubt, 
many a throb of admiration, and many a sigh 
oi love into a smile of derision or of pity; 
but at the same time to reveal much that 
commands our homage and excites our affec
tion, m those humble and unexplored regions 
of the heart and understanding, which never 
engage the attention of the incurious,—and to 
bring the whole family of mankind nearer to 
a level, by finding out latent merits as well aa 
atent defects in all its members, and com-
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ensating. the flaws that are detected in the 
oasted ornaments of life, by bringing to light 

the richness and the lustre that sleep in the 
mines beneath its surface. 

We are afraid some of our readers may not 
at once perceive the application of these pro
found remarks to the subject immediately be
fore us. But there are others, we doubt not, 
who do not need to he told that they are 
intended to explain how Mr. Crabbe, and other 
persons with the same gift of observation, 
should so often busy themselves with what 
may be considered as low and vulgar charac
ters ; and, declining all dealings with heroes 
and heroic topics, should not only venture to 
seek for an interest in the concerns of ordinary-
mortals, but actually intersperse small pieces 
of ridicule with their undignified pathos, and 
endeavour to make their readers look on their 
books with the same mingled feelings of com
passion and amusement, with which—unnat
ural as it may appear to the readers of poetry 
—they, and all judicious observers, actually 
look upon human life and human nature.— 
This, we are persuaded, is the true key to the 
greater part of the peculiarities of the author 
before us; and though we have disserted 
upon it a little longer than was necessary, we 
really think it may enable our readers to com
prehend him, and our remarks on him, some
thing better than they could have done with
out it. 

There is, as everybody must have felt, a 
strange mixture of satire and sympathy in 
all his productions—a great kindliness and 
compassion for the errors and sufferings of 
our poor human nature, but a strong distrust 
of its heroic virtues and high pretensions. 
His heart is always open to pity, and all the 
milder emotions—but there is little aspiration 
after the grand and sublime of character, nor 
very much encouragement for raptures and 
ecstasies of any description. These, he seems 
to think, are things rather too fine for the said 
poor human nature: and that, in our low and 
erring condition, it is a little ridiculous to pre
tend, either to very exalted and immaculate 
virtue, or very pure and exquisite happiness. 
He not only never meddles, therefore, with 
the delicate distresses and noble fires of the 
heroes and heroines of tragic and epic fable, 
but may generally be detected indulging in a 
lurking sneer at the pomp and vanity of all 
such superfine imaginations — and turning 
from them, to draw men in their true postures 
and dimensions, and with all the imperfec
tions that actually belong to their condition:— 
the prosperous and happy overshadowed with 
passing clouds of ennui, and disturbed with 
little flaws of bad humour and discontent— 
the great and wise beset at times with strange 
weaknesses and meannesses and paltry vexa
tions—and even the most virtuous and en
lightened falling far below the standard of 
poetical perfection—and stooping every now 
and then to paltry jealousies and prejudices— 
or sinking into shabby sensualities—or medi
tating on their own excellence and import
ance, with a ludicrous and lamentable anxiety. 

This is one side of the picture; and charac

terises sufficiently the satirical vein of our 
author: But the other is the most extensive 
and important. In rejecting the vulgar sources 
of interest in poetical narratives, and reducing 
his ideal persons to the standard of reality. 
Mr. C. does by no means seek to extinguish 
the sparks of human sympathy within us, or 
to throw any damp on the curiosity with which 
we naturally explore the characters of each 
other. On the contrary, he has afforded new 
and more wholesome food for all those pro
pensities—and, by placing before us those 
details which our pride or fastidiousness is so 
apt to overlook, has disclosed, in all their 
truth and simplicity, the native and unadul
terated workings of those affections which are 
at the bottom of all social interest, and are 
really rendered less touching by the exagge
rations of more ambitious artists—while he 
exhibits, with admirable force and endless 
variety, all those combinations of passions and 
opinions, and all that cross-play of selfishness 
and vanity, and indolence and ambition, and 
habit and reason, which make up the intel
lectual character of individuals, and present 
to every one an instructive picture of his 
neighbour or himself. Seeing, by the per
fection of his art, the master passions in their 
springs, and the high capacities in their rudi
ments—and having acquired the gift of tracing 
all the propensities and marking tendencies 
of our plastic nature, in their first slight indi
cations, or even from the aspect of the dis
guises they so often assume, he dot s not 
need, in order to draw out his characters in 
all their life and distinctness, the vulgar de
monstration of those striking and decided 
actions by which their maturity is proclaimed 
even to the careless and inattentive ;—but 
delights to point out to his readers, the seeds 
or tender filaments of those talents and feel
ings which wait only for occasion and oppor
tunity to burst out and astonish the world— 
and to accustom them to trace, in characters 
and actions apparently of the most ordinary 
description, the self-same attributes that, un
der other circumstances, would attract uni
versal attention, and furnish themes for the 
most popular and impassioned descriptions. 

That he should not be guided in the choice 
of his subject by any regard to the rank or 
condition which his persons hold in society, 
may easily be imagined; and, with a view to 
the ends ho aims at, might readily be for
given. But we fear that his passion for ob
servation, and the delight he takes in tracing 
out and analyzing all -the little traits that in
dicate character, and all the little circum
stances that influence it, have sometimes led 
him to be careless about his selection of the 
instances in which it was to be exhibited, or 
at least to select them upon principles very 
different from those which give them an in
terest in the eyes of ordinary readers. For 
the purpose of mere anatomy, beauty of form 
or complexion are things quite indifferent: 
and the physiologist, who examines plants 
only to study their internal structure, and to 
make himself master of the contrivances by 
which their various functions are performed, 
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]>ays no legard to the brilliancy of their hues 
the sweetness of their odours, or the graces 
of their form. Those who come to him for 
the sole purpose of acquiring knowledge may 
participate perhaps in this indifference ; but 
the world at large will wonder at them—and 
he will engage fewer pupils to listen to his 
instructions, than if he had condescended in 
some degree to consult their predilections in 
the beginning. It is the same case, we think, 
m many respects, with Mr. Crabbe. Relyiiw 
for the interest he is to produce, on the curi
ous expositions he is to make of the elements 
of human character, or at least finding his 
own chief gratification in those subtle inves
tigations, he seems to care very little upon 
what particular individuals he pitches for the 
purpose of these demonstrations. Almost 
every human mind, he seems to think, may 
serve to display that fine and mysterious 
mechanism which it is his delight to explore 

j explain;—and almost every condition, 
and every history of life, afford occasions to 
show how it may be put into action, and pass 
through its various combinations. It seems 
therefore, almost as if he had caught up the 
first dozen or two of persons that came across 
him in the ordinary walks of life,—and then 
1 'V 5 , e window in their breasts, 

and applying his tests and instruments of ob
servation, had set himself about such a minute 
and curious scrutiny of their whole habits 
history adventures, and dispositions, as he 
thought must ultimately create not only a 
familiarity, but an interest, which the first 
aspect of the subject was far enough from 
leading any one to expect. That he suc-
3C f;s m.or,e frequently than could have been 
anticipated, we are very willing to allow. 
But we cannot help feeling, also, that a little 
more pains bestowed in the selection of £ 
chaiacters, would have made his power of 
effect !!'! "fi? de.scnPtion tell with tenfold 
truth nf? ' m- Spite of the exquisite truth of his delineations, and the fineness of 
mulreetheP r® y h 116 was enabled to make them, it is impossible to take any con- I 
siderable interest in many of his personam^ 1 

or to avoid feeling some degree of fatigue "at 
made^f alt th"f KPftlent exPositi°n that is marie of all that belongs to them. 

-these remarks are a little too general we 
beheve-and are not introduced with strict 
Mr Crabbe' *"»d of our fourth article on Mr. Crabbe s productions. They have drawn 
s,dhr L"- « « 

in his wh.ich 

at least that has struck u, iW * a°tBB 

volumes as ennal in oi ; g £over these 

Convict's Dream. lfiS 
Parting Hour, or the Sailor dying- beside h I 
Sweetheart. On the other handf there fs far 

less that is horrible, and nothino it,,, 
said to be absolutely disgustin-r,,cai1 k 
ture which is afforded of society an,I t pic' 
nature is, on the whole, much le« 
and degrading. There is both le« w®'"-
and less guilt: and, while the same 

and unsparing glance is sent into all ill?? 
caverns of the breast, and the truth K 
forth with the same'stern imSfe 
result is more comfortable and cheerier w 
greater part of the characters arerathL 
elevated m station, and milder and 
amiable in disposition ; while the 
of life are more mercifully managed 2?' 
tunate circumstances more liberally alji,!' 
It is rather remarkable, too, tnat Mr tJu 
seems to become more amorous ashen!, 
older,—the interest of almost all the Si 
in his collection turning on the tender S 

varieties man7°f 'hem 0" itSm0St 

The plan of the work,—for it ha< mi 
riiore of plan and unity than any of the ft; 
mer,—is abundanfiy simple. Two brothers" 
both past middle age, meet together forth 
fiist time since their infancy, in the Hall 
their native parish, which the elder and rii 
had purchased as a place of retirement ft 
his declining age—and there tell each othe 
their own history, and then that of their guest* 
neighbours, and acquaintances. The senior 
is much the richer, and a bachelor-hayin 
been a little distasted with the sex by the 
unlucky result of am early and very extrava-
gant passion. He is, moreover, rather too 
reserved and sarcastic, and somewhat Tory-

, th™gh wilh an excellent heart and a 
powerful understanding. The younger is yen-
sensible also, but more open, social, and talk-
ative—a happy husband and father, with a 
tendency to Whiggism, and some notion of 
reiorm and a disposition to think well both 
oi men and women. The visit lasts two or 
three weeks m autumn; and the Tales, which 
make up the volume, are told in the after 

mner tete a tet.es that take place in that time 
between the worthy brothers over their bottle. 
I ne married man, however, wearies at length 
for his wife and children; and his brother lets 
mm go, with more coldness than he had ex
pected. He goes with him, however, a stage 

' an<^; ^nv^ng him to turn asidea 
little to look at a new purchase he had made 
o a sweet farm with a neat mansion, he finds 
ms wile and children comfortably settled 

I ere, and all dressed out and ready to re-
?ei7e v •ei? " anc^ sPeedity discovers that he 
is, by ms brother's bounty, the proprietor of 
a lair domain within a morning's ride of the 

ail-where they may discuss politics, and 
ell tales any afternoon they think proper. 

J. bough their own stories and descriptions 
are not, in our opinion, the best in the wort, 
i is but fair to introduce these narrative bro-

( tners and their Hall a little more particularly 
o our readers.^ The history of the elder and 

more austere is not particularly probable-
nor very interesting,- but it affords many pas-
sages extremely characteristic of the author. 
•He was a spoiled child, and grew up into a 
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youth of a romantic and contemplative turn— 
dreaming, in his father's rural abode, of di
vine nymphs and damsels all passion and 
purity. One day he had the good luck to 
rescue a fair lady from a cow, and fell des
perately in love:—Though he never got to 
speech of . his charmer, who departed from 
the place where she was on a visit, and 
eluded the eager search with which he pur
sued her, in town and country, for many a 
long year: For this foolish and poetical pas
sion settled down on his spirits; and neither 
time nor company, nor the business of a Lon
don banker, could effect a diversion. At last, 
at the end of ten or twelve years—for the fit 
lasted that unreasonable time—being then an 
upper clerk in his uncle's bank, he stumbled 
upon his Dulcinea in a very unexpected way 
—and a way that no one but Mr. Crabbe 
would either have thought of—or thought of 
describing in verse. In short, he finds her 
established as the chere amie of another re
spectable banker! and after the first shock is 
over, sets about considering how he may re
claim her. The poor Perdita professes peni
tence ; and he offers to assist and support her 
if she will abandon her evil courses. The 
following passage is fraught with a deep and 
a melancholy knowledge of character and of 
human nature. 
" She vow'd—she tried !—Alas ! she did not know 
How deeply roofed evil habits grow! 
She felt the truth upon her spirits press, 
But wanted ease, indulgence, show, excess; 
Voluptuous banquets; pleasures—not refin'd, 
But such as soothe to sleep th' opposing mind— 
She look'd for idle vice, the time to kill, 
And subtle, strong apologies for ill; 
And thus her yielding, unresisting soul, 
Sank, and let sin confuse her and control: 
Pleasures that brought disgust yet brought relief, 
And minds she hated help'd to war with grief." 

Vol. i. p. 163. 

As her health fails, however, her relapses 
become less frequent; and at last she dies, 
grateful and resigned. Her awakened lover 
is stunned by the blow—takes seriously to 
business—and is in danger of becoming ava
ricious ; when a severe illness rouses him to 
higher thoughts, and he takes his name out 
of the firm, and, being turned of sixty, seeks 
a place of retirement. 

" He chose his native village, and the hill 
He climb'd a boy had its attraction still; 
With that small brook beneath, where he would 
And stooping fill the hollow of his hand, [stand, 
To quench th' impatient thirst—then stop awhile 
To see the sun upon the waters smile, 
In that sweet weariness, when, long denied, 
We drink and view the fountain that supplied 
The sparkling bliss—and feel, if not express, 
Our perfect ease, in that sweet weariness. 
" The oaks yet flourish'd in that fertile ground, 
Where still the church with lofty tower was found ; 
And still that Hall, a first, a favourite view," &c. 

" The Hall of Binning ! his delight a boy, 
That gave his fancy in her flight employ ; 
Here, from his father's modest home, he gaz'd, 
Its grandeur charm'd him, and its height amaz'd:— 
Now, young no more, retir'd to views well known, 
He finds that object of his awe his own ; 
The Hall at Binning!—how he loves the gloom 

52 

That sun-excluding window gives the room ; 
Those broad brown stairs on which he loves to 

tread ; 
Those beams within ; without, that length of lead, 
On which the names of wanton boys appear, 
Who died old men, and left memorials here, 
^Carvings of feet and hands, and knots and flowers, 
The fruits of busy minds in idle hours." 

Vol. i. pp. 4—6. 
So much for Squire George—unless any 

reader should care to know, as Mr. Crabbe 
has kindly told, that—" The Gentleman was 
tall," and, moreover, "Looked old when fol
lowed, but alert when met." Of Captain 
Richard, the story is more varied and ram
bling. He was rather neglected in his youth; 
and passed his time, when a boy, very much, 
as we cannot help supposing, Mr. Crabbe 
must have passed his own. He ran wild in 
the neighbourhood of a seaport, and found 
occupation enough in its precincts. 
" Where crowds assembled I was sure to run, 
Hear what was said, arid muse on what was done ; 
Attentive listening in the moving scene, 
And often wond'ring what the men could mean. 
"To me the wives of seamen lov'd to tell 
What storms endanger'd men esteem'd so well; 
What wondrous things in foreign parts they saw, 
Lands without bounds, and people without law. 
" No ships were wreck'd upon that fatal beach, 
But I could give the luckless tale of each; 
Eager I look'd, till I beheld a face 
Of one dispos'd to paint their dismal case ; 
Who gave the sad survivors' doleful tale, 
From the first brushing of the mighty gale 
Until they struck ! and, suffering in their fate, 
1 long'd the more they should its horrors state ; 
While some, the fond of pity, would enjoy 
The earnest sorrows of the feeling boy. 
" There were fond girls, who took me to their side, 
To tell the story how their lovers died ! 
They prais'd my tender heart, and bade me prove 
Both kind and constant when I came to love !" 

Once he saw a boat upset; and still recol
lects enough to give this spirited sketch of the 
scene. 
" Then were those piercing shrieks, that frantic 
All hurried ! all in tumult and affright ! [flight, 
A gathering crowd from different streets drew 

near, 
All ask, all answer—none attend, none hear ! 
" O ! how impatient on the sands we tread, 
And the winds roaring, and the women led ! 
They know not who in either boat is gone, 
But think the father, husband, lover, one. 

" And who is she apart! She dares not come 
To join the crowd, yet cannot rest at home : 
With what strong interest looks she at the waves, 
Meeting and clashing o'er the seamen's graves ! 
'Tis a poor girl betroth'd—a few hours more, 
And he will lie a corpse upon the shore ! 
One wretched hour had pass'd before we knew 
Whom they had sav'd ! Alas ! they were but two ! 
An orphan'd lad and widow'dman—no more ! 
And they unnoticed stood upon the shore, 
With scarce a friend to greet them—widows view'd 
This man and boy, and then their cries renew'd." 

He also pries into the haunts of the smug
glers, and makes friends with the shepherds 
on the downs in summer; and then he be
comes intimate with an old sailor's wife, to 
whom he reads sermons, and histories, and 

2 K 
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est books, and hymns, and indelicate bal-
ads! The character of this woman is one 

of the many examples of talent and labour 
misapplied. It is very powerfully, and, we 
doubt not, very truly drawn—but it will 
attract few readers. Yet the story she is at 
last brought to tell of her daughter will com
mand a more general interest T 

" Ruth—I may tell, too oft had she been told !— 
W as tall and fair, and comely to behold, 
Gentle and simple ; in her native place 
Not one compared with her in form or face ; 
She was not merry, but she gave our hearth 
A cheerful spirit that was more than mirth. 

" There was a sailor boy, and people said 
He was, as man, a likeness of the maid ; 
But not in this—for he was ever glad, 
While Ruth was apprehensive, mild, and sad."— 

They are betrothed—and something more 
than betrothed—when, on the eve of their 
wedding-day, the youth is carried relent
lessly off by a press-gang; and soon after 
is slain in battle !—and a preaching weaver 
then woos, with nauseous perversions of 
scripture, the loathing and widowed bride. 
This picture, too, is strongly drawn;—but 
we hasten to a scene of far more power as 
well as pathos. Her father urges her to wed 
the missioned suitor; and she agrees to give 
her answer on Sunday. 

" She lefr her infant on the Sunday morn, 
A creature doom'd to shame ! in sorrow born, 
fehe came not home to share our humble meal,— 
Wer lather thinking what his child would feel 
From his hard sentence !—Still she came not home. 
I he night grew dark, and yet she was not come ! 
1 he east-wind roar'd, the sea return'd the sound, 
And the ram fell as if the world were drown'd • 
1 here were no lights without, and my good man, 
1 o kindness fnghten'd, with a groan began 
I? iv,? ^u,h' and P™y ! and then he took 
I he B^Ie down, and read the holy book ; 

it or he had learning : and when that was done 
We sat m silence—whither could we run 
We said-and then rush'd frighten'd from the door, 
ror we could bear our own conceit no more • 
We call d on neighbours-there she had not been ; 
wf h fT* wa^deirers"~~°urs they had not seen ; 
We hurried o'er the beach, both north and south, 
1 hen join d and wander'd to our haven's mouth : 
Where rush'd the falling waters wildly out, 
1 scarce'y heard the good man's fearful shout, 
Who saw a something on the billow ride 
p'is m*?phiM" have ™er.cy on ! he cried, 
o 1 / ?• • and to the present hour 

he believes—and spirits have the power ! 

S!le 7as P?e ! ,he waters wid« and deep Roll d o er her body as she lay asleep! 
She hea!!l n° m°re 'aPgry waves ar|d wind, 
Wranf inV0tm0reihe 'hreat'ning of mankind ; 
TI ff 1! j Yeeds' lhe refl,se "of'he storm, To the hard rock was borne her comely form ! 

"BUt ° strife3t St°rm W3S lhat mind! what 

That could compel her to lay down her life ' 
b or she was seen within the sea to wade 
By one at distance when she first had pr'ay'd • 
Then to a rock within the hither shoal 
Softly, and with a fearful step, she stole-
Then, when she gain'd it, on the top she stood 
A moment still—and dropt into the flood ' 
rhe man cried loudly, but he cried in vain — 
ohe heard not then—she never heard again 

Richard afterwards tells how he left v, 
sea and entered the army, and fought j 
marched in the Peninsula; and how He • 
home and fell in love with a parson's dauT 
ter, and courted and married her;—and h 
tells it all very prettily,—and, moreover that 
he is very happy, and very fond of his'J 
and children. But we must now take th 
Adelphi out of doors; and let them intir! 
duce some of their acquaintances. Amot 
the first to whom we are presented are tv 
sisters, still in the bloom of life, who hal 
been cheated out of a handsome independ 
ence by the cunning of a speculating banker" 
and deserted by their lovers in consequence 
of this calamity. Their characters are drawn 
with infinite skill and minuteness, and the 
whole story told with great feelhw and 
beauty;—but it is difficult to make extracts 

The prudent suitor of the milder and 
more serious sister, sneaks pitifully avvav 
when their fortune changes. The bolder 
lover of the more elate and gay, seeks to take 
a baser advantage. 

'' Then made he that attempt, in which to fail 
U3 shameful,—still more shameful to prevail 
Fhen was there lightning in that eye that shed 

Its beams upon him,—and his frenzy fled • 
Abject and trembling at her feet he laid ' 
Despis'd and scorn'd by the indignant maid, 
Whose spirits in their agitation rose, 
Him, and her own weak pity, to oppose: 
As liquid silver in the tube mounts high,' 
I hen shakes and settles as the storm goes by!"— 

The effects of this double trial on their 
different tempers are also very finely de
scribed. The gentler Lucy is the most re-
signed and magnanimous. The more aspi
ring Jane suffers far keener anguish and 
fiercer impatience ; and the task of soothing 
and cheering her devolves on her generous 
sister. Her fancy, too, is at times a little 
touched by her afflictions—and she writes 
wild and melancholy verses. The wander
ings of her reason are represented in a very 
affecting manner;—but we rather choose to 
quote the following verses, which appear to 
us to be eminently beautiful, and makes us 
1 egret that Mr. Crabbe should have indulged 
US SO seldom with those higher lyrical effu
sions. 

Let me not have this gloomy view, 
About my room, around my bed! 

But morning roses, wet with dew, 
To cool my burning brows instead. 

Like flow'rs that once in Eden grew, 
Let them their fragrant spirits shed, 

And every day the sweets renew, 
Till I, a fading flower, am dead! 

"I'll have my grave beneath a hill, 
Whore only Lucy's self shall know; 

Where runs the pure pellucid rill 
Upon its gravelly bed below ; 

There violets on the borders blow, 
And insects their soft light display, 

Till as the morning sunbeams glow, 
The cold phosphoric fires decay. 

" There will the lark, the lamb, in sport, 
In air, on earth, securely play, 

And Lucy to my grave resort, 
As innocent, but not so gay. 

CRABBE'S TALE 

' O ! take me from a world I hate, 
Men cruel, selfish, sensual, cold; 

And, in some pure and blessed state, 
Let me my sister minds behold : 

From gross and sordid views refin'd, 
Our heaven of spotless love to share, 

For only generous souls design'd, 
And not a Man to meet us there." 

Vol. i. pp. 212—215. 

"The Preceptor Husband" is exceedingly 
well managed—but is rather too facetious for 
our present mood. The old bachelor, who 
had been five times on the brink of matri
mony, is mixed up of sorrow and mirth;— 
but we cannot make room for any extracts, 
except the following inimitable description 
of the first coming on of old age,—though 
we feel assured, somehow, that this mali
cious observer has mistaken the date of these 
ugly symptoms; and brought them into view 
nine or ten, or, at all events, six or seven years 
too early. 
" Six years had pass'd, and forty ere the six, 
When Time began to play his usual tricks ! 
The locks once comely in a virgin's sight, [white ; 
Locks of pure brown, display'd th' encroaching 
The blood once fervid now to cool began, 
And Time's strong pressure to subdue the man : 
I rode of walk'd as I was wont before, 
But now the bounding spirit was no more ; 
A moderate pace would now my body heat, 
A walk of moderate length distress my feet. 
I show'd my stranger-guest those hills sublime, 
But said, ' the view is poor, we need not climb P 
At a friend's mansion I began to dread 
The cold neat parlour, and the gay glazed bed ; 
At home I felt a more decided taste, 
And must have all things in my order placed ; 
I ceas'd to hunt; my horses pleased me less, 
My dinner more ! I learn'd to play at chess; 
I took my dog and gun, but saw the brute 
Was disappointed that I did not shoot; 
My morning walks I now could bear to lose, 
And bless'd the shower that gave me not to choose : 
In fact, I felt a langour stealing on ; 
The active arm, the agile hand were gone ; 
Small daily actions into habits grew, 
And new dislike to forms and fashions new; 
I lov'd my trees in order to dispose, 
I number'd peaches, look'd how stocks arose, 
Told the same story oft—in short, began to prose." 

Vol. i. pp. 260, 261. 

"The Maid's Story " is rather long—though 
it has many passages that must be favourites 
with Mr. Crabbe's admirers. "Sir Owen 
Dale " is too long also; but it is one of the best 
in the collection, and must not be discussed 
so shortly. Sir Owen, a proud, handsome 
man, is left a widower at forty-three, and is 
soon after jilted by a young lady of twenty; 
who, after amusing herself by encouraging his 
assiduities, at last meets his long-expected 
declaration with a very innocent surprise at 
finding her familiarity with "such an old 
friend of her father's " so strangely miscon
strued ! The knight, of course, is furious;— 
and, to revenge himself, looks out for a hand
some young nephew, whom he engages to lay 
siege to her, and, after having won her affec
tions, to leave her,—as he had been left. The 
lad rashly engages in the adventure; but soon 
finds his pretended passion turning into a real 
one—and entreats his uncle, on whom he is 
iependent, to release him from the unworthy 
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part of his vow. Sir Owen, still mad for ven
geance, rages at the proposal; and, to confirm 
his relentless purpose, makes a visit to one, 
who had better cause, and had formerly ex
pressed equal thirst for revenge. This was 
one of the higher class of his tenantry—an in
telligent, manly, good-humoured farmer, who 
had married the vicar's pretty niece, and lived 
in great comfort and comparative elegance, 
till an idle youth seduced her from his arms, 
and left him in rage and misery. It is here 
that the interesting part of the story begins; 
and few things can be more powerful or strik
ing than the scenes that ensue. Sir Owen 
inquires whether he had found the objects of 
his just indignation. He at first evades the 
question; but at length opens his heart, and 
tells him all. We can afford to give but a 
small part of the dialogue. 

" ' Twice the year came round— 
Years hateful now—ere I my victims found : 
But I did find them, in the dungeon's gloom 
Of a small garret—a precarious home; 
The roof, unceil'd in patches, gave the snow 
Entrance within, and there were heaps below; 
I pass'd a narrow region dark and cold, 
The strait of stairs to that infectious hold ; 
And. when I enter'd, misery met my view 
In every shape she wears, in every hue, 
And the bleak icy blast across the dungeon flew. 
There frown'd the ruin'd walls that once were white 
There gleam'd the panes that once admitted light, 
There lay unsavory scraps of wretched food ; 
And there a measure, void of fuel, stood. 
But who shall, part by part, describe the state 
Of these, thus follow'd by relentless fate ? 
All, too, in winter, when the icy air 
Breathed its black venom on the guilty pair. 

" ' And could you know the miseries they endur'd, 
The poor, uncertain pittance they procur'd ; 
When, laid aside the needle and the pen, 
Their sickness won the neighbours of their den, 
Poor as they are, and they are passing poor, 
To lend some aid to those who needed more ! 
Then, too, an ague with the winter came, 
And in this state—that wife I cannot name ! 
Brought forth a famish'd child of suffering and of 

shame ! 

" ' This had you known, and traced them to this 
Where all was desolate, defiled, unclean, [scene, 
A fireless room, and, where a fire had place, 
The blast loud howling down the empty space, 
You must have felt a part of the distress, 
Forgot your wrongs, and made their suffering less ! 
" ' In that vile garret—which I cannot paint— 
The sight was loathsome, and the smell was faint J 
And there that wife,—whom I had lov'd so well, 
And thought so happy ! was condemn'd to dwell; 
The gay, the grateful wife, whom I was glad 
To see in dress beyond our station clad, 
And to behold among our neighbours, fine, 
More than perhaps became a wife of mine : 
And now among her neighbours to explore, 
And see her poorest of the very poor! 
There she reclin'd unmov'd, her bosom bare 
To her companion's unimpassion'd stare, 
And my wild wonder:—Seat of virtue ! chaste 
As lovely once ! 0 ! how wert thou disgrac'd ! 
Upon that breast, by sordid rags defil'd, 
Lay the wan features of a famish'd child 
That sin-born babe in utter misery laid, 
Too feebly wretched even to cry for aid ; 
The ragged sheeting, o'er her person drawn, 
Serv'd for the dress that hunger placed in pawn. 

" ' At the bed's feet the man reclin'd his frame; 
Their chairs had perish'd to support the flame 
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That warm'd his agued limbs; and, sad to see, 
That shook him fiercely as he gaz'd on me, &c. 

' 1 She had not food, nor aught a mother needs, 
Who for another life, and dearer, feeds: 
I saw her speechless ; on her wither'd breast 
The wither'd child extended, but not prest, 
Who sought, with moving lip and feeble cry. 
Vain instinct! for the fount without supply. 

" 1 Sure it was all a grievous, odious scene, 
Where all was dismal, melancholy, mean, 
Foul with compell'd neglect, unwholesome, and 

unclean ; 
That arm-—that eye—the cold, the sunken cheek— 
fepoke all. Sir Owen—fiercely miseries speak !' 
" ' And you reliev'd V 

rr , . /' 1 R hell's seducing crew 
Had seen that sight, they must have pitied too.' 

Revenge was thine—thou hadst the power—the 
right; 

To give it up was Heav'n's own act to slight.' 

Tell me not, Sir, of rights, and wrongs, or 
powers I 

I felt it written—Vengeance is not ours !'— 

" ' Then did you freely from your soul forgive V 

'' ' Sure as T hope before my Judge to live, 
cure as I trust his mercy to receive, 
Sure as his word I honour and believe. 
Sure as the Saviour died upon the tree 
For all who sin—for that dear wretch, and me— 
W horn, never more on earth, will I forsake—or see!' 

'' Sir Owen softly to his bed adjourn'd ! 
Sir Owen quickly to his home return'd ; 
And all the way he meditating dwelt 
On what this man in his affliction felt: 
How he, resenting first, forbore, forgave ; 
His passion's lord, and not his anger's slave." 

Vol. ii. pp. 36-146. 

We always quote too much of Mr. Crabbe: 
. Pei'haps because the pattern of his arabesque 
is so large, that there is no getting a fair speci
men of a without taking in a good space. 
But we must take warning this time, and for
bear—or at least pick out but a few little 
morsels as we pass hastily along. One of the 
best managed of all the tales is that entitled 

Delay has Dangerwhich contains a very 
lull, true, and particular account of the wav 
in which a weakish, but well meaning youno-
man, engaged on his own suit to a very amia^ 
ble girl, may be seduced, during her unlucky 
absence, to entangle himself with a far in
terior person, whose chief seduction is her 
aPP®rent humility and devotion to him. 

We cannot give any part of the long and 
finely converging details by which the catas
trophe is brought about: But we are tempted 
to venture on the catastrophe itself, for the 
a m u m a f l i  r J g h t  E n S ' l i s h i  m e l a n c h o l y ,  
clud™— P®' w,th which it con-

A 111 fha1 we?r moment, when disdain and pride And fear and fondness, drew the man aside ' 
In that weak moment—' Wilt thou,' he beean 
' Fwm"Vhe f.J|°y °mr al!Jher feat»res ran ; ' 1 vwll. she softly whisper'd ; but the roar 
Of cannon would not strike his spirit more ' 
HV f pSfv!1St -6 Iaw!e?s contract seal'd He telt that conscience ost her seven fnM c,u; u 
And honour fled ; but still he spoke 
And all was joy in the consenting dove ! 

" That evening all in fond discourse wa* 
Till the sad lover to his chamber went ?t; 

To think on what had past,—to irripvo * 
Early he rose, and look'd with manv a SLK 10 re< 

On the red light that fill'd the eastern skv. 
Oft had he stood before, alert and gay 
To hail the glories of the new-born dav-
But now dejected, languid, listless, low 
He saw the wind upon the water blow ' 
And the cold stream curl'd onward as'tU , 
From the pine-hill blew harshly down thP fi 
On the right side the youth a Wood surveyM ; 

wlth all its dark intensity of shade • ' 
Where the rough wind alone was heard ton,™ 
In this, the pause of nature and of love- ' 
When now the young are rear'd, and w'hentheaU 
Lost to the tie, grow negligent and cold ' 
bar to the left he saw the huts of men, ' 
Half hid in mist, that hung upon the fen-
Before him swallows gathering for the sea 
1 ook their short flights, and twitter'd on the U 
And near, the bean-sheaf stood, the harvest dl' 
And slowly blacken'd in the sickly sun 1 ' 
All these were sad in nature; or they took 
badness from him, the likeness of his look 
And of his mind—he ponder'd for a while ' 
1 hen met his Fanny with a borrow'd smile." 

Vol. ii. pp. gi, a 

The moral autumn is quite as gloomy, and 
far more hopeless. ; 

"The Natural Death of Love" is perha* 
the best written of all the pieces before us 
It consists of a very spirited dialogue between 
a married pair, upon the causes of the differ 
ence between the days of marriage and those 
°i courtship;—^in -which the errors and faults 
ot both parties, and the petulance, impatience 
and provoking acuteness of the lady, with the 
more reasonable and reflecting, but somewhat 
insulting manner of the gentleman, are all 
exhibited to the life; and with more uniform 
delicacy and finesse than is usual with the 
author. 

" Lady Barbara, or the Ghost," is a lone 
story and not very pleasing. A fair widow 

befn, warned, or supposed she had been 
warned, by the ghost of a beloved brother, 
that she would be miserable if she contracted 
a second marriage—and then, some fifteen 
years after, she is courted by the son of a 
reverend priest, to whose house she had re-

- uPon whom, during all the years 
or his childhood, she had lavished the cares 
ot a mother. She long resists his unnatural 
passion ; but is at length subdued by his ur
gency and youthful beauty, and gives him her 
.hand There is something rather disgusting, 
we think, in this fiction—and certainly the 
worthy lady could not have taken no way so 
nkely to save the ghost;s credit, as by enter
ing into such a marriage—and she confessed 
as much, it seems, on her deathbed. 

" The Widow," with her three husbands, is 
not quite so lively as the wife of Bath with 
her five ;—but it is a very amusing, as well as 
a very instructive legend ; and exhibits a rich 
variety of those striking intellectual portraits 
which mark the hand of our poetical Rem
brandt. The serene close of her eventful 
life is highly exemplary. After carefully col
lecting all her dowers and jointures— 

" The widow'd lady to her cot retir'd: 
And there she lives, delighted and admir'd! 
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Civil to all, compliant and polite, 
Dispos'd to think, ' whatever is, is right.' 
At home awhile—she in the autumn finds 
The sea an object for reflecting minds, 
And change for tender spirits: There she reads, 
And weeps in comfort, in her graceful weeds !" 

Vol. ii. p. 213. 

The concluding tale is but the end of the 
visit to the Hall, and the settlement of the 
younger brother near his senior, in the way 
we have already mentioned. It contains no 
great matter; but there is so much good na
ture and goodness of heart about it, that we 
cannot resist the temptation of gracing our 
exit with a bit of it. After a little raillery, 
the elder brother says— 

"'We part no more, dear Richard! Thou wilt 
need 

Thy brother's help to teach thy boys to read ; 
And I should love to hear Matilda's psalm, 
To keep my spirit in a morning calm, 
And feel the soft devotion that prepares 
The soul to rise above its earthly cares ; 
Then thou and I, an independent two, 
May have our parties, and defend them too; 
Thy liberal notions, and my loyal fears, 
Will give us subjects for our future years ; 
We will for truth alone contend and read, 
And our good Jaques shall o'ersee our creed.' " 

Vol. ii. pp. 348, 349. 

And then, after leading him up to his new 
purchase, he adds eagerly— 

" 'Alight, my friend, and come, 
I do beseech thee, to that proper home ! 

Here, on this lawn, thy boys and girls shall run, 
And play their gambols, when their tasks are done ; 
There, from that window, shall their mother view 
The happy tribe, and smile at all they do; 
While thou, more gravely, hiding thy delight, 
Shalt cry, " O ! childish!" and enjoy the sight !' " 

Vol. ii. p. 352. 
We shall be abused by our political and 

fastidious readers for the length of this article. 
But we cannot repent of it. It will give as 
much pleasure, we believe, and do as much 
good, as many of the articles that are meant 
for their gratification; and, if it appear absurd 
to quote so largely from a popular and acces
sible work, it should be remembered, that no 
work of this magnitude passes into circulation 
with half the rapidity of our Journal—and 
that Mr. Crabbe is so unequal a writer, and 
at times so unattractive, as to require, more 
than any other of his degree, some explana
tion of his system, and some specimens of 
his powers, from those experienced and in
trepid readers whose business it is to pioneer 
for the lazier sort, and to give some account 
of what they are to meet with on their journey. 
To be sure, all this is less necessary now than 
it was on Mr. Crabbers first re-appearance 
nine or ten years ago; and though it may not 
be altogether without its use even at present, 
it may be as well to confess, that we have 
rather consulted our own gratification than 
our readers' improvement, in "what we have 
now said of him; and hope they will forgive 
us. 

( 2 l u g t t s t  

1. Endymion: a Poetic Romance. By JOHN K 
2. Lamia, Isabella, The Eve of St. Agnes, a 

uEndymionIJ 12mo. pp.200. London: : 

WE had never happened to see either of 
these volumes till very lately—and have been 
exceedingly struck with the genius they dis
play. and the spirit of poetry which breathes 
through all their extravagance. That imita
tion of our old writers, and especially of our 
older dramatists, to which we cannot help 
flattering ourselves that we have somewhat 
contributed, has brought on, as it were, a 
second spring in our poetry ;—and few of its 
blossoms are either more profuse of sweet
ness, or richer in promise, than this which is 
now before us. Mr. Keats, we understand, is 
still a very young man; and his whole works, 

* I still think that a poet of great power and 
promise was lost to us by the premature death of 
Keats, in the twenty-fifth year of his age ; and re
gret that I did not go more largely into the exposi
tion of his merits, in the slight notice of them, 
which I now venture to reprint. But though I can
not, with propriety, or without departing from the 
principle which must govern this republication, now 
supply this omission, I hope to be forgiven for 
having added a page or two to the citations,—by 
which my opinion of those merits was then illus
trated, and is again left to the judgment of the reader. 

,  1 8 2 0 . )  

EATS. 8vo. pp.207. London: 1818. 
nd other Poems. By JOHN KEATS, author of 
1820.# 

indeed, hear evidence enough of the fact. 
They are full of extravagance and irregu
larity, rash attempts at originality, intermin 
able wanderings, and excessive obscurity. 
They manifestly require, therefore, all the in 
dulgence that can be claimed for a first at
tempt :—But we think it no less plain that 
they deserve it: For they are flushed all over 
with the rich lights of fancy; and so coloured 
and bestrewn with the flowers of poetry, that 
even -while perplexed and bewildered in their 
labyrinths, it is impossible to resist the intoxi
cation of their sweetness, or to shut our hearts 
to the enchantments they so lavishly present. 
The models upon which he has formed him
self, in the Endymion, the earliest and by 
much the most considerable of his poems, are 
obviously The Faithful Shepherdess of Fletch
er, and the Sad Shepherd of Ben Jon son;— 
the exquisite metres and inspired diction of 
which he has copied with great boldness and 
fidelity—and, like his great originals, has also 
contrived to impart to the whole piece that 
true rural and poetical air—which breathes 
only in them, and in Theocritus—which is at 

2 k: 2 • 
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once homely and majestic, luxurious and rude 
and sets before us the genuine sights and 
sounds and smells of the country, with all 
the magic and grace of Elysium. His sub
ject has the disadvantage of being Mytholog
ical: and in this respect, as well as on ac
count of the raised and rapturous tone it con-
sequentiy assumes, his poem, it may be 
thought, would be better compared to the 
Comus and the Arcades of Mil ton, of which, 
also, there are many traces of imitation. The 
g-reat distinction, however, between him and 
these divine authors, is, that imagination in 
them is subordinate to reason and judgment, 
while, with him, it is paramount and supreme 
~T t their ornaments and images are em-
p oyed to embellish and re'commend just 
sentiments, engaging incidents, and natural 
characters, while his are poured out without 
measure or restraint, and with no apparent 
design but to unburden the breast of the 
author, and give vent to the overflowing vein 
of his fancy. The thin and scanty tissue of 

h- Tl}- ^ m?re1^ the USht framework on 
which his florid wreaths are suspended ; and 
while his imaginations go rambling and en
tangling themselves every where, like wild 
honeysuckles, all idea of sober reason, and 
plan, and consistency, is utterly forgotten, and 

strangled in their waste fertility." A great 
part of the work, indeed, is written iifthe 
sti angest and most fantastical manner that 
can be imagined. It seems as if the author 
hfm Jren%redhevery Mng that occurred to 
him in the shape of a glittering image or 
striking expression—taken the first word that 
presented itself to make up a rhyme, and then 
made that word the germ of a new cluster of 
images a hint for a new excursion of the 
fancy—and so wandered on, equally forgetful 
whence he came, and heedless whither he 
was going, till he had covered his pages with 
an interminable arabesque of connected and 
incongruous figures, that multiplied as they 

' ailf Tere on'y harmonised by the 
brightness of their tints, and the graces of 
their forms. In this rash and headlong career 
he has of course many lapses and failures 
There is no work accordingly from which a 
malicious critic could cull more Salter for 
ridicu e, or select more obscure, unnatural or 
be'our S68- 5* ̂  d° not take tfS to 

poetry, or no regard to truth 
ft is, in truth, at least as full of genius as 

geafdeaS'ht1:1 KWh° does ^ » great aeai in it to admire and to give delio-ht 
Tntmh\S hfart see muoh beautyinthe two exquisite dramas to which vL i 
ready alluded; or find any great D]eas,Tl 
some of the finest creations of Milton and 
Shakespeare There are very many such per 
sons, we verily believe, even among the read 
nig and judicious part of the communitv-
correct scholars, we have no doubt, many of 
them, and, it may be, very classical composers 
10 Pr0SP and 111 verse-but utterly ignorant on 

our view of the matter, of the tnie • 
English poetry, and incapable of 
its appropriate and most exquisite -8 
With that spirit we have nohSoS^' 
ing that Mr. Keats is deeply imbued!! ?5'" 
those beauties he has presented us with 01 

striking examples. We are very 
dined indeed to add, that we do 2 
any book which we would sooner 
a test to ascertain whether any one h!,i " 
him a native relish for poetry, arid a!! 
sensibility to its intrinsic charm The!""! 
and more distinguished poets of our count" 
have so much else in them, to gratify*]/ 
tastes and propensities, that they are' Jj? 
sure to captivate and amuse those to fZ5 

their poetry may be but an hmderancaS 
obstruction, as well as those to whom it J 
statutes their chief attraction. The inter! 
of the stories they tell-the vivacity tffc 
characters they delineate-the weight „ 
force of the maxims and sentiments i„ Z 
they abound—the very pathos, and wit a 
humour they display, which may all and each 
of them exist apart from their poetry, and in-
dependent of it, are quite sufficient toacw , 
for their popularity, without referring much 
to that still higher gift, by which they subdue 

[to their enchantments those whose souls are 
, truly a tuned to the finer impulses of poet! 
It is only, therefore, where those other recom-
mendations are wanting, or exist in a weaker 
degree, that the true force of the attraction 
exercised by the pure poetry with which they 
are so often combined, can be fairly appre-

where, without much incident or 
many characters, and with little wit, wisdom 
or arrangement, a number of bright picture! 
are presented to the imagination, and a fine 
feeling expressed of those mysterious relations 

l7j 1 vu Ylslble external things are assimi
lated with inward thoughts and emotions, and 
become the images and exponents of all'pas
sions and affections. To an unpoetical reader 
such passages will generally appear mere 
raving and absurdity—and to this censure a 
very great part of the volumes before us will 
certainly be exposed, with this class of read-
ers. Even in the judgment of a fitter audience. 
owever, it must, we fear, be admitted, that, 

besides the not and extravagance of his fancy 
tfie scope and substance of Mr. Keats' poetry 
is rather too dreamy and abstracted to excite 
he strongest interest, or to sustain the atten 
ion through a work of any great compass 01 

extent. He deals too much with shadowy 
and incomprehensible beings, and is too con
stantly rapt into an extramundane Elysium, 
o command a lasting interest with ordinary 

moitals—-and must employ the agency ot 
moie varied and coarser emotions, if he wishes 

P ? rank with the enduring poets of this 
or of former generations. There is something 
Vlry1.C1Uri0US' we ^hink, in the way in 
which he, and Mr. Barry Cornwall also, have 
dealt with the Pagan mythology, of which 
they have made so much use in their poetry, 
instead of presenting its imaginary persons 
under the trite and vulgar traits that belong 
to them in the ordinary systems, little moie 
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is borrowed from these than the general con
ception of their condition and relations; and 
an original character and distinct individuality 
is then bestowed upon them, which has all 
the merit of invention, and all the grace and 
attraction of the fictions on which it is en
grafted.. The ancients, though they probably 
did not stand in any great awe of their dei
ties, have yet abstained very much from any 
minute or dramatic representation of their 
feelings and affections. In Hesiod and Homer, 
they are broadly delineated by some of their 
actions and adventures, and introduced to us 
merely as the agents in those particular trans
actions; while in the Hymns, from those 
ascribed to Orpheus and Homer, down to 
those of Callimachus, we have little but pomp
ous epithets and invocations, with a flattering 
commemoration of their most famous exploits 
—and are never allowed to enter into their 
bosoms, or follow out the train of their feel
ings, with the presumption of our human 
sympathy. Except the love-song of the Cy
clops to his Sea Nymph in Theocritus—the 
Lamentation of Venus for Adonis in Moschus 
—and the more recent Legend of Apuleius, 
we scarcely recollect a passage in all the 
writings of antiquity in which the passions of 
an immortal are fairly disclosed to the scrutiny 
and observation of men. The author before 
us, however, and some of his contemporaries, 
have dealt differently with the subject ;—and, 
sheltering the violence of the fiction, under 
the ancient traditionary fable, have in reality 
created and imagined an entire new set of 
characters; and brought closely and minutely 
before us the loves ahd sorrows and perplexi
ties of beings, with whose names and super
natural attributes we had long been familiar, 
without any sense or feeling of their personal 
character. We have more than doubts of the 
fitness of such personages to maintain a per
manent interest with the modern public;— 
but the way in which they are here managed 
certainly gives them the best chance that 
now remains for them; and, at all events, it 
cannot be denied that the effect is striking 
and graceful. But we must now proceed to 
our extracts. 

The first of the volumes before us is occu
pied with the loves of Endymion and Diana— 
which it would not be very easy, and which 
we do not at all intend to analyse in detail. 
In the beginning of the poem, however, the 
Shepherd Prince is representedas having had 
strange visions and delirious interviews with 
an unknown and celestial beauty: Soon after 
which, he is called on to preside at a festival 
in honour of Pan ; and his appearance in the 
procession is thus described :— 

"His youth was fully blown, 
Showing like Ganymede to manhood grown ; 
And, for those simple times, his garments were 
A chieftain kifig's: Beneath his breast, half bare, 
Was hung a silver bugle ; and between 
His nervy knees there lay a boar-spear keen. 
A smile was on his countenance : He seem'd, 
To common lookers on, like one who dream'd 
Of idleness in groves Elysian : 
But there were some who feelingly could scan 
A lurking trouble in his nether lip, 

And see that oftentimes the reins would slip 
Through his forgotten hands !"—pp. 11, 12. 

There is then a choral hymn addressed to 
the sylvan deity, which appears to us to be 
full of beauty; and reminds us, in many 
places, of the finest strains of Sicilian—or of 
English poetry. A part of it is as follows:— 
44 ' 0 thou, whose mighty palace roof doth hang 
From jagged trunks; and overshadoweth 
Eternal whispers, glooms, the birth, life, death 
Of unseen flowers, in heavy peacefulness ! 
Who lov'st to see the hamadryads dress 
Their ruffled locks, where meeting hazels darken ; 
And through whole solemn hours dost sit, and 
The dreary melody of bedded reeds— [hearken 
Tn desolate places, where dank moisture breeds 
The pipy hemlock to strange overgrowth.— 
" ' O  t h o u ,  f o r  w h o s e  s o u l - s o o t h i n g  q u i e t ,  t u r t l e s  
Passion their voices cooingly 'mong myrtles, 
What time thou wanderest at eventide 
Through sunny meadows, that outskirt the side 
Of thine enmossed realms : O thou, to whom 
Broad leaved fig trees even now foredoom 
Their ripen'd fruitage ; yellow girted bees 
Their golden honeycombs; our village leas 
Their fairest blossom'd beans and poppied corn ; 
The chuckling linnet its five young unborn, 
To sing for thee ; low creeping strawberries 
Their summer coolness ; pent up butterflies 
Their freckled wings ; yea, the fresh budding year 
All its completions ! be quickly near, 
By every wind that nods the mountain pine, 
O forester divine! 

" 4 Thou, to whom every fawn and satyr flies 
For willing service ; whether to surprise 
The squatted hare while in half sleeping fit; 
Or upward ragged precipices flit 
To save poor lambkins from the eagle's maw; 
Or by mysterious enticement draw 
Bewilder'd shepherds to their path again ; 
Or to tread breathless round the frothy main, 
And gather up all fancifullest shells 
For thee to tumble into Naiad's cells, 
And, being hidden, laugh at their out-peeping! 
Or to delight thee with fantastic leaping, 
The while they pelt each other on the crown 
With silv'ry oak apples, and fir cones brown-
By all the echoes that about thee ring! 
Hear us, O satyr King! 

O Hearkener to the loud clapping shears, 
While ever and anon to his shorn peers 
A ram goes bleating : Winder of the horn, 
When snouted wild-boars routing tender corn 
Anger our huntsmen ! Breather round our farms, 
To keep off mildews, and all weather harms: 
Strange ministrant of undescribed sounds, 
That come a swooning over hollow grounds, 
And wither drearily on barren moors!' " 

pp. 114—117. 
The enamoured youth sinks into insensi

bility in the midst of the solemnity, and is 
borne apart and revived by the care of his 
sister; and, opening his heavy eyes in her 
arms, says— 

41 feel this thine endearing love 
All through my bosom ! Thou art as a dove 
Trembling its closed eyes and sleeked wings 
About me ; and the pearliest dew not brings 
Such morning incense from the fields of May, 
As do those brighter drops that twinkling stray 
From those kind eyes. Then think not thou 
That, any longer. I will pass my days 
Alone and sad. No! I will once more raise 
My voice upon the mountain heights ; once more 
Make my horn parley from their foreheads hoar ! 
Again my trooping hounds their tongues shall loll 
Around the breathed boar : again I'll poll 
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The fair-grown yew tree, for a chosen bow : 
And, when the pleasant sun is getting low, 
Again I'll linger in a sloping mead 
To hear the speckled thrushes, and see feed 
Our idle sheep. So be thou cheered, sweet, 
And, if thy lute is here, softly intreat 
My soul to keep in its resolved course.' 

" Hereat Peona, in their silver source 
Shut her pure sorrow drops, with glad exclaim ; 
And took a lute, from which there pulsing came 
A lively prelude, fashioning the way 
In which her voice should wander. 'Twas a lay 
More subtle cadenced, more forest wild 
Than Dryope's lone lulling of her child; 
And nothing since has floated in the air 
So mournful strange."—pp.25—27. 

He then tells her all the story of his love 
and madness; and gives this airy sketch of 
the iirst vision he had; or fancied he had. of 
his descending Goddess. After some rapturous 
intimations of the glories of her gold-burnished 
hair, he says— 

t j j i i , • , She had, 
Indeed, locks bright enough to make me mad ! 
And they were simply gordian'd up and braided, 
Heaving, in naked comeliness, unshaded, 
Her pearl round ears, white neck, and orbed brow; 
I he which were blended in, I know not how, 
With such a paradise of lips and eyes, 
Blush-tinted cheeks, half smiles, and faintest sighs, 
I hat when I think thereon, my spirit clings 
And melts into the vision !" 

. . .  A n d  t h e n  h e r  h o v e r i n g  f e e t I  
More bluely vein'd more soft, more whitely sweet 
than those of sea-born Venus, when she rose 
f'rotn out her cradle shell I The wind outblows 
Her scart into a fluttering pavilion !— 
Tisblue ; and overspangled with a million 

Ut little eyes ; as though thou wert to shed 
Over the darkest., lushest blue bell bed, 
Handfuls of daisies."— 

Overpowered by this "celestial colloquy 
sublime." he sinks at last into slumber—and 
°"Tuke,fin,ds the scene disenchanted ; 
his solitude . evening deepening over 

M 1 hf" "u IjSiLarr—Ah 1 mV sighs' tears ! 
TV j hanc!s ! the poppies hung 
Dew dabbled on their stalks ; the ouzel suno-
u h/avy ditty; and the sullen day 
Had chnlden herald Hesperus away, 

tth leaden looks. The solitarv breeze 
Whl slept ; and its wild self did teaze 
Wnh wayward melancholy. And I thought, 
fI? i p16' ?ona ! ,hat sometimes it brought, 
Faint Fare-thee-wells and sigh-shrilled Adieus !" 

to ^0n,aftef thi! lle is ied away by butterflies 
to the haunts of Naiads and by them sent 
down into enchanted caverns, where he sees 
Venus and Adonis, and great flights of Cupids: 
and wanders over diamond terraces among 
beautiful fountains and temples and statues' 
and all sorts of fine and strange things. All' 
this is very fantastical: But there are splendid 
pieces of description, and a sort of wild rich-

sT ' " T w t i h  W e  C U ] 1  a  f e w  l i t t l e  

Adonis - h6 P1°tUre 0f the sleeping 

• • I n midst of all, there lay a sleeping youth 
Of fondest beauty. S.deway his fac| repos'd 
On one white arm, and tenderly unclos'd 
By tenderest pressure, a faint damask mouth 
to slumbery pout; just as the morning south 

Disparts a dew-lipp'd rose. Above hkWi 
Four lily stalks did their white honours 
To make a coronal ; and round him grew 
All tendrils green, of every bloom and huP 

Together mtertwin'd and trammel'd fresh.' 
The vine of glossy sprout; the ivy mesh 
Shading its Ethiop berries ; and woodbine 
Of velvet leaves and bugle-blooms divine.' 

" Hard bv, 
Stood serene Cupids watching silently 
One kneeling to a lyre, touch'd the strings 
Muffling to death the pathos with hiswhSi 
And, ever and anon, uprose to look 
At the youth's slumber ; while another tonl-
A vvillow-bough, distilling odorous dew 
And shook it on his hair ; another flew' 
In through the woven roof, and fliuterina-wk. 
Ram violets upon his sleeping eyes."—pp. 79 

Here is another, and more classical ski 
of Cybele—with a picture of lions that n,«, 
=eer,6 6nVy Rubenst Edwin 3 

"Forth from a rugged arch, in the dusk below 
Came mother Cybele ! alone—alone 
In sombre chariot: dark foldings thrown 
About her majesty, and front death-pale 
With turrets crown'd. Four maned lions hale 
I he sluggish wheels ; solemn their toothed maw. 

Their surly eyes brow-hidden, heavy paws 
Lpiiited drowsily, and nervy tails 
Cowering their tawny brushes. Silent sails 
I his shadowy queen athwart, and faints awav 

In another gloomy arch !"—p. 83. 

The following picture of the fairy water-
works, which he unconsciously sets playingin 
these enchanted caverns, is, it must be con
fessed, • high fantastical but we venture to 
extract it, for the sake of the singular brillianci 
and iorce of the execution.— 

m, . " So on he hies 
I hrough caves and palaces of mould ore, 

Do Id dome, and crystal wall, and turquoise floor, 
rp.?» P™1] d porticos of awful shade, 
till, at the last, a diamond baliustrade 
Heads sparkling just above the silvery heads 
Ut a thousand fountains ; so that he could dash 
I he waters with his spear ! But at that splash, 

one heedlessly those spouting columns rose 
oudden a poplar s height, and 'gan to enclose 
His diamond path with fretwork, streaming round, 
Alive, and dazzling cool, and with a sound 
Haply, like dolphin tumults, when sweet shells 
We come the car of Thetis ! Long he dwells 
Un this delight; for every minute's space, 
1 lie streams with changing magic interlace; 

oometumes like delicafest lattices, 
over d with crystal vines: then weeping trees 

Movnig about, as in a gentle wind; 
hich, in a wink, to wat'ry gauze refin'd 

oui into shapes of curtain'd canopies, 
' and r*c^ wDh liquid broideries 

I l b lowers. Peacocks, Swans, and Naiads fair! 
u liter than lightning went these wonders rare; 

Ana then the water into stubborn streams 
ojlectmg mimick'd the wrought oaken beams, 

_illars, and frieze, and high fantastic roof 
)t those dark places, in times far aloof 

Uatnedrals named !" 

There are strange melodies too around him; 
and their effect on the fancy is thus poetically 
described:— 

nf M . V ^ ' when the airy stress 
a , U.S1C s kiss impregnates the free winds, 
And with a sympathetic touch unbinds 
Hohan magic from their lucid wombs, 
- t h e n  old songs waken from forgotten tombs! 

KEATS' 

Old ditties sigh above their father's grave ! 
Ghosts of melodious prophesyings rave 
Round every spot where trod Apollo's feet! 
Bronze clarions awake, and faintly bruit, 
VY here long ago, a Giant battle was! 
And from the turf a lullaby doth pass, 
In every place where infant Orpheus slept!" 

In the midst of all these enchantments he 
has, we do not very well know how, another 
ravishing interview with his unknown god-
K^SS'\an<^ w^en sFe agahi melts away from 
him, he finds himself in a vast grotto, where 
he overhears the courtship of Alpheus and 
Arethusa; and as they elope together, dis-
cPve5"s that the grotto has disappeared, and 
that he is at the bottom of the sea, under the 
transparent arches of its naked waters ! The 
following is abundantly extravagant; but 
comes of no ignoble lineage—nor shames its 
high descent:— 

" Far had he roam'd, 
VY ith nothing save the hollow vast, that foam'd 
Above, around, and at his feet; save things 
More dead than Morpheus' imaginings ! = 

Old rusted anchors, helmets, breast-plates large 
Of gone sea-warriors; brazen beaks and targe; 
Rudders that for a thousand years had lost 
The sway of human hand ; gold vase emboss'd 
Wirh long-forgotten story, and wherein 
No reveller had ever dipp'd a chin 
But those of Saturn's vintage ; mould'ring scrolls, 
Writ in the tongue of heaven, by those souls 
YY ho first were on the earth ; and sculptures rude 
In pond rous stone, developing the mood 
Of ancient Nox;—then skeletons of man, 
O f  beast, behemoth, and leviathan, 
And elephant, and eagle—and huge jaw 
Of nameless monster." p. ill. 

There he finds ancient Glaucus enchanted 
by Circe—hears his wild story—and goes with 
him to the deliverance and restoration of thou
sands of drowned lovers, whose bodies were 
piled and stowed away in a large submarine 
palace. When this feat is happily performed, 
he finds himself again on dry ground, with 
woods and waters around him; and can
not help falling desperately in love with a 
beautiful damsel whom he finds there, pining 
for some such consolation; and who tells a 
long story of having come from India in the 
train of Bacchus, and having strayed away 
from him into that forest!—So they vow eter
nal fidelity; and are wafted up to heaven on 
flying horses; on which they sleep and dream 
among the stars;—and then the lady melts 
away, and he is again alone upon the earth; 
but soon rejoins his Indian love, and agrees 
to give up his goddess, and live only for her: 
But she refuses, and says she is resolved to 
devote herself to the service of Diana: But, 
when she goes to accomplish that dedication! 
she turns out to be the goddess herself in a 
new shape ! and finally exalts her lover with 
her to a blessed immortality! 

We have left ourselves room to say but lit
tle of the second volume; which is of a more 
miscellaneous character. Lamia is a Greek 
antique story, in the measure and taste of En-
dymion. Isabella 's a paraphrase of the same 
tale of Boccacio wnich Mr. Cornwall has also 
imitated, under the title of 11A Sicilian Story." 
It would be worth while to compare the two 
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imitations; but we have no longer time for 
such a task. Mr. Keats has followed his 
original more closely, and has given a deep 
pathos to several of his stanzas. The widow
ed bride's discovery of the murdered body is 
very strikingly given. 

" Soon she turn'd up a soiled glove, whereon 
Her silk had play'd in purple phantasies! 

She kiss'd it with a lip more chill than stone, 
And put it in her bosom, where it dries. 

Then 'gan she work again ; nor stay'd her care 
But to throw back at times her veiling hair. 

" That old nurse stood beside her, wondering, 
Until her heart felt pity to the core, 

At sight of such a dismal labouring; 
And so she kneeled, with her locks all hoar, 

And put her lean hands to the horrid thing: 
Three hours they labour'd at this trivial sore ; 

At last they felt the kernel of the grave, &c. 

" In anxious secrecy they took it home, 
And then—the prize was all for Isabel ! 

She calm'd its wild hair with a golden comb ; 
And all around each eye's sepulchral cell 

eac^ hinged lash : The smeared loam 
YVith tears, as chilly as a dripping well, [kept 

bhe drench'd away and still she comb'd, and 
Sighing all day—and still she kiss'd, and wept! 

11 Then in a silken scarf—sweet with the dews 
Of precious flowers pluck'd in Araby, 

And divine liquids come with odorous ooze 
Through the cold ^serpent-pipe refreshfully,— 

ohe wrapp d it up; and for its tomb did choose 
A garden pot, wherein she laid it by, 

And cover'd it with mould ; and o'er "it set 
Sweet Basil, which her tears kept ever wet. 

" And she forgot the stars, the moon, the sun ! 
And she forgot the blue above the trees ; 

And she forgot the dells where waters run, 
And she forgot the chilly autumn breeze ! 

She had no knowledge when the day was done ; 
And the new morn she saw not! But in peace 

Hung oyer her sweet Basil evermore, 
And moisten'd it with tears, unto the core !"* 

pp. 72—75. 

The following lines from an ode to a Night
ingale are equally distinguished for harmony 
and high poetic feeling:— 

" O for a beaker full of the warm South ! 
Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim, 
And purple-stained mouth ! 

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen, 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim ! 

r ade far away ! dissolve—and quite forget 
What Thou among the leaves hast never 

known— 
The weariness, the fever, and the fret, [groan • 

Here,—where men sit and hear each other 
W here palsy shakes a few, sad, last grey hairs 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and 
dies ! 

Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
• "^nd 'eaden*eyed despairs. 

The voice I hear, this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown ! 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 
1  h r o u g h  t h e  s a d  h e a r t  o f  R u t h ,  w h e n  s i c k  f o r  

home, 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn ! 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charm'd magic casements, opening on the foam, 

Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn." 
pp. 108—111. 

We know nothing at once so truly fresh, 
genuine, and English,—and, at the same 
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time, so full of poetical feeling, and Greek 
elegance and simplicity, as tins address to 
Autumn:— 

" Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness— 
Close bosom-friend of the maturing Sun .' 
Conspiring with him now, to load and bless [run ! 
With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eaves 
lo bend with apples the moss'd cottage trees, 
And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core • 
To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
Vith a sweet kernel; to set budding more, 

And still more, later flowers for the bees, 
Until they think warm days will never cease ; 
r or bummer has o'er-brimm'd their clammy cells. 
'' Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store ? 
bometimes, whoever seeks abroad, may find 
1 nee sitting careless on a granary floor, 
ihy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind: 
Or on a half- reap'd furrow sound asleep ! 
Drows d with the fumes of poppies ; while thy hook 
opares the next swarth, and all its twined flowers ' 
And sometimes like a gleaner, thou dost keep 
bteady thy laden head, across a brook; 
Or by a cider-press, with patient look, 
I hou watchest the last oozings, hours by hours ! 

" Where are the songs of Spring ? Ay, where are 
they ? 

!?0t °tthem • Thou hast thy music too; 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dyinrr day 
And touch the stubble-plains with rosy liue ! 
1 hen in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river sallows; borne aloft 
a r j1? as fhe h'ght wind lives or dies f 

And full grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn • 
fledge-cnckets sing; and now with treble soft, 
I he redbreast whistles from a garden-croft, 
And gath ring swallows twitter in the skies!" 

One of the sweetest of the smaller poems ie 
that entitled "The Eve of St. Agnesthough 
we can now afford but a scanty extract. The 
superstition is, that if a maiden goes to bed 
on that night without supper, and never looks 
up after saying her prayers till she falls 
asleep she will see her destined husband by 
her bed-side the moment she opens her eyes. 
Ihe fair Madeline, who was in love with the 
gentle Porphyro, but thwarted by an imperi
o u s  g u a r d i a n ,  r e s o l v e s  t o  t r y  t h i s  s p e l l a n d  
Porphyro, who has a suspicion of her purpose, 
naturally determines to do what he can to 
e p it to a happy issue; and accordingly 

prevails on her ancient nurse to admit him 
to her virgin bower • where he watches rev
erently, till she sinks in slumber;—and then 
arranging a most elegant dessert by her 
couch, and gently rousing her with a tender 
and favourite air, finally reveals himself, and 
persuades her to steal from the castle under 
his protection The opening stanza is a fair 

cation' ̂  SWGetneSS ^ f°rCe 0f 

S ot!Z alUis fealhers'̂ was'acold-38 ' 

Hpzrt.;h„d he toid 

Like pioas incense Irom a censer old 
Seem d taking flight for heaven, without a death 
Past the sweet virgin's picture, while his prayers iie 

But the glory and charm of the poem is in 
description of the fair maiden's antique J 

chamber, and of all that passes in that 
and angel-guarded sanctuary: everv ^ 
which is touched with colours at on ^ 
and delicate—and the whole chastened ^ 
harmonised, in the midst of its — and 
tinctness, by a pervading grace^n,!^ 
that indicate not less clearly the exalt 
than the refinement of the author's h : 

We cannot resist adding a good part/1'-' 
description. ^ 

" Out went the taper as she hurried in' 
Its little smoke in pallid moonshine died • 
The door she closed ! She panted, all akin 
1 o spirits of the air, and visions wide ! 
No utter'd syllable—or woe betide! 
But to her heart, her heart was voluble-
Paining with eloquence her balmy side!* 

" A casement high and treple-arch'd there wa.. 
All garlanded with carven imageries 

I Of fruits and flowers, and bunches ofknoW 
[ And diamonded with panes of quaint device 
Innumerable, of stains and splendid dyes 
As are the tiger moth's deep-damask'd wings! 
" Full on this casement shown the winterv mn«» 
And threw warm gules on Madeline's fair breast 
As down she knelt for Heaven's grace and boon' 
Rose bloom fell on her hands, together prest 
And on her silver cross, soft amethyst-
And on her hair, a glory like a saint! ' 
She seem'd a splendid angel, newly drest 
Save wings, for heaven !—Porphyro grew faint, 
She knelt, so pure a thing, so free from mortaltaint! 

''Anon his heart revives ! Her vespers done, 
Of all its wreathed pearls her hair she frees-
U nclasps her warmed jewels, one by one • ' 
Loosens her fragrant bodice ; by degrees' 
Se,iru?]1JattIr,e,creeps rust^g to her knees! 
naif hidden, like a Mermaid in sea weed, 
Pensive a while she dreams awake, and sees 
in fancy fair, St. Agnes on her bed ! 
But dares not look behind, or all the charm is fled! 
" Soon, trembling, in her soft and chilly nest, 
In sort of wakeful dream, perplexrd she lay; 
Until the poppied warmth of Sleep oppress'd 
rler soothed limbs, and soul fatigued away! 
Ufaven d alike from sunshine and from rain, 
As though a rose should shut, and be a bud again' 

Stolen to this paradise, and so entranc'd, 
Porphyro gaz'd upon her empty dress, 
And hsten'd to her breathing; if it chanc'd 
1 o sink into a siumb'rous tenderness? 
. Plc1" w".e_nheard, that minute did he bless, 
And breath d himself;—then from the closet crept, 
-Noiseless as Fear in a wide wilderness, 
And over the hush'd carpet silent stept. , 

ivp*?en,i?y bed-side, where the sinking moon 
Made a dim silver twilight, soft he set 
A table, and, half anguish'd, threw thereon 
A cloth of woven crimson, gold, and jet, &c. 

And still she slept—an azure-lidded sleep! 
wuii e<J bnen, smooth, and lavender'd; 

hue he, from forth the closet, brought a heap 
urfu" Ir aPP'e> quince, and plum, and gourd; 
With jellies smoother than the creamy curd, 
And lucent syrups, tinct with cinnamon; 
Manna and dates, in argosy transferr'd 
.r rom r ez ; and spiced dainties every one, 
rrom silken Samarcand, to cedar'd Lebanon. 

Those delicates he heap'd with glowing hand, 
On golden dishes, and in baskets bright 
Of wreathed silver; sumptuous they stand 
In the retired quiet of the night, 
<  a x* c h ' ] ] ] y  room wkh perfume light. 
And now, my love! my Seraph fair! awake! 

Ope thy sweet eyes ! for dear St. Agnes' sake." 

ROGERS' HUMAN LIFE. 419 
It is difficult to break off in such a course 

of citation: But we must stop here; and 
shall close our extracts with the following 
lively lines :r— 

" O sweet Fancy ! let her loose ! 
Summer's joys are spoilt by use, 
And the enjoying of the Spring 
Fades as does its blossoming ; 
Autumn's red-lipp'd fruitage too, 
Blushing through the mist and dew, 
Cloys with tasting : What do then ? 
Sit thee by the ingle, when 
The sear faggot blazes bright, 
Spirit of a winter's night; . 
When the soundless earth is muffled, 
And the caked snow is shuffled 
From the plough-boy's heavy shoon; 
When the Night doth meet the Noon, 
In a dark'conspiracy 
To banish Even from her sky. 

Thou shalt hear 
Distant harvest carols clear; 
Rustle of the reaped corn ; 
Sweet birds antheming the morn ; 
And, in the same moment—hark ! 
'Tis the early April lark, 
Or the rooks, with busy caw, 
Foraging for sticks and straw. 
Thou shalt, at one glance, behold 
The daisy and the marigold ; 
White-plum'd lilies, and the first 
Hedge-grown primrose that hath burst; 
Shaded hyacinth, alway 
Sapphire queen of the mid-May ; 
And every leaf, and every flower 

Pearled with the self-same shower. 
Thou shalt see the field-mouse peep 
Meagre from its celled sleep ; 
And the snake, all winter thin, 
Cast on sunny bank its skin; 
Freckled nest-eggs thou shalt see 
Hatching in the hawthorn tree, 
When the hen-bird's wing doth rest 
Quiet on her mossy nest; 
Then the hurry and alarm 
When the bee-hive casts its swarm ; 
Acorns ripe down pattering, 
While the autumn breezes sing." 

pp. 122—125. 

There is a fragment of a projected Epic, 
entitled "Hyperion," on the expulsion of 
Saturn and the Titanian deities by Jupiter 
and his younger adherents, of which we can
not advise the completion : For, though there 
are passages of some force and grandeur, it is 
sufficiently obvious, from the specimen before 
us, that the subject is too far removed from 
all the sources of human interest, to be suc
cessfully treated by any modern author. Mr. 
Keats has unquestionably a very beautiful 
imagination, a perfect ear for harmony, and a 
great familiarity with the finest diction of 
English poetry; but he must learn not to mis
use or misapply these advantages; and neither 
to waste the good gifts of nature and study on 
intractable themes, nor to luxuriate too reck
lessly on such as are more suitable. 

( Jtl ar c<5 

Human Life: a Poem. By SAMUEL R 

THESE are very sweet verses. They do 
not, indeed, stir the spirit like the strong lines 
of Byron, nor make our hearts dance within 
us, like the inspiring strains of Scott; but 
they come over us with a bewitching soft
ness that, in certain moods, is still more de
lightful—and soothe the troubled spirits with 
a refreshing sense of truth, purity, and ele
gance. They are pensive rather than pas
sionate ; and more full of wisdom and ten
derness than of high flights of fancy, or over
whelming bursts of emotion—while they are 
moulded into grace, at least as much by the 
effect of the Moral beauties they disclose, as 
by the taste and judgment with which they 
are constructed. 

The theme is HUMAN LIFE !—not only "the 
subject of all verse "—but the great centre 
and source of all interest in the works of 
human beings—to which both verse and prose 
invariably bring us back, when they succeed 
in rivetting our attention, or rousing our emo
tions—and which turns everything into poetry 
to which its sensibilities can be ascribed, or 
by which its vicissitudes can be suggested! 
Yet it is not by any means to that which, in 
ordinary language, is termed the poetry or 
the romance of human life, that the present 
work is directed. The life which it endeav
ours to set before us, is not life diversified 

1819.) 
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with strange adventures, embodied in extra
ordinary characters, or agitated with turbu
lent passions—not the life of warlike paladins, 
or desperate lovers, or sublime ruffians—or 
piping shepherds or sentimental savages, or 
bloody bigots or preaching pedlars—or con
querors, poets, or any other species of mad
men—but the ordinary, practical, and amiable 
life of social, intelligent, and affectionate men 
in the upper ranks of society—such, in short, 
as multitudes may be seen living every day 
in this country—for the picture is entirely 
English—and though not perhaps in the 
choice of every one, yet open to the judg
ment, and familiar to the sympathies, of all. 
It contains, of course, no story, and no indi
vidual characters. It is properly and pecu
liarly contemplative—and consists in a series 
of reflections on our mysterious nature and 
condition upon earth, and on the marvellous, 
though unnoticed changes which the ordinary 
course of our existence is continually bringing 
about in our being. Its marking peculiarity 
in this respect is, that it is free from the least 
alloy of acrimony or harsh judgment, and 
deals not at all indeed in any species of satiri
cal or sarcastic remark. The poet looks here 
on man, and teaches us to look on him, not 
merely with love, but with reverence; and, 
mingling a sort of considerate pity for the 
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shortness of his busy little career, and the 
disappointments and weaknesses by which it 
is beset, with a genuine admiration of the 
great capacities he unfolds, and the high des
tiny to which he seems to be reserved, works 
out a very beautiful and engaging picture, 
both of the affections by which Life is en
deared, the trials to which it is exposed, and 
the pure and peaceful enjoyments with which 
it may often be filled. 

This, after all, we believe, is the tone of 
true wisdom and true virtue—and that to 
which all good natures draw nearer, as they 
approach the close of life, and come to act 
less, and to know and to meditate more, on 
the varying and crowded scene of human ex
istence.—When the inordinate hopes of early 
youth, which provoke their own disappoint
ment, have been sobered down by longer ex
perience and more extended views—when the 
keen contentions, and eager rivalries, which 
employed our riper age, have expired or been 
abandoned—when we have seen, year after 
year, the objects of our fiercest hostility, and of 
our fondest affections, lie down together in the 
hallowed peace of the grave—when ordinary 
pleasures and amusements begin to be insipid, 
and the gay derision which seasoned them to 
appear flat and importunate—when we reflect 
how often we have mourned and been com
forted—what opposite opinions we have suc
cessively maintained and abandoned—to what 
inconsistent habits we have gradually been 
formed—and how frequently the objects of 
our pride have proved the sources of our 
shame ! we are naturally led to recur to the 
careless days of our childhood, and from that 
distant starting place, to retrace the whole 
of our career, and that of our contemporaries, 
with feelings of far greater humility and indul
gence than those by which it had been actu
ally accompaniedto think all vain but af
fection and honour—the simplest and cheap
est pleasures the truest and most precious 
and generosity of sentiment the only mental 
superiority which ought either to be wished 
tor or admired. 

We are aware that we have said "some-
thmg too much of this;» and that our readers 
would probably have been more edified, as 
wel] as more delighted, by Mr. Rogers' text 
than with our preachment upon it. But we' 
were anxious to convey to them our sense of 
the spirit in which this poem is written • and 
conceive, indeed, thatf what we have now 

criJl dmvrethtriCtIy Whhin the line of our 

always be LtiFtr?1* fei}eral remarks can 
character and poetical' effectof the® work 

on its'morahexnr?06' l° diepend muchmore 

merely literary qualS °n any °f itS 

comhpli,nem0WehUP4To^ Th ^ 

or not, that as readers of all a»es if 
any way worth pleasing, have little IS1 

and occasional visitations of those truth 
longer experience only renders more 
so no works ever sink 80 deep in, 
minds, or recur so often to their 
brance, as those which embody simtf1'--
solemn, and reconciling truths, in i!: << 
and elegant language—and anticim?1 

were, and bring out with effect th^ 
tary lessons which it seems to be th i: 

end of our life to inculcate. The 
of,violent passion and terrible ej!' 
the breathing characters, the splerf 
agery and bewitching fancy of Shake 
himself, are less frequently recalled* 
those great moral aphorisms in which it 
so often * 

Told us the fashion of our own estate 
The secrets of our bosoms— 

and, in spite of all that may be said by un
persons, of the frivolousness of poetry a" 
its admirers, we are persuaded that tie n 
memorable, and the most generally adm-
of all its productions, are those which^ 
chiefly recommended by their deep prac: 
wisdom; and their coincidence with tk* 
salutary imitations with which nature be J 
seems to furnish us from the passing see:' 
of our existence. 

The literary character of the work is ab 
to its moral character; and the dictionn 
soft, elegant, and simple, as the sentk 
are generous and true. The whole 
indeed, is throughout in admirable keepii; 
and its beauties, though of a delicate,ri 
than an obtrusive character, set off each oik 
to an attentive observer, by the skill wi: 
which they are harmonised, and the re 
ness with which they slide into each oth 
The outline, perhaps, is often rather tin::: 
drawn, and there is an occasional .wants 
force and brilliancy in the colouring;it 
we are rather inclined to ascribe to theiefc 
and somewhat fastidious taste of the at 
than to any defect of skill or of power. •• 
have none of the broad and blazing tints: 
Scott—nor the startling contrasts of Byro:-
nor the anxious and endlessly repeated lute 
of Southey — but something which c®r 

much nearer to the soft and tender mat: 
of Campbell; with still more reserveand^-
tion, perhaps, and more frequent sacrfc 
of strong and popular effect, to an abhorred 
of glaring beauties, and a disdain of w 
resources. 

The work opens with a sort of epitomy 
its subject—and presents us with a brief ^ 
stract of man's (or at least Gentlemans) 
as marked by the four great eras of—hi?| 
—his coming of age—his marriage—an^-
death. This comprehensive picture, w)t, 
four compartments, is comprised in 1$' 
thirty lines.—We give the two latter^ 
only. 

"And soon again shall music swell the WJ 
Soon, issuing forth, shall glitter through itW*' 
Vestures of Nuptial white; and hymns be m 
And violets scatterd round; and old ana yu -
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In every cottage-porch with garlands green, 
Stand still to gaze, and, gazing, bless ihe scene! 
While, her dark eyes declining, by his side 
Moves in her virgin-veil the gentle Bride. 

" And once, alas ! nor in a distant hour, 
Another voice shall come from yonder tower ! 
When in dim chambers long black weeds are seen, 
And weepings heard, where only joy had been; 
W hen by his children borne, and from his door 
Slowly departing to return no more, 
He rests in holy earth, with them that went before ! 

" And such is Human Life ! So gliding on, 
It glimmers like a meteor, and is gone !"—pp. 8—10. 

After some general and very striking re
flections upon the perpetual but unperceived 
gradations by which this mysterious being is 
carried through all the stages of its fleeting 
existence, the picture is resumed and expand
ed with more touching and discriminating 
details. Infancy, for example, is thus finely 
delineated:— 

"The hour arrives, the moment wish'd and 
fear'd; 

The child is born, by many a pang endear'd. 
And now rhe mother's ear has caught his cry ; 
Oh grant the cherub to her asking eye ! 
He comes 1—she clasps him. To her bosom press'd, 
He drinks the balm of life, and drops to rest. 

" Her by her smile how soon the stranger knows ; 
How soon, by his, the glad discovery shows! 
As to her lips she lifts the lovely boy, 
What answering looks of sympathy and joy ! 
He walks, he speaks. In many a broken word 
His wants, his wishes, and his griefs are heard. 
And ever, ever to her lap he flies, 
When rosy Sleep comes on with sweet surprise. 
Lock'd in her arms, his arms across her flung 
(That name most dear for ever on his tongue), 
As with soft accents round her neck he clings, 
And, cheek to cheek, her lulling song she sings, 
How blest to feel the beatings of his heart, 
Breathe his sweet breath, and kiss for kiss impart; 
Watch o'er his slumbers like the brooding dove, 
And, if she can, exhaust a mother's love !" 

pp. 19, 20. 
This is pursued in the same strain of ten

derness and beauty through all its most in
teresting bearings;—and then we pass to the 
bolder kindlings and loftier aspirations of 
Youth. 

" Then is the Age of Admiration—then 
Gods walks the earth, or beings more than men ! 
Ha ! then come thronging many a wild desire, 
And high imaginings and thoughts of fire ! 
Then from within a voice exclaims 4 Aspire !' 
Phantoms, that upward point, before him pass, 
As in the Cave athwart the Wizard's glass," &c. 

p. 24. 
We cut short this tablature, however, as 

well as the spirited sketches of impetuous 
courage and devoted love that belong to the 
same period, to come to the joys and duties 
of maturer life; which) we think, are described 
with still more touching and characteristic 
beauties. The Youth passes into this more 
tranquil and responsible state, of course, by 
Marriage; and we have great satisfaction in 
recurring, with our uxorious poet, to his rep
resentation of that engaging ceremony, upon 
which his thoughts seem to dwell with so 
much fondness and complacency. 

" Then are they blest indeed ! and swift the hours 
Till her young Sisters wreathe her hair in flowers, 
Kindling her beauty—while, unseen, the least 
Twitches her robe, then runs behind the rest, 
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Known by her laugh that will not be suppress'd. 
Then before All they stand ! The holy vow 
And ring of gold, no fond illusions now, 
Bind her as his ! Across the threshold led, 
And ev'ry tear kiss'd off* as soon as shed, 
His house she enters ; there to be a light 
Shining within, when all without is night! 
A guardian-angel o'er his life presiding, 
Doubling his pleasures, and his cares dividing ! 
How oft her eyes read his ; her gentle mind, 
To all his wishes, all his thoughts inclin'd ; 
Siill subject—even on the watch to borrow 
Mirth ot his mirth, and sorrow of his sorrow.'' 

pp. 32, 33. 
Beautiful as this is, we think it much infe

rior to what follows; when Parental affection 
comes to complete the picture of Connubial 
bliss. 
" And laughing eyes and laughing voices fill 
Their halls with gladness. She, when all are still, 
Comes and undraws the curtain as they lie 
In sleep, how beautiful! He, when the sky 
Gleams, and the wood sends up its harmony, 
When, gathering round his bed, they climb to share 
His kisses, and with gentle violence there 
Break in upon a dream not half so fair, 
Up to the hill top leads their little feet; 
Or by the forest-lodge ; perchance to meet 
The stag-herd on its march, perchance to hear 
The otter rustling in the sedgy mere ; 
Or to the echo near the Abbot's tree, 
That gave him back his words of pleasantry— 
When the House stood, no merrier man than he ! 
And, as they wander with a keen delight, 
If but a leveret catch their quicker sight 
Down a green alley, or a squirrel then 
Climb the gnarled oak, and look and climb again, 
If but a moth flit by, an acorn fall, 
He turns their thoughts to Him who made them all." 

pp. 34—36. 
" But Man is born to suffer. On the door 

Sickness has set her mark ; and now no more 
Laughter within we hear, or wood-notes wild 
As of a mother singing to her child. 
All now in anguish from that room retire, 
Where a young cheek glows with consuming fire, 
And innocence breathes contagion !—all buf one, 
But she who gave it birth !—From her alone 
The medicine-cup is taken. Through the night, 
And through the day, that with its dreary light 
Comes unregarded, she sits silent by, 
Watching the changes with her anxious eye : 
While they without, listening below, above, 
(Who but in sorrow know how much they love ?) 
From every little noise catch hope and fear, 
Exchanging still, still as they turn to hear, 
Whispers and sighs, and smiles all tenderness ! 
That would in vain the starting tear repress." 

pp. 38, 39. 
The scene, however, is not always purely 

domestic—though all its lasting enjoyments 
are of that origin, and look back to that con
summation. His country requires the arm of 
a free man ! and home and all its joys must 
be left, for the patriot battle. The sanguinary 
and tumultuous part is slightly touched ; But 
the return is exquisite; nor do we know, any 
where, any verses more touching and full of 
heartfelt beauty, than some of those we' are 
about to extract. 
" He goes, and Night comes as it never came ! 
With shrieks of horror!—and a vault of flame ! 
And Jo! when morning mocks the desolate, 
Red runs the rivulet by; and at the gate 
Breathless a horse without his rider stands ! 
But hush ! . . a shout from the victorious bands! 
And oh the smiles and tears ! a sire restor'd ! 
One wears his helm—one but 'ties on nis sword 

2 L 
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One hangs the wall with laurel-leaves, and all 
Spring to prepare the soldier's festival; 
While She best-lov'd, till then forsaken never, 
Clings round his neck, as she would cling for ever! 
" Such golden deeds lead on to golden days, 

Days of domestic peace—by him who plays 
On the great stage how uneventful thought; 
Yet with a thousand busy projects fraught, 
A thousand incidents that stir the mind 
To pleasure, such as leaves no sting behind! 
Such as the heart delights in—and records 
Within how silently—in more than words ! 
A Holyday—the frugal banquet spread 
On the fresh herbage near the fountain-head 
With quips and cranks—what time the wood-lark 

there 
Scatters her loose notes on the sultry air, 
What time the king-fisher sits perch'd below, 
Where, silver-bright, the water lilies blow :— 
A Wake—the booths whit'ning the village-green, 
Where Punch and Scaramouch aloft are seen; 
Sign beyond sign in close array unfurl'd, 
Picturing at large the wonders of the world; 
And far and wide, over the vicar's pale, 
Black hoods and scarlet crossing hill and dale, 
All, all abroad, and music in the gale :— 
A Wedding-dance—a dance into the night! 
On the barn-floor when maiden-feet are light; 
When the young bride receives the promis'd dower, 
A n d  f l o w e r s  a r e  f l u n g ,  '  h e r s e l f  a  f a i r e r  f l o w e r —  
A morning-visit to the poor man's shed, 
( W  h o  w o u l d  b e  r i c h  w h i l e  O n e  w a s  w a n t i n g  b r e a d  1 )  
When all are emulous to bring relief, 
And tears are falling fast—but not for grief:— 
A Walk in Spring—Gr*tt*n, like those with thee. 
B y  t h e  h e a t h - s i d e  ( w h o  h a d  n o t  e n v i e d  m e  1 )  
When the sweet limes, so full of bees in June, 
Led us to meet beneath their boughs at noon ; 
And thou didst say which of the Great and Wise, 
Could they but hear and at thy bidding rise, 
Thou wouldst call up and question."—pp. 42—46. 

Other cares and trials and triumphs await 
him. He fights the good fight of freedom in 
the senate, as he had done before in the field— 
and with greater peril. The heavy hand of 
power weighs upon him, and he is arraigned 
of crimes against the State. 

"Like Hampden struggling in his country's cause, 
The first, the foremost to obey the laws, 
The last to brook oppression ! On he moves, 
Careless of blame while his own heart approves, 
Careless of ruin—(" For the general good 
'Tis not the first time I shall shed my blood.") 
On through that gate misnamed,* through which 

before, 
Went Sidney, Russel, Raleigh, Cranmer, More ! 
On into twilight within walls of stone, 
Then to the place of trial; and alone, 
Alone before his judges in array 
Stands for his life ! there, on that awful day, 
Counsel ot friends—all human help denied— 
All but from her who sits the pen to guide. 
Like that sweet saint who sat by Russel's sidet 
Under the jiidffment-seat!— But guilty men 
Triumph not always. To his hefrth again, 

Again with honour to his hearth restor'd 
Lo, in the accustom'd chair and at the board 
Thrice greeting those that most withdraw'. 

claim 
(Th,e humblest servant calling by his name) 
He reads thanksgiving in the eyes of all ' 
All met as at a holy festival! 
—On the day destined for his funeral! 
Lo, there the Friend, who, entering where he' 
Breath'd in his drowsy ear 4 Away, away1' 
Take thou my cloak—Nay, start not, but obev 
Take it and leave me.' And the blushing ip? 
Who through the streets as through a desert s--
And, when her dear, dear Father pass'd aloiJe: 

Would not be held; but, bursting through the :ti~ 
Halberd and battle-axe—kissed him o'er anil/ 
Then turn'd and went—then sought him asbeb 
Believing she should see his face no more!" 

PP- 48—50. 

What follows is sacred to still ] 
membrances. 

" And now once more where most he lov'dtof 
In his own fields—breathing tranquillity— 
We hail him—not less happy, Fox, than thee! 
Thee at St. Anne's, so soon of Care 1 

* Traitor's Gate, in the Tower. 
k"°^offnothi.ng at once so pathetic and so 

sublime, as the few simple sentences here alluded 
to, in the account of Lord Russel's trial 
my mfmory f 7 1 haVe somebody write to help 

Mi-. Attorney General Yes, a Servant. 
Lord Chief Justice. Any of your Servants «bill 

&STord°R m 7rMgwnT th'l?g yOU P'ease you. Lord Russel.My Wife is here, my Lord, to do it ? 
When we recollect who Russel and his wife 

were, and what a destiny was then impending this 
one trait makes the heart swell, almost to bursting 

Playful, sincere, and artless as a child! 
Thee, who wouldst watch a bird's nest ontl 
Through the green leaves exploring, day by dav. 
How oft from grove to grove, from seat to seat,' 
With thee conversing in thy lov'd retreat, 
I saw the sun go down !—Ah, then 'twas thine 
Ne'er to forget some volume half divine, [sha!? 
Shakespeare's or Dryden's—thro' the chequerc 
Borne in thy hand behind thee as we strav'd: 
And where we sate (and many a halt we made) 
To read there with a fervour all thy own, 
And in thy grand and melancholy tone, 
Some splendid passage not to thee unknown, 
Fit theme for long discourse.—Thy bell has toll'd 
—But in thy place among us we behold 
One that resembles thee."—pp. 52, 53. 

The scene of closing Age is not less beautiful 
and attractive—nor less true and exemplary, 

" 'Tis the sixth hour. 
The village-clock strikes from the distant tower, 
The ploughman leaves the field ; the traveller hears. 
And to the inn spurs forward. Nature wears 
Her sweetest smile ; the day-star in the west 
Yet hovering, and the thistle's down at rest. 

And such, his labour done, the calm He know? 
Whose footsteps we have follow'd. Round k 

glows 
An atmosphere that brightens to the last; 
The light, that shines, reflected from the Past. 
—And from the Future too ! Active in Thought 
Among old books, old friends; and not unsought 
By the wise stranger. In his morning-hours, 
When gentle airs stir the fresh-blowing flowers, 
He muses, turning up the idle weed; 
Or prunes or grafts, or in the yellow mead 
Watches his bees at hiving-time; and now, 
The ladder resting on the orchard-bough, 
Culls the delicious fruit that hangs in air, 
The purple plum, green fig, or golden pear, 
Mid sparklihg eyes, and hands uplifted there. 

At night, when all, assembling round the fire 
Closer and closer draw fill they retire, 
A tale is told of India or Japan, 
Of merchants from Golcond or Astracan, ^ 
What time wild Nature revell'd unrestraint 
And Sinbad voyag'd and the Caliphs reign'd 
Of some Norwegian, while the icy gale 
Rings in the shrouds and beats the iron sail, 
Among the snowy Alps of Polar seas 
Immoveable—for ever there to freeze! 
Or some great Caravan, from well to well 
Winding as darkness on the desert fell," &c' 
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" Age has now 
fctamp d with its signet that ingenuous brow; 
And, 'mid his old hereditary trees, 
Trees he has clirnb'd so oft, he sits and sees 
His children's children playing round his knees: 
Lnvying no more the young their energies 
I nan they an old man when his words are wise ; 
His a delight how pure . . . without alloy; 
Strong in their strength, rejoicing in their joy ! 

'' Now in their turn assisting, they repay 
I he anxious cares of many and many a day; 
And now by those he loves reliev'd, restor'd, 
His very wants and weaknesses afford 
A feeling ol enjoyment. In his walks, 
Leaning on them, how oft he stops arid talks, 

hile they look up! Their questions, their replies, 
Fresh as the welling waters, round him rise, 
Gladdening his spirit."—pp. 53—61. 

We have dwelt too long, perhaps, on a 
work more calculated to make a lasting, than 
a strong impression on the minds of its readers 
—and not, perhaps, very well calculated for 
being read at all in the pages of a Miscel
laneous Journal. We have gratified ourselves, 
however, in again going over it; and hope we 
have not much wearied our readers. It is 
followed by a very striking copy of verses 
written at Paestum in 1816—and more char
acteristic of that singular and most striking 
scene, than any thing we have ever read, in 
prose or verse, on the subject. The ruins of I 
Passtum, as they are somewhat improperly 
called, consist of three vast and massive 
Temples, of the most rich and magnificent 
architecture; which are not ruined at all, 
but as entire as on the day when they were 
built, while there is not a vestige left of the 
city to which they belonged ! They stand in a 
desert and uninhabited plain, which stretches 
for many miles from the sea to the mountains 
—and, after the subversion of the Roman 
greatness, had fallen into such complete obli
vion, that for nearly nine hundred years they 
had never been visited or heard of by any in
telligent person, till they were accidentally 
discovered about the middle of the last cen
tury.—The whole district in which they are 
situated, though once the most fertile and 
flourishing part of the Tyrrhene shore, has 
been almost completely depopulated by the 
Mal aria; and is now. in every sense of the 
word, a vast and dreary desert. The follow
ing lines seem to us to tell all that need be 
told, and to express all that can be felt of a 
scene so strange and so mournful. 
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a stand between the mountains and the sea; 
Awful memorials—but of whom we know not! 
I he seaman, passing, gazes from the deck. 
I he buffalo-driver, in his shaggy cloak, 
Points to the work of magic, and moves on. 
I lme was they stood along the crowded street, 

^ods! and on their ample steps 
VY hat various habits, various tongues beset 
The brazen gates, for prayer and sacrifice ! 

" How many centuries did the sun go round 
From Mount Alburnus to the Tyrrhene sea, 
While, by some spell render'd invisible, 
Or, if approach'd, approached by him alone 
Who saw as though he saw not, they remain'd 
As in the darkness of a sepulchre, 
Waiting the appointed time ! All, all within 
Proclaims that Nature had resum'd her right, 
And taken to herself what man renounc'd ; 
No cornice, tri^lyph, or worn abacus, 
But with thick ivy hung or branching fern, 
Their iron-brown o'erspread with brightest verdure! 

'' From my youth upward have I longed to tread 
This classic ground.—And am I here at last ? 
Wandering at will through'the long porticoes, 
And catching, as through some majestic grove, 
Now the blue ocean, and now, chaos-like, 
Mountains and mountain-gulphs ! and, half-way up, 
Towns like the living rock from which they grew \ 
A cloudy region, black and desolate, 
Where once a slave withstood a world in arms. 
" The air is sweet with violets, running wild 

Mid broken sculptures and fallen capitals ! 
Sweet as when Tuljy, writing down his thoughts, 

i Sail'd slowly by, two thousand years ago, 
! For Athens ; when a ship, if north-east winds 
Blew from the Paestan gardens, slack'd her course. 
The birds are hush'd awhile; and nothing stirs, 
Save the shrill-voic'd cigala flitting round. 
On the rough pediment to sit and sing ; 
Or the green lizard rustling through the erass, 

And up the fluted shaft, with short quick motion, 
To vanish in the chinks that Time has made ! 

" In such an hour as this, the sun's broad disk 
Seen at his setting, and a flood of light 
Filling the courts of these old sanctuaries, 
(Gigantic shadows, broken and confus'd, 
Across the innumerable columns flung) 
In such an hour he came, who saw and told, 
Led by the mighty Genius of the Place ' 
Walls of some capital city first appear'd, 
Half raz'd, half sunk, or scatter'd as in scorn ; 
—And what within them ? what but in the midst 
These Three, in more than their original grandeur, 
And. round about, no stone upon another! 
As if the spoiler had fallen back in fear, 

'And, turning, left them to the elements." 

The volume ends with a little ballad, enti
tled " The Boy of Egremond"—which is well 
enough for a Lakish ditty, but not quite wor
thy of the place in which we meet it. 
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( J u n e ,  1 8 1 3 . )  

Roderick The Last of the Goths. By ROBERT SOUTHEY, Esq., Poet-Laureate and h 
of the Royal Spanish Academy. 4to. pp. 477. London: 1814*' J 

THIS is the best, we think, and the most 
powerful of all Mr. Southey's poems. It 
abounds with lofty sentiments, and magnifi
cent imagery ; and contains more rich and 
comprehensive descriptions—more beautiful 
pictures of pure affection—and more im
pressive representations of mental agony and 
exultation than we have often met with in 
the compass of a single volume. 

A work, of which all this can be said with 
justice, cannot be without great merit; and 
ought not, it may be presumed, to be without 
great popularity. Justice, however, has some
thing more to say of it: and we are not quite 
sure either that it will be very popular, or that 
it deserves to be so. It is too monotonous— 
too wordy—and too uniformly stately, tragical, 
and emphatic. Above all, it is now and then 
a little absurd—and pretty frequently not a 
little affected. 

The author is a poet undoubtedly : but not 
of the highest order. There is rather more 
of rhetoric than of inspiration about him— 
and we have oftener to admire his taste and 
industry in borrowing and adorning, than the 
boldness or felicity of his inventions. He 
has indisputably a great gift of amplifying 
and exalting; but uses it, we must say, rather 
unmercifully. He is never plain, concise, or 
unaffectedly simple, and is so much bent upon 
making the most of every thiug, that he is 
perpetually overdoing. His sentiments and 
situations are, of course, sometimes ordinary 
enough; but the tone of emphasis and pre
tension is never for a moment relaxed; and 
the most trivial occurrences, and fantastical 
distresses, are commemorated with the same 
vehemence and exaggeration of manner, as 
the most startling incidents, or the deepest 
and most heart-rending disasters. This want 
of relief and variety is sufficiently painful of 

itself in a work of such length; butr 
effect is, that it gives an air o'f fakT 
pretension to the whole strain of the co 
sition, and makes us suspect the aut1 

j imposture and affectation, even whenh!' 
good enough cause for his agonies J: 
tures. r*i" 

How is it possible, indeed, to 
sympathies, without distrust, to the hand, 

writer, who, after painting withinfie t 
the anguish of soul whichTpursuedThf 
Roderick into the retreat to which his ci 
had driven him, proceeds with redout 
emphasis to assure us, that neither • 
morse nor his downfal were half so into!-
ble to him, as the shocking tameness of th< 
birds who flew round about him in thatr 
solitude ! and were sometimes so familia* 
to brush his cheek with their wings? 

luhaVe' sa^ petulant and provo-
J'"g lngs of Southey and such as I would 
not say now. But I am not conscious that I was 
ever unfair to his Poetry: and if I have noTed 
what I thought its faults, in too arrogant and de 
P-a3r«. I think I have never filled to give 
hearty and cordial praise to its beauties— and 
fhantheVrmer T* T"® Iargely on the latler tnan the former. Few things, at a 1 events, would 
now grieve me more, than to think I might Xe 
pain to his many friends and admirers, byrepn™ 
mg, so soon after his death, any thing which Et 
appear derogatory either to his charactero? his 
genius; and therefore, though I cannorsw^L. f 
have substantially changed anv of th« ^ 1 
have formerly expressefas toEie1 

insert in this publication my review of ll l 
considerable poem : which may be taken i? 'aSt 

veymg my matured opinion of bU merim-and wili 
be felt, I trust, to have done no senntv "n* 
justice to his great and peculiar powers. g, 

"For his lost crown 
And sceptre never had he felt a thought 
Of pain : Repentance had no pangs to spare 
For trifles such as these. The loss of these 
Was a cheap penalty : .. that he had fallen 
Down to the lowest depth of wretchedness, 
His hope and consolation. But to lose 
His human station in the scale of things,.. 
To see brute Nature scorn him, and renounce 
Its homage to the human form divine!.. 
Had then almighty vengeance thusreveal'd 
His punishment, and was he fallen indeed 
Below fallen man, . . below redemption's read 
Made lower than the beasts?"—p. 17. 

This, if we were in bad humour, we she; 
be tempted to say, was little better thandnre: 
ling;—and certainly the folly of it is great-
aggravated by the tone of intense solemr 
in which it is conveyed : But the worst fan: 
by far, and the most injurious to the effect:: 
the author's greatest beauties, is the extrei: 
diffuseness and verbosity of his style,andh 
unrelenting anxiety to leave nothing to th 
fancy, the feeling, or even the plain nuit 
standing of his readers—but to have ever 
thing set down, and impressed and harame 
into them, which it may any how conduce:: 
his glory that they should comprehend. Tu 
never was any author, we are persuaded.™ 
had so great a distrust of his readers'cap 
city, or such an unwillingness to leaveai. 
opportunity of shining unimproved; ana 
cordinMv. we rather think there is no auff cordingly, we rather think there is no a 
who, with the same talents and attainme:• 
has been so generally thought tedious-
acquired, on the whole, a popularity so in
ferior to his real deservings. On the pr^ 
occasion, we have already said, his dese 

-'anil* mgs appear to us unusually great, % faults less than commonly conspicuous, t-
though there is less childishness and try-
in this, than in any of his other production 
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there is still, we are afraid, enough of tedious-
ness and affected energy, very materially to 
obstruct the popularity which the force, and 
the tenderness and beauty of its better parts, 
might have otherwise commanded. 

There is one blemish, however, which we 
think peculiar to the work before us; and 
that is, the outrageously religious, or rather 
fanatical, tone which pervades its whole 
structure;—the excessive horror and abuse 
with which the Mahometans are uniformly 
spoken of 011 account of their religion alone; 
and the offensive frequency and familiarity 
with which the name and the sufferings of 
our Saviour are referred to at every turn of 
the story. The spirit which is here evinced 
towards the Moors, not only by their valiant 
opponents, but by the author when speaking 
in his own person, is neither that of pious 
reprobation nor patriotic hatred, but of savage 
and bigotted persecution; and the heroic 
character and heroic deeds of his greatest 
favourites are debased and polluted by the 
paltry superstitions, and sanguinary fanati
cism, which he is pleased to ascribe to them. 
This, which we are persuaded would be re
volting in a nation of zealous Catholics, must 
be still more distasteful, we think, among 
sober Protestants ; while, on the other hand, 
the constant introduction of the holiest per
sons, and most solemn rites of religion, for 
the purpose of helping on the flagging in
terest of a story devised for amusement, can 
scarcely fail to give scandal and offence to all 
persons of right feeling or just taste. This 
remark may be thought a little rigorous by 
those who have not looked into the work to 
which it is applied—For they can have no 
idea of the extreme frequency, and palpable 
extravagance, of the allusions and invoca
tions to which we have referred.—One poor 
woman, for example, who merely appears to 
give alms to the fallen Roderick in the season 
of his humiliation, is very needlessly made to 
exclaim, as she offers her pittance, 

" Christ Jesus, for his Mother's sake, 
Have mercy on thee," 

—and soon after, the King himself, when he 
hears one of his subjects uttering curses on 
his name, is pleased to say, 
" Oh, for the love of Jesus curse him not! 

O brother, do not curse ihat sinful soul, 
Which Jesus suffer'd on the cross to save !" 

Whereupon, one of the more charitable audi
tors rejoins. 
" Christ bless thee, brother, for that Christian 

speech !" 
—and so the talk goes on, through the greater 
part of the poem. Now, we must say we 
think this both indecent and ungraceful; and 
look upon it as almost as exceptionable a 
way of increasing the solemnity of poetry, as 
common swearing is of adding to the energy 
of discourse. 

We are not quite sure whether we should 
reckon his choice of a subject, among Mr. 
Suuthey's errors on the present occasion;— 
but certainly no theme could well have been 
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suggested, more utteily alien to all English 
prejudices, traditions, and habits of poetical 
contemplation, than the domestic history of 
the last Gothic King of Spain,—a history ex
tremely remote and obscure in itself, and 
treating of persons and places and events, 
with which no visions or glories are associated 
in English imaginations. The subject, how
ever. was selected, we suppose, during that 
period when a zeal for Spanish liberty, and a 
belief in Spanish virtue, spirit and talent, were 
extremely fashionable in this country; and 
before "the universal Spanish people" had 
made themselves the objects of mixed con
tempt and compassion, by rushing prone into 
the basest and most insulted servitude that 
was ever asserted over human beings. From 
this degradation we do not think they will be 
redeemed by all the heroic acts recorded in 
this poem,—the interest of which, we sus
pect, will be considerably lowered, by the late 
revolution in public opinion, as to the merits 
of the nation to whose fortunes it relates.— 
After all, however, we think it must be allow
ed, that any author who interests us in his 
story, has either the merit of choosing a good 
subject, or a still higher merit; — and Mr. 
Southey, in our opinion, has made his story 
very interesting. Nor should it be forgotten, 
that by the choice which he has made, he has 
secured immense squadrons of Moors, with 
their Asiatic gorgeousness, and their cymbals, 
turbans, and Paynim chivalry, to give a pic
turesque effect to his battles,—and bevies of 
veiled virgins and ladies in armour,—and 
hermits and bishops,—and mountain villagers, 
—and torrents and forests, and cork trees^and 
sierras, to remind us of Don Quixote,—and 
store of sonorous names :—and altogether, he 
might have chosen worse among more familiar 
objects. 

The scheme or mere outline of the fable is 
extremely short and simple. Roderick, the 
valiant and generous king of the Goths, being 
unhappily married, allows his affections to 
wander on the lovely daughter of Count Julian; 
and is so far overmastered by his passion, as, 
in a moment of frenzy, to offer violence to her 
person. Her father, in revenge of this cruel 
wrong, invites the Moors to seize on the king
dom of the guilty monarch;—and assuming 
their faith, guides them at last to a signal and 
sanguinary victory. Roderick, after perform
ing prodigies of valour, in a seven-days fight, 
feels at length that Heaven has ordained all 
this misery as the penalty of his offences ; 
and, overwhelmed with remorse and inward 
agony, falls from his battle horse in the midsl 
of the carnage: Stripping off his rich armour, 
he then puts on the dress of a dead peasant; 
and, pursued by revengeful furies, rushes 
desperately on through his lost and desolated 
kingdom, till he is stopped by the sea; on the 
rocky and lonely shore of which he passes 
more than a year in constant agonies of peni
tence and humiliation,—till he is roused at 
length, by visions and impulses, to undertake 
something for the deliverance of his suffering 
people. Grief and abstinence have now so 
changed him, that he is recognised by no one: 

2 l 2 
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and being universally believed to have fallen 
in battle, he traverses great part of his for
mer realm, witnessing innumerable scenes of 
wretchedness and valour, and rousing, by his 
holy adjurations, all the generous spirits in 
Spain, to unite against the invaders. After a 
variety of trials and adventures, he at last 
recovers his good war horse, on the eve of a 
great battle with the infidels; and, bestriding 
him in his penitential robes, rushes furiously 
into the heart of the fight, where, kindling 
with the scene and the cause, he instinctively 
raises his ancient war cry, as he deals his 
resistless blows on the heads of the mis
believers ; and the thrilling words of u Rode
rick the Goth! Roderick and victory!" re
sounding over the astonished field, are taken 
up by his inspired followers, and animate 
them to the utter destruction of the enemy. 
At the close of the day, however, when the 
field is won, the battle horse is found without 
its rider ! and the sword which he wielded 
lying at his feet. The poem closes with a 
brief intimation, that it was not known till 
many centuries thereafter, that the heroic 
penitent had again sought the concealment of 
a remote hermitage, and e,nded his days in 
solitary penances. The poem, however, both 
requires and deserves a more particular ana
lysis. 

The first book or canto opens with a slight 
sketch of the invasion, and proceeds to the 
fatal defeat and heart-struck flight of Roderick. 
The picture of the first descent of the Moorish 
invaders, is a good specimen of the author's 
broader and more impressive manner. He is 
addressing the rock of Gibraltar. 

tyrdom for his sake, and to bear nim cor-
in the retreat to which he is hastening p" 
set out together, and fix themselvesida] • 
rocky bay, opening out to the lonely Jf'-
the Atlantic. 

" Behind them was the desert, off'ring fru;t 
And water for their need ; on either side 
The white sand sparkling to the sun ; infront 
Great Ocean with its everlasting voice 
As.in perpetual jubilee, proclaim'd 
The wonders of the Almighty, filling thus 
The pauses of their fervent orisons.= 

Where better could the wanderers rest than here!" 
p. li 

The Second Book begins with stating tfo 
Roderick passed twelve months in 1? 

" Thou saw'st the dark blue waters flash before 
Their ominous way, and whiten round their keels ; 
Their swarthy myriads darkening o'er thy sands. 
There, on the beach, the misbelievers spread 
Their banners, flaunting to the sun and breeze : 
Fair shone the sun upon their proud array, 
White turbans, glitt'ring armour, shields engrail'd 
With gold, and scymitars of Syrian steel; 
And gently did the breezes, as in sport, 
Curl their long flags outrolling, and display 
The blazon'd scrolls of blasphemy."—pp. 2, 3. 

The agony of the distracted king, as he 
flies m vam from himself through his lost and 
ruined king'dom; and the spectacle which 
every where presented itself of devastation 
and terror, and miserable emigration, are rep
resented with great force of colouring. At 
the end of the seventh day of that solitary 
and despairing flight, he arrives at the portal 
ot an ancient convent, from which all its holy 
tenants had retired on the approach of the 
Moors, except one aged priest, who had staid 
to deck the altar, and earn his crown of martyr
dom from the infidel host. By him Roderick 
is found grovelhng at the foot of the cross, and 
drowned in bitter and penitential sorrows.— 
He leads him m with compassionate soothings, 
and supplicates him before the altar to be of 
comfort and to trust in mercy. The result is 
told with great feeling and admirable effect • 
and the worthy father weeps and watches with 
his penitent through the night: and in the 
morning resolves to forego the glories of mar-

and austerities, in this romantic retreat — v 
the end of that time, his ghostly father die<-
and his agonies become more intolerable I' 
the utter desolation to which he is now lei; 
The author, however, is here a little unluckr 
in two circumstances, which he imaginesa> 
describes at great length, as aggravatingh 
unspeakable misery *—one is theflamenessr/ 
the birds,—of which we have spoken already 
—the other is the reflection which he very 
innocently puts into the mouth of the lonelv 
King, that all the trouble he has taken in dig. 
giug his own grave, will now be thrown awa-. 
as there will probably be nobody to stretch 
him out, and cover him decently up hit!-
However he is clearly made out to be very 
miserable; and prays for death, or for tie 
imposition of some more active penance-

" any thing 
But stillness, and this dreadful solitude!" 

At length he is visited, in his sleep, by a 
vision of his tender mother; who gives him 
her blessing in a gentle voice, and says, 
" Jesus have mercy on thee." The air aid 
countenance of this venerable shade, as she 
bent in sorrow over her unhappy son, are 
powerfully depicted in the following allusion 
to her domestic calamities. He traced there, 
it seems, not only the settled sadness of her 
widowhood— 

But a more mortal wretchedness than when 
Wiiiza's ruffians and the red-hot brass 
Had done their work, and in her arms she held 
Her eyeless husband ; wip'd away the sweat 
W hich still his tortures forc'd from every pore; 
Cool'd his scorch'd lips with medicinal herbs, 
And pray'd the while for patience for herself 
And him,—and pray'd for vengeance too! and found 
Best comfort in her curses."—pp.23, 24. 

While he gazes on this piteous countenance. 
ie character of the vision is suddenly al-U1U VIOIUU XO OUUUU11M 

tered ; and the verses describing the altera 
afford a good specimen both of Mr. South 
command of words, and of the profusion uj worcis, ana oi me proiuswi 
which he sometimes pours them out c. 
readers. 

. - " And lo ! her form was chang'd! 
Radiant in arms she stood ! a bloody Cross 
Gleam'd on her breastplate ; in her shield display 
Erect a Lion ramp'd ; her helmed head 
Rose like the Berecynthian Goddess crown'd 
With lowers, and in her dreadful hand the sword, 
Red as a fire-brand blaz'd ! Anon the tramp 
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Of horsemen, and the din of multitudes 
Moving to mortal conflict, rung around ; 
The battle-song, the clang of sword and shield, 
War-cries and tumult, strife and hate and rage, 
Blasphemous prayers, confusion, agony, 
Rout and pursuit, and death ! and over all 
The shout ot Victory ... of Spain and Victory !" 

pp. 24, *25. 
In awaking from this prophetic dream, he 

resolves to seek occasion of active service, 
in such humble capacity as becomes his fallen 
fortune ; and turns from this first abode of his 
penitence and despair. 

The Third Book sets him on his heroic pil
grimage; and opens with a fine picture. 
" 'Twas now the earliest morning ; soon the Sun, 
Rising above Albardos, pour'd his light 
Amid the forest, and with ray aslant 
Ent'ring its depth illum'd the branchless pines; 
Brighten'd their bark, ting'd with a redder hue 
Its rusty stains, and cast along the floor 
Long lines of shadow, where they rose erect, 
Like pillars of the temple. With slow foot 
Roderick pursued his way."—p. 27. 

We do not know that we could extract from 
the whole book a more characteristic passage 
than that which describes his emotion on his 
first return to the sight of man. and the altered 
aspect of his fallen people. He approaches to 
the walls of Leyria. 

" The sounds, the sight 
Of turban, girdle, robe, and scymitar, 
And tawny skins, awoke contending thoughts 
Of anger, shame, and anguish in the Goth ! 
The unaccustom'd face of human-kind 
Confus d him now, and through the streets he went 
With hagged mien, and countenance like one 
Craz'd or bewilder'd. 

" One stopt him short, 
rut alms into his hand, and then desir'd, 
In broken Gothic speech, the moon-struck man 
To bless him. With a look of vacancy 
Roderick receiv'd the alms ; his wand'ring eye 
Fed on the money; and the fallen King, 
Seeing his own royal impress on the piece, 
Broke out into a quick convulsive voice, 
That seem'd like laughter first, but ended soon 
In hollow groans supprest! 
A Christian woman spinning at her door 
Beheld him, and with sudden pity touch'd, 
She laid her spindle by, and running in 
Took bread, and following after call'd him back, 
And placing in his passive hands the loaf, 
She said, Christ Jesus for his Mother's sake 
Have mercy on thee! With a look that seem'd 
Like idiotcy, he heard her, and stood still, 
Staring awhile ; then bursting into tears 
Wept like a child ! 

" But when he reach'd 
The open fields, and found himself alone 
Beneath the starry canopy of Heaven, 
The sense of solitude, so "dreadful late, 
Was then repose and comfort. There he stopt 
Beside a little rill, and brake the loaf; 
And shedding o'er that unaccustom'd food 
Painful hut quiet tears, with grateful soul 
He breath'd thanksgiving forth ; then made his bed 
On heath and myrtle."—pp. 28—30. 

After this, he journeys on through deserted 
hamlets and desolated towns, till, on entering 
the silent streets of Auria, yet black with 
conflagration, and stained'with blood, the 
vestiges of a more heroic resistance appear 
before him. 
" Helmet and turban, scymitar and sword. 
Christian and Moor in death promiscuous lay 
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Each where they fell; and blood-flakes, parch'd 
and crack'd 

kike the dry slime of some receding flood ; 
And half-burnt bodies, which allur'd from far 
1 he wolf and raven, and to impious food 
lempted the houseless dog."—p. 36. 

While he is gazing on this dreadful scene 
with all the sympathies of admiration and 
sorrow, a young and lovely woman rushes 
from the ruins, and implores him to assist her 
in burying the bodies of her child, husband, 
and parents, who all lie mangled at her feet. 
He sadly complies; and listens, with beating 
heart and kindling eyes, to the vehement nar
rative and lofty vow of revenge with which 
this heroine closes her story. The story itself 
is a little commonplace; turning mainly upon 
her midnight slaughter of the Moorish cap
tain, who sought to make love to her after the 
sacrifice of all her family; hut the expression 
of her patriotic devotedness and religious ar
dour of revenge, is given with great energy; 
as well as the effect which it produces on the 
waking spirit of the King. He repeats the 
solemn vow which she has just taken, and 
consults her as to the steps that may be taken 
for rousing the valiant of the land to their as
sistance. The high-minded Amazon then 
asks the name of her first proselyte. 

" Ask any thing but that ! 
The fallen King replied. My name was lost 
When from the Goths the sceptre past away !" 

She rejoins, rather less felicitously, "Then 
be thy name Maccabee and sends him on an 
embassage to a worthy abbot among the 
mountains; to whom he forthwith reports 
what he had seen and witnessed. Upon hear
ing the story of her magnanimous devotion, 
the worthy priest instantly divines the name 
of the heroine. 
" Oh none but Adosinda! . . none but she, . . 
None but (hat noble heart, which was the heart 
Of Auria while it stood—its life and strength, 
More than her father's presence, or the arm 
Of her brave lord, all valiant as he was. 
Hers was the spirit which inspir'd old age, 
Ambitious boyhood, girls in timid youth, 
And virgins in the beauty of their spring, 
And youthful mothers, doting like herself 
With ever-anxious love: She breath'd through all 
That zeal and that devoted faithfulness, 
Which to the invader's threats and promises 
Turn'd a deaf ear alike," &c.—pp. 53—54. 

The King then communes on the affairs of 
Spain with this venerable Ecclesiastic and his 
associates; who are struck with wonder at the 
lofty mien which still shines through his sunk 
and mortified frame. 
" They scann'd his countenance: But not a trace 
Betray'd the royal Goth ! sunk was that eye 
Of sov'reignty ; and on the emaciate cheek 
Had penitence and anguish deeply drawn 
Their furrows premature, . . forestalling time, 
And shedding upon thirty's brow, more snows 

l t"reefcore winters in their natural course 
Might else have sprinkled there."—p. 57. 

At length, the prelate lays his consecrating 
hands on him; and sends him to Pelayo, the 
heir-apparent of the sceptre, then a prisoner 
or hostage at the court of the Moorish prince, 
to say that the mountaineers are still unsub-
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dued, and look to him to guide them to 
vengeance. 

These scenes last through two books; and 
at the beginning of the Fifth, Roderick sets 
out on his mission. Here, while he reposes 
himself in a rustic inn, he hears the assem
bled guests at once lamenting the condition 
of Spain, and imprecating curses on the head 
of its guilty King. He says a few words vehe
mently for himself; and is supported by a 
venerable old man, in whom he soon recog
nises an ancient servant of his mother's house 
—the guardian and playmate of his infant 
days. Secure from discovering himself, he 
musters courage to ask if his mother be still 
alive ; and is- soothed to milder sorrow by 
learning that she is. At dawn he resumes 
his course; and kneeling at a broken crucifix 
on the road, is insulted by a Moor, who po
litely accosts him with a kick, and the dig
nified address of "God's curse confound 
thee !" for which Roderick knocks him down, 
and stabs him with his own dagger. The 
worthy old man, whose name is Siverian, 
comes up just as this feat is performed, and 
is requested to assist in "hiding the carrion;" 
after which they proceed lovingly together. 
On their approach to Cordoba, the old man 
calls sadly to mind the scene which he had 
witnessed at his last visit to that place, some 
ten years before, when Roderick, in the pride 
of his youthful triumph, had brought the 
haughty foe of his father to the grave where 
his ashes were interred, and his gentle mother 
came to see that expiation made. The King-
listens to this commemoration of his past 
glories with deep, but suppressed emotion ; 
and entering the chapel, falls prostrate on the 
grave of his lather. A majestic figure starts 
forward at that action, in the dress of penitence 
and mourning; and the pilgrims recognise 
Pelayo, to whom they both come commis
sioned. This closes the Sixth Book. 

The Seventh contains their account of the 
state of affairs, and Pelayo's solemn accept
ance of the dangerous service of leaving the 
meditated insurrection. The abdicated mon
arch then kneels down and hails him Kino-
of Spain ! and Siverian, though with mourn-

Tnfme^n^)ranCes' f°^ows the high example. 
The Eighth Book continues this midnight 

conversation; and introduces the young Al
phonso. Pelayo's fellow-prisoner, at the Moor
ish court, who is then associated to their 
counsels, and enters with eager delight into 
their plans of escape. These two books are 
rather dull; though not without force and 
dignity. The worst thing in them i>s a bit of 
rhetoric of Alphonso, who complains that his 
delight 111 watching the moon setting over his 
native hills was all spoiled, on looking up and 
seeing the Moorish crescent on the towers ! 

The Ninth Book introduces an important 
person Florinda the unhappy daughter of 
Count Julian. She sits muffled by Pelayo's 
way, as he returns from the chapel; and begs 
a boon of him m the name of Roderick, the 
chosen friend of J is youth. He asks who it 
is that adjures him by that beloved but now 
unuttered name;— 

44 She bar'd her face, and, looking ud rPn> j 
Floririda ! . . Shrinking then, with both her 1 
She hid herself, and bow'd her headabas'H 
Upon her knee ! 
Pelayo stood confus'd : He had not seen 
Count Julian's daughter since, in Rod'rick'-
Glittering in beauty and in innocence, 8COar:i 

A radiant vision, in her joy she mov'd1 

More like a poet's dream, or form divine 
Heaven's prototype of perfect womanhood 
So lovely was the presence, . . than a thing 
Of earth and perishable elements."—p. u0 

She then tells him, that wretched as she 
the renegade Orpas seeks her hand-
begs his assistance to send her beyond: 

reach to a Christian land. He promisedtha-
she shall share his own fate; and they m--
till evening. ^" 

The Tenth Book sends all the heroic pa--
upon their night pilgrimage to the mountairi 
ot Astuna. Roderick and Siverian had 
before. _ Pelayo, with Alphonso and Florinda 
follow in the disguise of peasants. The-
midnight march, in that superb climate [i 
well described:— 
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" The favouring moon arose, 
To guide them on their flight through upland paths 
Remote from Irequentage, and dales retir'd. 
Forest and mountain glen. Before their feet 
The fire-flies, swarming in the woodland shade, 
Sprung up like sparks, and twinkled round their 
ryv, • way; 
The timorous blackbird, starting at their step, 
Fled from the thicket, with'shrill note of fear; 
And far below them in the peopled dell, 
When all the soothing sounds of eve had ceas'd, 
The distant watch-dog's voice at times was heard. 
Answering the nearer wolf. All through the nigh: 
Among the hills they travell'd silently; 
Till when the stars were setting, at what hour 
The breath of Heaven is coldest, they beheld 
Within a lonely grove the expected fire, 
Where Rod'rick and his comrade anxiously 
Look for the appointed meeting." 

''Bright rose the flame replenish'd; it illum'd 
ihe cork-tree's furrow'd rind, its rifts and swells 
And redder scars, . . and where its aged boughs 
O'erbower'd the travellers, cast upon the leaves 
A floating, grey, unrealising gleam."—pp. 117,118. 

The rest soon sink in serene and untroubled 
sleep: But Roderick and Florinda, little dream
ing of each other's presence, are kept awake 
by bitter recollections. At last she approaches 
him ; and, awed by the sanctity of his air and 
raiment, kneels down before him, and asks if 
he knows who the wretch is who thus grovels 
before him. He answers that he does not:— 

44 Then said she, 4 Here thou seest 
One who is known too fatally for all,. • 
The daughter of Count Julian ." . . . Well it was 
For Rod'rick that no eye beheld him now! 
From head to foot a sharper pang than death 
Thrill'd him ; his heart, as at a mortal stroke. 
Ceas'd from its functions; his breath faird."-*P'l-

The darkness and her own emotions pre
vent her, however, from observing him, and 
she proceeds:— 
44 'Father! at length she said, all tonguesamid 
This general ruin shed their bitterness 
On Rod'rick ; load his memory with reproach, 
And with their curses persecute his soul.' 
' Why shouldst thou tell me this?' exclaim'd the 

Goth, 
From his cold forehead wiping as he spake [guilt 
The death-like moisture: . . Why of Rod'rick3 

Tell me ? Or thinkest thou I know it not ? 
Alas ! who hath not heard the hideous tale 
Of Rod'rick's shame !' " 

. 444 There ! she cried, 
Drawing her body backward where she knelt, 
And stretching forth her arms with head uprais'd, .. 
There ! it pursues me still! . . I came to thee, 
Father, for comfort—and thou heapest fire 
Upon my head ! But hear me patiently, 
And let me undeceive thee ! Self-abas'd, 
Not to arraign another, do I come! . . 
I come a self-accuser, self-condemn'd, 
To ta^e upon myself the pain deserv'd ; 
For I have drank the cup of bitterness, 
And having drank therein of heavenly grace, 
I must not put away the cup of shame.' 

" Thus as she spake she falter'd at the close, 
And in that dying fall her voice sent forth 
Somewhat of its original sweetness. ' Thou ! .. 
Thou self-abas'd !' exclaim'd theastonish'd King ;.. 
4 Thou self-condemn'd !' . . The cup of shame for 

thee ! 
Thee . . thee, Florinda!' . . But the very excess 
Of passion check'd his speech."—pp. 121, 122. 

Still utterly unconscious of her strange con
fessor, she goes on to explain herself:— 

—- 44 4 I lov'd the King ! . . 
Tenderly, passionately, madly lov'd him ! 
Sinful it was to love a child of earth 
With such entire devotion as I lov'd 
Rod'rick, the heroic Prince, the glorious Goth ! 
He was the sunshine of my soul! and like 
A flower, I Iiv'.d and flourish'd in his light 
Oh bear not with rne thus impatiently ! 
No tale of weakness this, that in the act 
Of penitence, indulgent to itself, 
With garrulous palliation half repeats 
The sin it ill repents. I will be brief.' " 

pp. 123, 124. 

She then describes the unconscious growth 
of their mutual passion—enlarges upon her 
own imprudence in affording him opportuni
ties of declaring it—and expresses her con
viction, that the wretched catastrophe was 
brought about, not by any premeditated guilt, 
but in a moment of delirium, which she had 
herself been instrumental in bringing on :— 
44 ' Here then, O Father, at thy feet I own 
Myself the guiltier ; and full well I knew 
These were his thoughts ! But vengeance master'd 
And in my agony I curst the man [me 
Whom I lov'd best.' 

4 Dost thou recall that curse V 
Cried Rod'rick, in a deep and inward voice, 
Still with his head depress'd, and covering still 
His countenance. ' Recall it ?' she exclaim'd ; 
' Father ! I came to thee because I gave 
The reins to wrath too long . . because I wrought 
His ruin, death, and infamy. . . O God, 
Forgive the wicked vengeance thus indulg'd ! 
As I forgive the King!' "—p. 132. 

Roderick again stops her enthusiastic self-
accusation, and rejects her too generous vin
dication of the King; and turning to Siverian, 
adds— 

44 4 To that old man.' said he, 
4 And to the mother of the unhappy Goth, 
Tell, if it please thee, not what thou hast pour'd 
Into my secret ear. but that the child 
For whom they mourn with anguish unallay'd 
Sinn'd not from vicious will, or heart corrupt, 
But fell by fatal circumstance betray'd ! 
And if, in charity to them, thou say'st 
Something to palliate, something to excuse 
An act of sudden frenzy, when the fiend 

Oercame him, thou wilt do for Roderick 
AH he could ask thee, all that can be done 
On earth, and all his spirit could endure !' 
^hen, venturing towards her an imploring look, 
'Wilt thou join with me for his soul in prayer V 
He said, and trembled as he spake. That voice 
Of sympathy was like Heaven's influence, 
Wounding at once and comforting the soul. 
40 Father! Christ requite thee!' she exclaim'd • 
4 I hou hast set free the springs which with'rin<» 
Have clos'd too long.' " [griefs 
,17 t~> j * i r ^ " Then in a firmer speech, 
4 lor Rod'rick, for Count Julian, and myself, 
Three wretchedest of all the human race ! 
Who have destroy'd each oilier and ourselves, 
Mutually wrong'd and wronging—let us pray !" 

pp. 133, 134. 
There is great power, we think, and great 

dramatic talent, in this part of the poern. 
The meeting of Roderick and Florinda was a 
touchstone for a poet who had ventured on 
such a subject; and Mr. Southey, we must 
say, has come out of the test, of standard 
weight and purity. 

The Eleventh Book brings them in safety 
to the castle of Count Pedro, the Father of the 
young Alphonso, formerly the feudal foe, but 
now the loyal soldier of Pelayo. They find 
him arming in his courts, with all his vassals, 
to march instantly against the Moors: And 
their joyful welcome, and the parental delight 
of father and mother at the return of their 
noble boy, are very beautifully described. 

The Twelfth Canto continues these prepa
rations.—The best part of it is the hasty and 
hopeful investiture of the young Alphonso, 
with the honours of knighthood. The mix
ture of domestic affection with military ar
dour, and the youthful innocence, ingenuous 
modesty, and unclouded hopes of that bloom
ing age, are feelingly combined in the follow
ing amiable picture, in which the classical 
reader will recognise many touches of true 
Homeric description:— 

" Rejoicing in their task, 
The servants of the house with emulous love 
Dispute the charge. One brings the cuirass, one 
The buckler; this exultingly displays 
The sword, his comrade lifts the helm on high : 
Greek artists in the imperial city forg'd 
That splendid armour, perfect in their craft ; 
With curious skill they wrought it, fram'd alike 
To shine amid the pageantry of war, 
And for the proof of battle. Many a time 
Alphonso from his nurse's lap had stretch'd 
His infant hand toward it eagerly, 
Where, gleaming to the central fire, it hung 
High on the hall. 
No season this for old solemnities I 
For wassailry and sport; . . the bath, the bed, 
The vigil, . . all preparatory rites 
Omitted now. . . here in the face of Heaven, 
Before the vassals of his father's house, 
With them in instant peril to partake 
The chance of life or death, the heroic boy 
Dons his first arms ! the coated scales of steel 
Which o'er the tunic to his knees depend ; 
The hose, the sleeves of mail: bareheaded then 
He stood. But when Count Pedro took the spurs, 
And bent his knee, in service to his son, 
Alphonso from that gesture half drew back, 
Starting in rev'rence, and a deeper hue 
Spread o'er the glow of joy which flush'd his cheeks. 
Do thou the rest, Pelayo! said the Count 
So shall the ceremony of this hour 
Exceed in honour what in form it lacks." 

pp. 147—149. 



430 POETRY. 

The ceremony is followed by a solemn vow 
of fidelity to Spain, and eternal war with the 
Infidel, administered by Roderick, and devout
ly taken by the young Knight, and all his as
sembled followers. 

The Thirteenth Book contains a brief account 
of the defeat of a Moorish detachment by this 
faithful troop; and of the cowardice and re
buke of Count Eudon, who had tamely yielded 
to the invaders, and is dismissed with scorn 
to the castle which his brave countrymen had 
redeemed. They then proceed to guard or 
recover the castle of Pelayo. 

The Fourteenth Book describes their happy 
arrival at that fortress, at the fall of evening; 
where, though they do not find his wife and 
daughters, who had retired for safety, to a 
sacred cave in the mountains, they meet a 
joyful and triumphant band of his retainers, 
returning from a glorious repulse of the Moors, 
and headed by the inspiring heroine Adosinda: 
who speedily recognises in Roderick her 
mournful assistant and first proselyte at Auria, 
while he at the same moment discovers, 
among the ladies of her train, the calm and 
venerable aspect of his beloved mother, 
Rusilla. 

The Fifteenth Book contains the history of 
his appearance before that venerated parent. 
Unable to sleep, he had wandered forth before 
dawn— 

. "that morn 
With its cold dews might bathe his throbbing brow, 
And with its breath allay the fev'rish heat 
That burnt within. Alas ! the gales of morn 
Reach not the fever of a wounded heart ! 
How shall he meet his mother's eye, how make 
His secret known, and from that voice rever'd 
Obtain forgiveness !—p. 179. 

While he is meditating under what pretext 
to introduce himself, the good Siverian comes 
to say, that his lady wishes to see the holy 
father who had spoken so charitably of her 
unhappy son.—The succeeding scene is very 
finely conceived, and supported with great 
judgment and feeling. 

p C°unt Julian's daughter with Rusilla sate ; 
both had been weeping, both were pale, but calm. 
With head as for humility abas'd 
Rod'rick approach'd, and bending, on his breast 
He cross d his humble arms. Rusilla rose 
In reverence to the priestly character, 
And with a mournful eye regarding him, 
X hus she began. 4 Good Father, I have heard 

Jb rom my old faithful servant and true friend, 
X hou didst reprove the inconsiderate tongue, 
lhat in the anguish of its spirit pour'd 
A curse upon my poor unhappy child ! 
a  j u  MafcaFee, this is a hard world 
And hasty m its judgments ! Time has been, 
When not a tongue within the Pyrenees 
Dar d whisper in dispraise of Rod'rick's name. 
Now, if a voice be rais'd in his behalf, 
'Tis noted for a wonder ; and the man 
£hlTrS lhe orange speech shall be admir'd 
r or such excess of Christian charity 
Thy Christian charity hath not been*lost; . . 
la her, I feel its virtue: . . it hath been 

A 1  Tĥ Tu F t !  *  V W i t h  W c \ r d s  a n d  e y e f u l  All that is left me now for gratitude, . . pears 
I thank thee ! and beseech thee in thy pravers ' 
I hat thou wilt still remember Rod'rick's name.' " 

PP. 180, 181. 

The all-enduring King shudders at tk 
words of kindness;—but repressinghif 
tion— ^ 
" 4 O venerable Lady, he replied, 
If aught may comfort that unhappy soul 
It must be thy compassion, and thy pravers 
fehe whom he most hath wrong'd. sh^ tii '< 
O" eart}i ca" grunt forgiveness fbr his crime 
She hath forgiven him! and thy blessing „ow 

Were all that he could ask, . . all thatL j. 
Profit or consolation to his soul, "ld 

If he hath been, as sure we may believe 
A penitent sincere.' "—p. 182. ' 

Florinda then asks his prayers for hen 
happy and apostate father; and his advice-' 
to the means of rejoining him. 
44 While thus Florinda spake, the dog who lav 
Before Rusilla's feet, eyeing him long 
And wistfully, had recognis'd at length, 
Chang'd as he was, and in those sordid weeds 
His royal master ! And he rose and lick'd ' 
His wiiher'd hand; and earnestly look'dup 
With eyes whose human meaning did not need 
The aid of speech ; and moan'd, as if at once 
To court and chide the long-withheld caress1 

A feeling uncommix'd with sense of guilt' ' 
Or shame, yet painfullest, thrill'd through the Bur 
But he, to self-control now long inured, 
Represt his rising heart," &c.—p. 186.' 

He makes a short and pious answer to the 
desolate Florinda;—and then— 
" Deliberately, in self-possession, still, 
Himself from that most painful interview 
Dispeeding, he withdrew. The watchful dog 
Foliow'd his footsteps close. But he retir'd3 

Into the thickest grove ; there giving way 
To his o'erburthen'd nature, from all eyes 
Apart, he cast himself upon the ground, 
And threw his arms around the dog! and cried, 
While tears stream'd down, 4 Thou, Tlieron, then 

hast known 
Thy poor lost master,.. Theron, none but thou!'" 

p. 187. 

The Sixteenth Book contains the re-union 
of Pelayo7s family in the cave of Covadonga. 
His morning journey to the place of this glad 
meeting, through the enchanting scenery of 
his native hills, and with the joyous company 
of self-approving thoughts, is well described. 

Arrived at last upon the lonely platform 
which masks the cave in which the springs 
burst out, and his children are concealed.be 
sounds his bugle note: and the rock gives up 
its inhabitants ! There is something anima
ting arid impressive, but withal a little too 
classical and rapturous, in the full-length pic
ture of this delightful scene. 
14 But when a third and broader blast 
Rung in the echoing archway, ne'er did wand, 
With magic power endued, call up a sight 
So strange, as sure in that wild solitude 
It seem'd when from the bowels of the rock, 
The mother and hef children hasten'd fortf1 

She in the sober charms and dignity 
Of womanhood mature, nor verging yet 
Upon decay ; in gesture like a queen, 
Such inborn and habitual majesty 
Ennobled all her steps: . . Favilasueh 
In form and stature, as the Sea Nymph's son, 
When that wise Centaur, from his cave, ^eJ-
Beheld the boy divine his growing strength [pleas a 
Against some shaggy lionet essay ! 
And fixing in the half-grown mane his hands, 
Roll with him in fierce dalliance intertwin'd! 

SOUTHED 
But like a creature of some higher sphere 
His sister came. She scarcely touch'd the rock, 
bo light was Hermesind's aerial speed. 
Beauty and grace and innocence in her 
In heavenly union shone. One who had held 
I he taith of elder Greece, would sure have thought 
bhe was some glorious nymph of seed divine, -
Oread or Dryad, of Diana's^train 
1 he youngest and the loveliest ! yea she seem'd 
nP u?- °r sold beatified, from realms 
Ot bliss, on errand of parental love 
io earth re-sent."—pp. 197, 198. 

44 Many a slow century, since that day, hath fill'd 
Its course, and countless multitudes have trod 
W ith pilgrim feet that consecrated cave ; 
Yet not in all those ages, amid all 
The untold concourse, hath one breast been swoln 
With such emotions as Pelayo felt 
That hour."—p. 201. 

The Seventeenth Book brings back the 
story to Roderick; who, with feelings more 
reconciled, but purposes of penitence and 
mortification as deep as ever, and as resolved, 
muses by the side of the stream, on past and 
future fortunes. 
44 Upon a smooth grey stone sate Rod'rick there; 
i he wind above him stirr'd the hazel boughs, 
And mu'rm'ring at his feet the river ran. 
He sate with folded arms and head declin'd 
Upon hi£ breast, feeding on bitter thoughts, 
Till Nature gave him in the exhausted sense 
Or woe, a respite something like repose ! 
And then the quiet sound of gentle winds 
A nd waters with their lulling consonance 
Beirud'd him of himself. Of all within 
Oblivious there he sate; sentient alone 
Of outward nature, . . of the whisp' ring leaves 
1 hat sootlvd his ear. . . the genial breath of heaven 
1 hat fann d his cheek, . . the stream's perpetual 

now, 
That with its shadows and its glancing lights, 
Himples and thread-like motions infinite, 
For ever varying and yet still the same, 
Like time toward eternity, ran by. 
Resting his head upon his Master's knees, 
Upon the bapk beside him Theron lay." 

pp. 205, 206. 
In this quf^f mood, he is accosted by Sive

rian, who entertains him with a long account 
of Pelayo 7s bgjief in the innocence, or com
parative innocence, of their beloved Roderick; 
and of his own eager and anxious surmises 
that he may still be alive. 

The Eighteenth Book, which is rather long 
and heavy, contains the account of Pelayo's 
coronation. The best part of it, perhaps, is 
the short sketch of his lady's affectionate 
exultation in his glory. When she saw the 
preparations that announced thisgreat event 

-"her eyes 
Bntrhfen d. The quicken'd action of the blood 
Tmg'd with a deeper hue her glowing cheek ; 
And on her lips there sate a smile, which spake 
The honourable pride of perfect love ; 
Rejoicing, for her husband's sake, to share 
The lot he chose, the perils he defied, 
The lofty fortune which their faith foresaw." 

p. 218. 
Roderick bears a solemn part in the lofty 

ceremonies of this important day; and, with 
a calm and resolute heart, beholds the a Hp- I 
giance of his subjects transferred to his heroic 
kinsman. 

The Nineteenth Book is occupied with an 
interview between Roderick and his mother, 

5 RODERICK. 43] 

who has at last recognised him; and even 
while she approves of his penitential abandon-
ment of the world, tempts him with bewitch
ing visions of recovered fame and glory, and 
of atonement made to Florinda, by placing 
her m the rank of his queen. He continues 
firm, however, in his lofty purpose, and the 
pious Princess soon acquiesces in those pious 
resolutions; and, engaging to keep his secret, 
gives him her blessing, and retires. 

The Twentieth Book conducts us to the 
Moorish camp and the presence of Count 
Julian. Orpas, a baser apostate, claims the 
promised hand of Florinda; and Julian ap
peals to the Moorish Prince, whether the 
law of Mahomet admits of a forced marriage. 
The Prince attests that it does not; and then 
Julian, who has just learned that his daughter 
was in the approaching host of Pelayo, ob
tains leave to despatch a messenger to invite 
her to his arms 

The Twenty-first Book contains the meet
ing of Julian with his daughter and Roderick ; 
under whose protection she comes at evening 
to the Moorish camp, and finds her father at 
his ablutions at the door of his tent, by the 
side of a clear mountain spring. On her ap
proach, he clasps her in his arms with over
flowing love. 
4 ' 4  T h o u  h a s t  n o t  t h e n  f o r s a k e n  m e ,  m y  c h i l d .  
Howe'er the inexorable will of Fate 
May in the world which is to come divide 
Our everlasting destinies, in this 
Thou wilt not, O my child, abandon me !' 
And then with deep and interrupted voice, 
Nor seeking to restrain his copious tears, 
4 My blessing be upon thy head!' he cried, 
A father's blessing ! though all faiths were false, 
It should not lose its worth! . . . She lock'd her 
Around his neck, and gazing in his face [hands 
1 hrough streaming tears, exclaim'd, 4 Oh never 

more, 
Here or hereafter, never let us part!' " p. 258. 

He is at first offended with the attendance 
and priestly habit of Roderick, and breaks 
out into some infidel taunts upon creeds and 
churchmen; but is forced at length to honoui 
the firmness, the humility,- and candour of 
this devoted Christian. He poses him, how
ever, in the course of their discussion, by 
rather an unlucky question. 
4 4 4 Thou preachest that all sins may be effac'd : 
Is there forgiveness, Christian, in thv creed [thee, 
For Rod'rick's crime ? . . For Rod'rick, and for 
Count Julian !' said the Goth ; and as he spake 
Trembled through every fibre of his frame, 
4 The gate of Heaven is open !' Julian threw 
His wrathful hand aloft, and cried, 'Awav I 
Earth could not hold us both; nor can one Heaven 
Contain my deadliest enemy and me !' "—p. 269. 

This ethical dialogue is full of lofty senti
ment and strong images; but is, on the whole 
rather tedious and heavy. One of the newest 
pictures is the following; and the sweetest 
scene, perhaps, that which closes the book 

1 immediately after:— 

T T  . . .  "  '  M e t h i n k s  i f  y e  w o u l d  k n o w  
How visitations of calamity 
Affect the pious soul, 'tis shown ye there * 
Look yonder at that cloud, which through the sky 
bailing alone, doth cross in her career 
1 he rolling moon ! I watch'd it as it came 
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A nd deem'd the deep opaque would blot her beams ; 
But, melting like a wreath of snow, it hangs 
In folds of wavy silver round, and clothes 
The orb with richer beauties than her own, 
Then passing, leaves her in her light serene.'— 

" Thus having said, the pious sufF'rer sate, 
Beholding with fix'd eyes that lovely orb, 
Which through the azure depth alone pursues 
Her course appointed ; with indiff'rent beams 
Shining upon the silent hills around, 
And the dark tents of that unholy host, 
Who, all unconscious of impending fate, 
Take their last slumber there. The camp is still! 
The fires have moulder'd ; and the breeze which 
The soft and snowy embers, just lays bare [stirs 
At times a red and evanescent light, 
Or for a moment wakes a feeble flame. 
They by the fountain hear the stream below, 
Whose murmurs, as the wind arose or fell, 
Fuller or fainter reach the ear attun'd. 
And now the nightingale, not distant far, 
Began her solitary song ; and pour'd 
To the cold moon a richer, stronger strain 
Than that with which the lyric lark salutes 
The new-born day. Her deep and thrilling song 
Seem'd with its piercing melody to reach 
The soul; and in mysterious unison 
Blend with all thoughts of gentleness and love. 
Their hearts were open to the healing power 
Of nature ; and the splendour of the night, 
The flow of waters, and that sweetest lay 
Came to them like a copious evening dew, 
Falling on vernal herbs which thirst for rain." 

pp. 274—276. 

The Twenty-second Book is fuller of busi
ness than of poetry. The vindictive Orpas 
persuades the Moorish leader, that Julian 
meditates a defection from his cause ; and, by-
working on his suspicious spirit, obtains his 
consent to his assassination on the first con
venient opportunity. 

The Twenty-third Book recounts the car
nage and overthrow of the Moors in the Strait 
of Covadonga. Deceived by false intelligence, 
and drunk with deceitful hope, they advance 
up the long and precipitous defile, along the 
cliffs and ridges of which Pelayo had not"only 
stationed his men in ambush, but had piled 
huge stones and trunks of trees, ready to be 
pushed over upon the ranks of the enemy in the 
lower pass. A soft summer mist hanging upon 
the side of the cliffs helps to conceal these 
preparations : and the whole line of the Infidel 
is irretrievably engaged in the gulf, when 
Adosmda appears on a rock in the van, and, 
with her proud defiance, gives the word, which 
is the. signal for the assault. The whole de
scription is, as usual, a little overworked, but 
is unquestionably striking and impressive. 

A j ,, , „ " As the Moors 
Advanc d, the Chieftain in the van was seen, 
Known by his arms, and from the crag a voice 
rronounc d his name, . . . ' Alcahman, hoa ! look 

. ^s the floating mist drew up [up! 
It had divided there, and open'd round 
1 he Cross; part clinging to the rock beneath, 
Hov ring and waving part in fleecy folds, 
A canopy of silver, light condens'd 
To shape and substance In the midst there stood 
A female form one hand upon the Cross 
1 he other rais d in menacing act. Below 
Loose flow'd her raiment, but her breast was arm'd, 
And helmeted her head The Moor turn'd pale, 
For on the walls of Auna he had seen 
That well-known figure, and had well believ'd 
She rested with the dead. 4 What, hoa !' she cried 

Alcahman 1 In the name of all who fell 

At Auria in the massacre, this hour 
I summon thee before the throne of God 
To answer for the innocent blood ! This' u 
Moor, Miscreant, Murderer, Child of Re]p?r 

I summon thee to judgment! . . Tn thP P"115 0fff 

Of God ! for Spain and Vengeance. ^ 
From voice to voice on either side it past 
With rapid repetition, . . ' In the name 
Of God ! for Spain and Vengeance!' andforrK 
On either side, along the whole defile, : 

The Asturians shouting, in the name of God 
Set the whole ruin loose ; huge trunks and 
And loosen d crags ! Down, down theyroll'du-

And bound, and thund'ring force. Such wasihptv 
As when some city by the labouring earth 
Heav'd from its strong foundations is cast down 
And all its dwellings, towers, and palaces 
In one wide desolation prostrated. ' 
From end to end of that long strait, the crash 
Was heard continuous, and commixt with sound, 
More dreadful, shrieks of horror and despair, 
And death, . . the wild and agonising cry 
Of that whole host, in one destruction whelm'd" 

PP. 298,299. 

The Twenty-fourth Book is full of tragical 
matter, and is perhaps the most interesting 
the whole piece. A Moor, on the instigate 
of Orpas and Abulcacem, pierces Julian with 
a mortal wound ; who thereupon exhorts his 
captains, already disgusted with the jeak? 
tyranny of the Infidel, to rejoin the standard 
and the faith of their country ; and then re
quests to be borne into a neighbouring church, 
where Florinda has been praying for his con
version. 

" They rais'd him from the earth; 
He, knitting as they lifted him his brow. 
Drew in through open lips and teeth firm-clos'd 
His painful breath, and on his lance laid hand. 
Lest its long shaft should shake the mortal wouni 
Gently his men with slow and steady step 
Their suff'ring burthen bore ; and in the Church, 
Before the altar, laid him down, his head 
Upon Florinda's knees."—pp. 307, 308. 

He then, on the solemn adjuration of Ro
derick, renounces the bloody faith to which 
he had so long adhered; and reverently re
ceives at his hand the sacrament of reconcili
ation and peace. There is great feeling and 
energy we think in what follows:— 

" Thai dread office done, 
Count Julian with amazement saw the Priest 
Kneel down before him. ' By the sacrament, 
Which we have here partaken!' Roderick cried, 
' In this most awful moment." By that hope,.. 
That holy faith which comforts thee in death, 
Grant thy forgiveness, Julian, ere thou diest! 
Behold the man who most hath injur'd thee! 
Rod'rick! the wretched Goth, the guilty cause 
Of all thy guilt, . . the unworthy instrument 
Of thy redemption, . . kneels before thee here, 
And prays to be forgiven !' 

4 Roderick!' exclaimd 
The dying Count, . . ' Roderick !' .. and from the 
With violent effort, half he rais'd himself; [fl°°r> 
The spear hung heavy in his side; and pain 
And weakness overcame him, that he fell 
Back on his daughter's lap. ' 0 Death,' cried he,. 
Passing his hand across his cold damp brow,.. 
' Thou tamest the strong limb, and conquerest 
The stubborn heart! But yesterday I said 
One Heaven could not contain mine enemy 
And me ; and now I lift my dying voice 
To say, Forgive me, Lord ! as I forgive [e?es 

Him who hath done the wrong !' . . He closu 
A moment; then with sudden impulse cried, 

SOUTHED 

'Rod'rick, thy wife is dead!—the Church hath 
power 

To free fhee from thy vows ! The broken heart 
Might yet be heal'd, the wrong redress'd, the throne 
Rebuilt by that same hand which puil'd it down ! 
And hese curst Africans ... Oh for a month 
Of that waste life which millions misbestow ! ..' " 

pp. 311,312. 

Returning weakness then admonishes him, 
however, of the near approach of death; and 
he begs the friendly hand of Roderick to cut 
short his pangs, by drawing forth the weapon 
which clogs the wound in his side. He then 
gives him his hand in kindness—blesses and 
kisses his heroic daughter, and expires. The 
concluding lines are full of force and tender
ness. 
" When from her father's body she arose, 
Her heek was flush'd, and in her eyes there beam'd 
A wilder brightness. On the Goth she gaz'd ! 
While underneath the emotions of that hour 
Exhausted life gave way ! ' O God !' she said, 
Lifting her hands, ' thou hast restor'd me all, . . 
All . , in one hour!' . . . and around his neck she 

threw [ven !' 
Her arms and cried, ' My Roderick ! mine in Hea-
Groamng, he claspt her close ! and in that act 
And agony her happy spirit fled !"—p. 313. 

The Last Book describes the recognition 
and exploits of Roderick in the last of his bat
tles. After the revolt of Julian's army, Orpas, 
by whose counsels it had been chiefly occa
sioned, is sent forward by the Moorish leader, 
to try to win them back; and advances in 
front of the line, demanding a parley, mount
ed on the beautiful Orelio, the famous war 
horse of Roderick, who, roused at that sight, 
obtains leave from Pelayo to give the renegade 
his answer; and after pouring out upon him 

^-saine words of abuse and scorn, seizes the 
reins of his trusty steed; and 

" * How now,' he cried, 
' Orelio ! old companion, . . my good horse !' . . 
Off with this recreant burthen !' . . . And with that 
He rais'd his hand, andrear'd, and back'd the steed, 
To that remember'd voice and arm of power 
Obedient. Down the helpless traitor fell, 
Violently thrown ; and Roderick over him, 
Thrice ied, with just and unrelenting hand, 
The trampling hoofs. ' Go, join Witiza now, 
Where he lies howling,' the avenger cried, 
' And teli him Roderick sent thee !' "—pp. 318, 319. 

He then vaults upon the noble horse; and 
fitting Count J ulian's sword to his grasp, rushes 
in the van of the Christian army into the thick 
array of the Infidel,—where, unarmed as he 
is, and clothed in his penitential robes of 
waving black, he scatters death and terror 
around htm, and cuts his way clean through 
the whole host of his opponents. He there 
descries the army of Pelayo advancing to co
operate ; and as he rides up to them with his 
wonted royal air and gesture, and on his well-
known steed of royalty, both the King and 
Siverian are instantaneously struck with the 
apparition; and marvel that the weeds of 
penitence should so long have concealed their 
sovereign. Roderick, unconscious of this re
cognition, briefly informs them of what has 
befallen, and requests the honourable rites of 
Christian sepulture for the unfortunate Julian 
and his daughter. 
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" ' In this,—and all things else,'— 
Pelayo answer'd, looking wistfully 
Upon the Goth, 'thy pleasure shall be done!' 
Then Rod'rick saw that he was known—and turn'd 
His head away in silence. But the old man 
Laid hold upon his bridle, and look'd up 
In his master's face—weeping and silently ! 
Thereat the Goth with fervent pressure took 
His hand, and bending down towards him, said, 
' My good Siverian, go not thou this day 
To war ! I charge thee keep thyself from harm ! 
Thou art past the age for combats; and with whom 
Hereafter should thy mistress talk of me, 
If thou wert gone ?' "—p. 330. 

He then borrows the defensive armour of this 
faithful servant; and taking a touching and 
affectionate leave of him, vaults again on the 
back of Orelio; and placing himself without 
explanation in the van of the army, leads them 
on to the instant assault. The renegade lead
ers fall on all sides beneath his resistless 
blows. 

" And in the heat of fight, 
Rejoicing and forgetful of all else, 
Set up his cry as he was wont in youth, [well ! 
' ROD'RICK THE GOTH !' . . . his war-cry, known so 
Pelayo eagerly took up the word, 
And shouted out his kinsman's name belov'd, 
' Rod'rick the Goth ! Rod'rick and Victory ! 
Rod'rick and Vengeance !' Odoar gave it forth ; 
Urban repeated it; and through his ranks 
Count Pedro sent the cry. Not from the field 
Of his great victory, when Witiza fell, 
With louder acclamations had that name 
Been borne abroad upon the winds of heaven." 

•" O'er the field it spread, 
All hearts and tongues uniting in the cry ; 
Mountains, and rocks, and vales re-echo'd round ; 
And he rejoicing in his strength rode on, [smote. 
Laying on the Moors with that good sword ; and 
And overthrew, and scatter'd, ana destroy'd, 
And trampled down ! and still at every blow 
Exultingly he sent the war-cry forth. 
' Rod'rick the Goth ! Rod'rick and Victory ! 
Rod'rick and Vengeance !' "—pp. 334, 335. 

The carnage at length is over, and the field 
is won !—but where is he to whose name and 
example the victory is owing? 

" Upon the banks 
Of Sella was Orelio found ; his legs 
And flanks incarnadin'd, his poitral smear'd 
With froth, and foam, and gore, his silver mane 
Sprinkled with blood, which hung on every hair, 
Aspers'd like dew-drops : trembling there he stood 
From the toil of battle ; and at times sent forth 
His tremulous voice far-echoing loud and shrill; 
A frequent anxious cry, with which he seem'd 
To call the master whom he lov'd so well, 
And who had thus again forsaken him. 
Siverian's helm and cuirass on the grass 
Lay near; and Julian's sword, its hilt and chain 
Clotted with blood ! But where was he whose hand 
Had wielded it so well that glorious day? . . . 
Days, months, and years, and generations pass'd, 
And centuries held their course, before, far off 
Within a hermitage near Viseu's walls, 
A humble Tomb was found, which bore inscrib'd 
In ancient characters, King Rod'rick's name !" 

pp. 339, 340. 

These copious extracts must have settled 
our readers' opinion of this poem; and though 
they are certainly taken from the better parts 
of it, we have no wish to disturb the forcible 
impression which they must have been the 
means of producing. Its chief fault undoubt
edly is the monotony of its tragic and solemn 
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tone—the perpetual gloom with which all its 
scenes are overcast—and the tediousness with 
which some of them are developed. There 
are many dull passages, in short, and a con
siderable quantity of heavy reading—some 
silliness, and a good deal of affectation But 
the beauties, upon the whole, preponderate 
and these, we hope, speak for themselves in 
the passages we have already extracted 
f J I versification is smooth and melodious, 1 

though, too uniformly drawn out into long and 
linked sweetness The diction is as usual 
more remarkable for copiousness than force 
and though less defaced than formerly with I 
phrases of affected simplicity and infantine 

pathos, is still too much speckled win 
words; which, whether they al 
a r e  n o t  E n g l i s h  a t  t h e  p r e s e n t  V  0 1 "  
hope never will become so wS""~anJ v 
nament does Mr. Southey expect to rfU3e °r^ 
his poetry from such words 
and auriphrygiate? or and/*''-' 

quenlageand youthhead, and twen t ^ 
pedantic and affected? What to ^ 
either, we should like to know ft* 
"oaken galilees," or "incarnaH „ V kl!-
or "all able P^denc?^^ 
points of learning?—If poetrv i« • ? 0|J" 
general delight, ought not its lanm 
generally intelligible ? DgUa«e * It 

( E D  e  c  t  m  b  j 

Childe Harold's Pilgrimage, Canto the Third. 
The Prisoner of ChiUon, and other Poems. 1 

tJVhe fi?6St P°et''y be that which leaves 
the deepest impression on the minds of its 
readers-and this is not the worst test of its 
altowednmT i yr°.n' we thlnk> must be allowed to take precedence of all his distin 
new of ^nnemP°?nne?iHe has not the va" 
nor th ? Tn°r he dellcacy of Campbell— 

tbe, absolute truth of Crabbe—nor the 
polished sparkling of Moore; but in force of 
diction, and inextinguishable energy of senti 

ssfs s, 

was necessary to reiect all nr,lin . ' 
nod 'hi1 KiV'aI c°mbinations. He couM^ot 
or hop/,toSS i | 

the pride, the terrors and thJGUGCt mttl 
! ^ors, and the agonies of 

reference to h^D^ramide m-odu <T Lord Byron with 
now afford to republish more than on* fh C&nn0t 

on the subject of his Doetrv in ,other PaPer 

lect this, rather because if £eneral: And I se-
of these compositions than a §Teater variety 
^ch as are either absolutely ^ de^Is 

characteristic of his genius Thl i u'- or,the most 
that all his writingfare^haTacteH IS' however' 
pretty much alike, to Those vS f^ *Pd Iead> 
the bright parts of his nature whfch h ?aJk and 

b. „™"S * , 

il', 18 Jl G.) 

By Lord Byron. 8vo. dd 70 r j 
?y Lord Byron. 8vo. pp. 60.'London: llj", 

hZfnllTen^6^^™^ 

sometimes thought that his views' flS? 
m with those of the Lake poets/Lnof / 
wealth^ A ¥ pai'ty ln the P°etical comnj 
/peckilvhi/1 S°me °/his kter Prodwfc specially, it is impossible not to be 
with his occasional approaches to the style 
and manner of this class of writers 
Byron, however, it should be observed lit 
all other persons of a quick sense of 
and sure enough of their own originalitrio 
mi/¥n°Jeai f Palt7imputations,IS 
mimie of styles and manners, and a aea: 
borrower of external character. He and Scott 
accordingly, are full of imitations of all tie 
^at^/in°m W5°l they have eyer derived 
of tht Ji ' anu the tW0 m°st original writers 

'servers fnappear' t0 suPer^ial ob-eivers, to be the most deeply indebted to 
we LPve f °f' In this Par^calar instance. 
For » f 1° %UU t0 with L°rd Byron: 

I worth1 ^ tlle £ner Passages of Words-
toTen 7 SoutlJey Lave in them wherewith 

1 dv i l an JmPul?e to.tLe utmost ambition of 
wnYir^epilJS; a their diction and manner of 

g is frequently both striking and original. 
pipLWe ^USt Say> that ]t would afford us still 

er+P ea.sure Lnd these tuneful gentle-
Ex™ returnmg the compliment which Lord 
fnri?-1 . re Pa^d to their talents: and 
hY • m-? . emselves on the model rather of 

1 Tit !mitaf10?s; than of their own originals.— 
; in those imitations they will find that, though 

is sometimes abundantly mystical, he 
cniVe/; °r a^ as* very rarely, indulges in ab-

u e nonsense—never takes his lofty flights 
p n mean or ridiculous occasions—and, 

tv'rv°Ve j never dilutes his strong concep-
and magnificent imaginations, with a 

nood of oppressive verbosity. On the con 
lary, fie of all living writers, the most 
oncise and condensed ,* and, we would fain 
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hope, may go far, by his example, to redeem 
the great reproach of our modem literature— 
its intolerable prolixity and redundance. In 
his nervous and manly lines, we find no elab
orate amplification of common sentiments— 
no ostentatious polishing of pretty expres
sions ; and we really think that the brilliant 
success which has rewarded his disdain of 
those paltry artifices, should put to shame for 
ever that puling and self-admiring race, who 
can live through half a volume on the stock 
of a single thought, and expatiate over divers 
fair quarto pages with the details of one te
dious description. In Lord Byron, on the con
trary, we have a perpetual stream of thick-
coming fancies—an eternal spring of fresh-
blown images, which seem called into exist
ence by the sudden flash of those glowing 
thoughts and overwhelming emotions, that 
struggle for expression through the whole flow 
of his poetry—and impart to a diction that is 
often abrupt and irregular, a force and a charm 
which frequently realise all that is said of in
spiration. 

With all these undoubted claims to our 
admiration, however, it is impossible to deny 
that the noble author before us has still some
thing to learn, and a good deal to correct. He 
is frequently abrupt and careless, and some
times obscure. There are marks, occasion
ally,. of effort and straining after an emphasis, 
which is generally spontaneous; and, above 
all, there is far too great a monotony in the 
moral colouring of his pictures, and too much 
repetition of the same sentiments and maxims. 
He delights too exclusively in the delineation 
of a certain morbid exaltation of character and 
feeling—a sort of demoniacal sublimity, not 
without some traits of the rained Archangel. 
He is haunted almost perpetually with the 
image of a being feeding and fed upon by 
violent passions, and the recollections of the 
catastrophes they have occasioned: And, 
though worn out by their past indulgence, 
unable to sustain the burden of an existence 
which they do not continue to animate :—full 
of pride, and revenge, and obduracy—disdain
ing life and death, and mankind and himself 
—and trampling, in his scorn, not only upon 
the falsehood and formality of polished life, 
but upon its tame virtues and slavish devo
tion : Yet envying, by fits, the very beings he 
despises, and melting into mere softness and 
compassion, when the helplessness of child
hood or the frailty of woman make an appeal 
to his generosity. Such is the person with 
whom we are called upon almost exclusively 
to sympathise in all the greater productions 
of this distinguished writer:—In Childe Harold 

in the Corsair—in Lara—in the Siege of 
Corinth — in Parisina, and in most of the 
smaller pieces. J 

It is impossible to represent such a charac
ter better than Lord Byron has done in all 
these productions—or indeed to represent any 
thing more terrible in its anger, or more attrac
tive in its relenting. In point of effect, we 
readily admit, that no one character can be 
more poetical or impressive:—But it is really 
too much to find the scene perpetually filled 

by one character—not only in all the acts of 
each several drama, but in all the different 
dramas of the series;—and, grand and im
pressive as it is, we feel at last that these very 
qualities make some relief more indispensable, 
and oppress the spirits of ordinary mortals 
with too deep an impression of awe and re
pulsion. There is too much guilt in short, and 
too much gloom, in the leading character;— 
and though it be a fine thing to gaze, now 
and then, on stormy seas, and thunder-shaken 
mountains, we should prefer passing our days 
in sheltered valleys, and by the murmur of 
calmer waters. 

We are aware that these metaphors may be 
turned against us—and that, without meta
phor, it may be said that men do not pass 
their days in reading poetry—and that, as they 
may look into Lord Byron only about as often 
as they look abroad upon tempests, they have 
no more reason to complain of him for being 
grand and gloomy, than to complain of the 
same qualities in the glaciers and volcanoes 
which they go so far to visit. Painters, too, 
it may be said, have often gained great repu
tation by their representations of tigers and 
others ferocious animals, or of caverns and 
banditti—and poets should be allowed, with
out reproach, to indulge in analogous exer
cises. We are far from thinking that there is 
no weight in these considerations; and feel 
how plausibly it may be said, that we have 
no better reason for a great part of our com
plaint, than that an author, to whom we are 
already very greatly indebted, has chosen 
rather to please himself, than us, in the use 
he makes of his talents. 

This, no doubt, seems both unreasonable 
and ungrateful: But it is nevertheless true, 
that a public benefactor becomes a debtor to 
the public; and is, in some degree, responsi
ble for the employment of those gifts which 
seem to be conferred upon him, not merely 
for his own delight, but for the delight and 
improvement of his fellows through all gene
rations. Independent of this, however, we 
think there is a reply to the apology. A great 
living poet is not like a distant volcano, or an 
occasional tempest. He is a volcano in the 
heart of our land, and a cloud that hangs over 
our dwellings; and we have some reason to 
complain, if, instead of genial warmth and 
grateful shade, he voluntarily darkens and 
inflames our atmosphere with perpetual fiery 
explosions and pitchy vapours. Lord Byron's 
poetry, in short, is too attractive and too 
famous to lie dormant or inoperative; and, 
therefore, if it produce any painful or perni
cious effects, there will be murmurs, and 
ought to be suggestions of alteration. Now, 
though an artist may draw fighting tigers and 
hungry lions in as lively and natural a way as 
he can, without giving any encouragement to 
human ferocity, or even much alarm to human 
fear, the case is somewhat different, when a 
poet represents men with tiger-like disposi
tions :—and yet more so, when he exhausts 
the resources of his genius to make this terri
ble being interesting and attractive, and to 
represent all the lofty virtues as the natural 
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allies of his ferocity. It is still worse when 
he proceeds to show, that all these precious 
gifts ot dauntless courage, strong affection, 
ancl nigh imagination, are not only akin to 
guilt, but the parents of miseryand that 
those only have any chance of tranquillity or 
happiness in this world, whom it is the object 
of his poetry to make us shun and despise. 

1 nese, it appears to us, are not merelv 
aXasVaSt'\bUt P™i0"s of moml ty; 
and, as a great poet is necessarily a moral 
teacher, and gives forth his ethical lessons i 

71thfar more effect and authority than any of his graver brethren, he is pecuh 
aily liable to the censures reserved for those 
who turn the means of improvement to pur i 
poses of corruption. P I 

7ma/ »° doubt be said, that poetry in gene
ra, Ji" f8 t0 the USeful tha» the splfndid 

fatur®-that a character po-

occasions, have been ch"efly eCo^Ty^J 

hero rrPerament of Lord Byron's ideal 
aC' Thf} VSS°me tmlh in this 

bihties WJ^ ?"d hateful mpossi-" 
is, that the other ™°f W?"'' distinction 
heroes neither feef® Wh° deal in Peccant 
affection for them 77 ardent 

WW. .of ,hi, .uiho'rt ddtoelU'" ta, 

I however, to dwell unon oh. 
ral—and we shall probably hS*18 

, diostrating these remarks if ®j,belter^:-
' well founded, when we com*, 
particular publications 
n°w_been suggested. el1 % 7 

We had the good fortune we h r 
among the first who prockCed 
a new luminary, on the an™? lher% 
Harold on the poetical hoK"?/'Q! -
sued his course with due att'ent' ef ' 
several of the constellation 
lately omitted to record his Dram-. -
same accuracy, it is by no mean? if ""l !i*; 

have regarded it with morekdiffDSe 

supposed that it would be less 
I  t h e  P u b l i c  b u t  b e c a u s e  i t  w a s :  

conspicuous as no longer tn eare«e 
1 tices of an official obsemr TiT^' 
do not think it necessary nor inf?' 

I fair, to oppress our readers with anl 1t: 

of works, which are as well know?, . f 
AS to ourselves: or with a 1-PTWV lJl" 

[fnnents in which ail the world 
Wherever, a work therpfnro • ^re' 
and where the general opinion 7itfPC 

appears to be substantially fight 
ourselves at liberty to leave if 
chronicle, without incurring IKP °l 

neglect or inattention 'Hera 
plication of this maxim mioS rigorousaP" 

same time, some short notice, of the prome? 

ever, the interest nf \hi 7 B7ron> how-
happens to be one whinh I ,ere tilere 

case, is uniformlv Lc? n0t always the j 
character itself in in , P°P to that of the 
ly, and with so7vl^1Ch he enters 80 deep-
he generally continues f£ndne.ss> that 
guage, after it has been ® J", lts lan" 
stage; and to inculcate on V™ T the 

t h e  s a m e  s e n t i m e n t s  w h i c h  h a T h " ' y '  
viously recommended r,? , d been Pre" 
do not consider it as nnfl'' 8 ex3mp]e. We 
that Lord Byron annea,? ? ' therefore, to say 
ous apostle of a certain fier° US 1 j tbe zea'-
misanthropy • which hn. iMjmagnificeDt 

his poetr/^ith too deep fS Saddened 

only led to a °reat m i<J7i • de, and not 
talents but contributed to render pom/ 
very false estimates of the conW&?P . SOme 

-n happiness and 

I of such a writer onX nl v. the J"°?re 

'SyrsssK*? 

Sge^tbciC' "ft SP-d% d*r4 
I aufhor Md TisTdmirers!10nib0nS, bo 

sai?7ia1r,iCU7/ aCTnt " as of the Cbr-

lication of the p!ece?°?7 ffif "*7° 
have nrefivlfi fo f, e titles of which we 
as much rin ?' n° author has produced 
tune of aPn v n^S W°uld have ^de the for-
take but litti r Persan; we can afford to 
performanpp<3 ^ n<^-C? ^ t*10se Ir,termediate 

I their ordnnl ' .n n have already passed 
fairlv comm'iTr 'J118 generation and are airy committed to the final judgment ofpos-

, ever mav ??6 Sllght referen°e to 

gress of tJ,,,6 pi,?pe,r; b°th to mark the pro
of his fame s VJew's, and the history 

smrARaAn 7asobvious,y the sequel of the Cor-
to il nf ) ma-tained, in general, (he same 
thnLh7 5? -terest, and lofty feeling.-
'Z?f ihe dlsaPpearance of Medora from the 
8??"t dePnvLes il of the enchanting sweet-
a nr1 tn ^terrors were there redeemed. 
vaffim rl uer° °" the wh0)e ,e8S t^P'i 
ton iJhr, • 1 C^aracter Lara, too, is rather 
coimtp011^ L and n°cturnal en-
o«?tpnfaf,W ? aPParhion is worked up too 
the There is infinite beauty in 

ch of the dark page—and in many of 
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the moral or general reflections which are 
interspersed with the narrative. The death 
of Lara, however, is by far the finest pas
sage in the poem, and is fully equal to any 
thing else which tie author has ever written. 
Though it is not under our immediate cog
nisance, we cannot resist the temptation of 
transcribing the greater part of the passage— 
in which the physical horror of the event, 
though described with a terrible force and 
fidelity, is both relieved and enhanced by the 
beautiful pictures of mental energy and re
deeming affection with which it is combined. 
Our readers will recollect, that this gloomy 
and daring chief was mortally wounded in 
battle, and led out of it, almost insensible, by 
that sad and lovely page, whom no danger 
could ever separate from his side. On his re
treat, slaughter and desolation falls on his 
disheartened followers," and the poet turns 
from the scene of disorder— 
" Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene, 
Where but for him that strife had never been, 
A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 
'Twas Lara bleeding fast from life away ! 
His follower once, and now his only guide, 
Kneels Kaled watchful o'er his welling side, 
And with his scarf would staunch the fides that rush, 
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 
And then, as his faint breathing waxes low, 
In feebler, not less fatal tricklings flow : 
He scarce can speak; but motions him 'tis vain, 
And merely adds another throb to pain. 
He clasps the hand that pang which wonld assuage, 
And sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page 
Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor sees, 
Save that damp brow which rests upon his knees; 
Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 
Held all the light that shone on earth for him ! 

" The foe arrives, who long had search'd the field, 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield ; 
They would remove him ; but they see 'twere vain, 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 
That rose to reconcile him with his fate, 
And that escape to death from living hate: 
And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 
Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed, 
And questions of his state : He answers not; 
Scarce glances on him as on one forgot, 
And turns to Kaled :—each remaining word, 
They understood not, if distinctly heard ; 
His dying tones are in that other tongue, [&c. 
To which some strange remembrance wildly clung," 

Their words though faint were many—from the tone 
Their import those who heard could judge alone ; 
From this, you might have deem'd young Kaled's 

death 
More near than Lara's, by his voice and breath; 
So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 
The accents his scarce-moving pale lips spoke; 
But Lara's voice though low, at first was clear 
And calm, till murm'ring death gasp'd hoarsely 
But from his visage little could we guess, [near: 
So unrepentant, dark, and passionless, 
Save that when struggling nearer to his last, 
Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 
And once as Kaled's answ'ring accents ceast, 
Rose Lara's hand, and pointed to the East.— 

"But gasping heav'd the breath that Lara drew, 
And dull the film along his dim eye grew; [o'er 
His limbs stretch'd flutt'ring, and his head dropp'd 
The weak, yet still untiring knee that bore ! 
He press'd the hand he held upon his heart-
It beats no more ! but Kaled will not part 
With the cold grasp ! but feels, and feels in vain, 
For that faint throb which answers not again. 
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4 It beats !' Away, thou dreamer ! he is gone ! 
It once was Lara which thou look'st upon. 
44 He gaz'd, as if not yet had pass'd away 
The haughty spirit of that humble clay ; 
And those around have rous'd him from his trance, 
But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance ; 
And when, in raising him from where he bore 
Within his arms the form that felt no more, 
He saw the head his breast would still sustain, 
Roll do>vn. like earth to earth, upon the plain ! 
He did not dash himself thereby; nor tear 
The glossy tendrils of his raven hair, 
But strove to stand and gaze ; but reel'd and fell, 
Scarce breathing more than that he lov'd so well! 
Than that He lov'd ! Oil! never yet beneath 
The breast of Man such trusty love may breathe ! 
That trying moment hath at once reveal'd 
The secret, long and yel but half-conceal'd ; 
In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 
Its grief seem'd ended, but the sex confest! 
And life return'd, and Kaled felt no shame— 
What now to her was Womanhood or Fame ?" 

We must stop here;—but the whole sequel 
of the poem is written with equal vigour and 
feeling * and may be put in competition with 
any thing that poetry has ever produced, in 
point either of pathos or energy. 

The SIEGE OF CORINTH is next in the order 
of time y and though written, perhaps, with 
too visible a striving after effect, and not very 
well harmonised in all its parts, we cannot 
help regarding it as a magnificent composi
tion. There is less misanthropy in it than 
in any of the rest; and the interest is made 
up of alternate representations of soft and 
solemn scenes and emotions—and of the tu
mult, and terrors, and intoxication of war. 
These opposite pictures are perhaps too vio
lently contrasted, and, in some parts, too 
harshly coloured 5 but they are in general 
exquisitely designed, and executed with the 
utmost spirit and energy. What, for in
stance, can be finer than the following night-
piece? The renegade had left his tent in 
moody musing, the night before the final 
assault on the Christian walls. 

" 'Tis midnight! On the mountain's brown 
The cold, round moon shines deeply down; 
Blue roll the waters; blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on hiHi, 
Bespangled with those isles of light, 
So wildly, spiritually bright ; 
Who ever gaz'd upon them shining, 
And turn'd to earth without repining, 
Nor wish'd for wings to flee away, 
And mix with their eternal ray ? 
The waves on either shore lay there, 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 
And scarce their foam the pebbles shook, 
But murmur'd meekly as the brook. 
The winds were pillow'd on the waves; 
The banners droop'd along their staves, 
And, as they fell around tnem furling, 
Above them shone the crescent curling; 
And that deep silence was unbroke, 
Save where the watch his signal spoke, 
Save where the steed neigh'd oft and shrill, 
And echo answer'd from the hill, 
And the wide hum of that wild host 
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast, 
As rose the Muezzin's voice in air 
In midnight call to wonted prayer."— 

The transition to the bustle and fury of tne 
morning muster, as well as the moving picture 
of the barbaric host, is equally admirable. 
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A J^ie, ™ght is past, and shines the sun 
as n that morn were a jocund one. 
Lightly and brightly breaks away 
1 he Morning from her mantle grey, 
And the Noon will look on a sultry day ' 
Hark to the trump, and the drum" 7 7 * 

And ' heTanrofUl,hr;:d °f the buarb'ro"s horn, 
borne, ®rS' that flit as 'hey're 

An<1 '^humf °f 'he St6ed' and the multitude's 

Andthecomeh'"and the Sh0Ut> ' They come, they 

The horsetails are pluck'd from the ground, and the , 

Fr°m itS,heewordand 'hey f°rm~and bu< wait for 
The steeds are all bridled, and snort to • 
Curv'd is each neck, and flowing each mane ! 

Whtte is the foam of their champ on the b?t 5 

The caPnnonre p'oimed! and realfto mar"' 

A ier  aItars'.a chief in her halls 
Hod and the Pr^opheT'-AhaX® °n her vva,Is! 

Hp to the skies with that wild halloo 

" As the vvolves, that headlong xr0 
On the stately buffalo, S 

I o3l'i? ^"ih fiery eyes a»d ancrv roar 

He trample's'on e'anhP; ormss^onwlfr6' 

tC, S«'ih*w,N to to di,, 

jftfttTsss Eir 

In firmness' thef stiod mUJ'i.tude! 

S^sstS~stheyfe"' 

Stroke,gandTh;usaVeandaflh,hWaS ,T'"e ; 

Sssr-.nxiSf'^ 

T"";l"h m•' S'-w 

is T<»'« 
ness, and pity, and terror Tlf' IS a11 sad" 
m half a sentence. The'PHr^ ls told 

married a lady who M ,°f Est6 has 
for his favourite natural son deSt'ned 

criminal attachment between them fT'S a 

the issue and the invader of his bed' tode^, 

before the face of his nnh, 
There is too much of horror nE, 
circumstances; but the 
throughout ; and the whole wranE '"' " 
a n d  r e d u n d a n t  v e i l  o f  p o e t r !  m a &  
thing breathes the pure e5'^. 

I sens'hihty. The opening verses tif""'?1'' 
and vo nptuous, are tinged with 
shade of sorrow which gives PL he ^ 
harmony to the whole |oem. haracl«a. ;: 

" Th»'he £0ur Yhen from the bouffhs I he nightingale's high note is ho? j 
It is die hour when lovers1 Vows d; 

oeem sweet in every whisoerM Wn A 

And gentle winds, and waters near 
I F t.®omUSIC t0 tlle lone|y ear! 

Lach flower the dews have licrhtlv 
A "w ln l*l6 Siiy the s,ars are met W6t; 
And on the wave is deeper blue ' 
A n d  on t,m leaf a browner hue ' 
Sn't ni d hfaven that clear obscure 
w» • f ? nark' and dark|y Pure 

| ^h'eh follows the decline ol'dav 
As twilight melts beneath the monn 

TKs,^tsrir 

And gifdness past <hey 'me 

, As if that parting w°e* thekT' ** 

Wh,|e gleams on Parisiha's lace 

eld her frailty from afar." 

rferass-i 

1 , h * ,  - • » t f f l  

Those lids o'er which the violet vein-
Wandering, leaves a tender stain 
Thai"? lhe smoothest white I hat e or did softest kiss invite-
Now seem d with hot and livid slow 
WhfehVianc' ShV®' 'V orbs below; A J ! g,ance so heavily, and fill 

„ AS tear on ,ea<- grows gath'ring still.— 

O^shVdVthe V08® STet eye,'ds close, 
R„. , . g|ance o'er which tliev nw 
But round their orbs of deepest blue ' 
Tbj mrchng white dilated grew-
As fee wVW!th,g'aSSy gaze she stood S ice were in her curdled blood: 
Bu every now and then a fear ' 

From fhf?? T ]7 £ather'd> slid 
It was a hW '"nge o{ ,hat fair M> T„ as, a, thmg o see, not hear! 
Was chohM® '. Pfght the imperfect note 
y , ehpkd within her swelling throat 
He 21'" that hollow Hot ' 
It cea^fc 3-rt g,Ush!ng in the ione-
T h e n  hnrctf Pln ske tkou"kt to speak 
Andtnfh her,V0,ce one long shriek, 
Or stLn p f Gart• ®ue felL Iike stone 

from base o'erthrown." 

Part °f this poem, however, is 
rival son • des.cnbes the execution of the 
pornn mth rtn which; though there is no 
every thin QT !fn^ua^e or °f sentiment, and 
eYDr7 i ?? contrary is conceived and 
ness thll h Studied simPJici tY ™d direct-ness, theie is a spirit of pathos and poetry to 
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which it would n A be easy to find many pa
rallels. 
" The Convent bells are ringing ! 

But mournfully and slow ; 
In the grey square turret swinging, 

With a deep sound, to and fro ! 
Heavily to the heart they go! 

Hark ! the hymn is singing !— 
The song for the dead below, 

Or the living who shortly shall be so ! 
For a departing Being's soul [knoll: 
The death-hymn peals and the hollow bells 
He is near his mortal goal; 
Kneeling at the Friar's knee ; 
Sad to hear—and piteous 10 see !— 
Kneeling on the bare cold ground, 
With the block before and the guards around— 
While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom of the Father! 

It is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set, 
Which rose upon that heavy day, 
And mock'd it with his steadiest ray; 
And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo's fated head ! 
As his last confession pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penitential holiness, 
He bends to hear his accents bliss 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away ! 
That high sun on his head did glisten 
As he there did bow and listen ! 
And the rings of chesnut hair 
Curled half-down his neck so bare; 
But brighter still the beam was thrown 
Upon the axe which near him shone 
With a clear and ghastly glitter ! 
Oh ! that parting hour was bitter! 
Even the stern stood chill'd with awe : 
Dark the crime, and just the law— 
Yet they shudder'd as they saw. 

" The parting prayers arc said and over 
Of that false son—and daring lover ! 
His beads and sins are all recounted ; 
His hours to their last minute mounted— 
His mantling cloak before was stripp'd, 
His bright brown locks must now be clipp'd ! 
'Tis done—all closely are they shorn— 
The vest which till this moment worn— 

The scarf which Parisina gave— 
Must not adorn him to the grave. 
Even that must now be thrown aside, 
And o'er his eyes the kerchief tied ; 
But no—that last indignity 
Shall ne'er approach his haughty eye. 
4 No !—yours my forfeit blood and breath— 
These hands are chain'd—but let me die 
At least with an unshackled eye-
Strike !'—and, as the word he said, 
Upon the block he bow'd his head ; 
These the last accents Hugo spoke : 
' Strike !'—and flashing fell the stroke !— 
Roll'd the head—and, gushing, sunk 
Back the stain'd and heaving trunk, 
In the dust,—which each deep vein 
Slak'd with its ensanguin'd rain ! 
His eyes and lips a moment quiver, 
Convuls'd and quick—then fix for ever." 

Of the Hebrew melodies—the Ode to Na
poleon, and some other smaller pieces that 
appeared about the same time, we shall not 
now stop to say anything. They are ob
viously inferior to the works we have been 
noticing, and are about to notice, both in 
£feneral interest, and in power of poetry— 
though some of them, and the Hebrew melo
dies especially, display a skill in versification, 
and a mastery in diction, which would have 
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raised an inferior artist to t ie very summit of 
distinction. 

Of the verses entitled, "Fare thee well,"— 
and some others of a similar character, we 
shall say nothing but that, in spite of their 
beauty, it is painful to read them—and infi
nitely to be regretted that they should have 
been given to the public. It would be a piece 
of idle affectation to consider them as mere 
effusions of fancy, or to pretend ignorance of 
the subjects to which they relate—and with 
the knowledge which all the world has of 
these subjects, we must say, that not even 
the example of Lord Byron, himself, can per
suade us that they are fit for public discussion. 
We come, therefore, to the consideration of 
the noble author's most recent publications. 

The most considerable of these, is the Third 
Canto of Childe Harold* a work which has 
the disadvantage of all continuations, in ad
mitting of little absolute novelty in the plan 
of the work or the cast of its character, and 
must, besides, remind all Lord Byron's readers 
of the extraordinary effect produced by the 
sudden blazing forth of his genius, upon their 
first introduction to that title. In spite of all 
this, however, we are persuaded that this 
Third Part of the poem will not be pronounced 
inferior to either of the former; and, we think, 
will probably be ranked above them by those 
who have been most delighted with the whole. 
The great success of this singular production, 
indeed, has always appeared to us an extraor
dinary proof of its merits; for, with all its 
genius, it does not belong to a sort of poetry 
that rises easily to popularity.—It has no story 
or action—very little variety of character— 
and a great deal of reasoning and reflection 
of no very attractive tenor. It is substantially 
a contemplative and ethical work, diversified 
with fine description, and adorned or over-
shaded by the perpetual presence of one em
phatic person, who is sometimes the author, 
and sometimes the object, of the reflections 
on which the interest is chiefly rested. It 
required, no doubt, great force ot writing, and 
a decided tone of originality to recommend a 
performance of this sort so powerfully as this 
has been recommended to public notice and 
admiration—and those high characteristics 
belong perhaps still more eminently to the 
part that is now before us, than to any of the 
former. There is the same stern and lofty 
disdain of mankind, and their ordinary pur
suits and enjoyments; with the same bright 
gaze on nature, and the same magic power 
of giving interest and effect to her delinea
tions—but mixed up, we think, with deeper 
and more matured reflections, and a more in
tense sensibility to all that is grand or lovely 
in the external world.—Harold, in short, is 
somewhat older since he last appeared upon 
the scene—and while the vigour of his intel
lect has been confirmed, and his confidence 
in his own opinions increased, his mind has 
also become more sensitive; and his misan
thropy, thus softened over by habits of calmer 
contemplation, appears less active and impa
tient, even although more deeply rooted than 
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nneTh Undoubtedly the finest parts of the 

The weiehrof Shal'e f "'h,ch th,ls embod7 
Pln« JfL8" i / mora] sentlments ; or dig-
desnisSeof Ma 8Wthy,W?,ioh binds the 
Sre rf;= v. the glonous of Mature. It is in these, we think, that the oTPaf 

o"^e author's W°rk C°'1SiSt'Md the slTe»gA I 
. J j™ih2^frPrr,rof jh'r™,T™1 
tprpQt wifk r Iar inferior m-

opinions, however'whieh thufgi™6^®dfe 

them to the ideal person wffiSe * E 
or to another than the author himself-' 

s a tfttr;?";ie ,ir; 
noticing the former nn^n °P'",0^;~^d in 
thought it unbTcoLCtolil^6 W°lk' WG 

nance to such a supposition —TV, th 7! counte"' 
however it i« rooii • ' this last part, 
guSTĥ ' •• <i«™: 

!ieri> iravp] and reflecUoj-.ther au'h"r.aritl >"s 
we scarcely ever have sn. j i '111 trutbV I 
to which of them thl a~ ? "1Ct lntimation 
fly expressed^ire to be™scrihS<denei^e''" 
those which are uneouivocalf • ; and 111 

of the noble author himsotf <1* as those 
same tone of and* ^ 
which we were formerly L:ir . ' 00rn> 
• c »r i 
b ™ , L ° r i  

and others which it an™ " t0 entertain, 
published, the sreatpiM™ / lmPj°Per to have 
cannot be' perused witL t"6 af'mirable and 
those to whom thev mlv em°tl0n- even by 

The poem op!ns wflMP6f ®rrone°us. 
try, and lofty and impetuous"/ grand Poe" 
the author speaks unffiW ,?h"Z> m which 
person. P mdisguse in his own 

" A.^hme°weav^ bol/ndWh,erS ! ,y6t °"c* m°*> -
That knows hhs rider me' as a 

Swift be tlieirfrnirlir. i orrie, to their roar' ' 
Though the st?ainM wh,eresoe'er it lead 1 
And the rent canvas/fl"8,',8 •°U'dq"iverasa reed 
Still must I on® for T „ U"enng s,rew gale 
Flung from .hi' •Imasa weed, ' 

Where'er the surge V/av a"'S f?am' to sai! 

breath prevail. sweeP> the tempest's 

" Th/wS'rinVoUmKw ofIhdid sing * One, 
Again I seize The theme thm T" uark mind i 
And bear it with me ac »i I11 be&urb 
Bears the cloud onwards i/,] ,"g ,wi?d 

The furrovvs of , ,hou„hf !h5tja.,eJI find 
W h i c h ,  e B b i n g ,  l e a v e  a  s t e r i l e  t r  ? T I e a r s >  
O er which all heavilv fill" rack behind, 

Plod the last sands oflife

sJ°sr years 
appears. "e,—where not a flower 

PercbaneeymTheln m?d Wp™~J7' or Pain' 

Of «U»h 

Forgetfulness around me .1, „ 
io me, though to t.otm el 1 f 8ee">, 

theme." se' a not 

After a good deal more in the 
[ he proceeds, tlle same E|rj. 

" t™ 'i"Ust 1 ,i?ink ,eSs wildly --n 
Too Jo,,g and darkly ; till J'. have tk.nfl,. 
In its own eddy boilina and e' " l,e««ne 
A whiirling gu,f 0f i, 
And thus, untaught in vouih1 me: 

" Someri?'"^8 °f,ife were P0'son if t0 ,aiBe. 

The character and feelings of th;a• 
personage are then depicted'/hi ' 
and fondness :-and atla^he sf,forct 

the plain of Waterloo. placed upoj 

Eagle flew, 
t P.erc d by the shaft of banded nauons'tfc, 

I Did nations combat 'to make ol "'0re free! 

Or league to tearh nil iri siibmi;; 
What 1 shall reviving'rhXneaS°VeTgn,I! 

The patch'd-up idol If en SenM^'11 ^ 
Shall we, who struck the fi t ys! 

Poy the Wolf homager'if!" dow» ^allwe 

| "If not, o'er onefall'n despot boast no more!" 

the greatness of Lord" Byron" Pi°°f of 

spirit and interest he h § n,us thanlli< 
municate to his pfctu ® of th to » 
difficult scene of the hra p® draivnsad 
sels before thJ^ great battl? Tt ^ ̂  
remark, that poets generaliv feil ,'t! 3 tate 

sentation of mea t tvile y 11)1 m the repre-
is recent, andlhe parti en la " ''le 'lileresl 

clearly and commonly kno wn3'^Tir"6""' 
is obvious: For as it'is tU v the reason 
make us feel for dista . object of poetry to 

rences nearly as strong"! iffihfl"^ 0CCUr" 
sent and real it i« -mT • lu , ^ were pre-

, for her enchantments'VherVt ^ fl°SCOpe 

' reahtv, with nil ir« Tro 1 nere impressive 
est, is already h!f PreP°nderance of inter-
cern we take in^ thl^6 "S; fnd;vllere the con-
emotion that can be o outSoes any 
heln of fi„! t • . onJured up in us bv the 
ever for tho t8""/'10"8^ II ^ «atural,W-
take' £ cotnmon ! tnbe °[ P0e,s>to 

' ae-es, andnJl - and/maU, and of all sexes, 
down to hunrfmrf10n\ ^Cott ail(^ ^outkey 
have adven , !?S WJthout names or additions. 
in IL manlrd llp°n,tllis ^eme-and failed 
Y^ldedTo thTT^ °f ft! while they 
all can oh t fhpP ^1C ^mPufse; as if they hacf an caught the inspiring summons-

AndVho^e wLmenIn°WwhP never rhvm'd before' 
more-" ayS rhyme' rh/me the 

be rem or! n ^ tPat scarcely a fine to 
red had been produced on a sub-
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lec-t which probably was thought, of itself, a 
secure passport to immortality. It required 
some courage to venture on a theme beset 
with so many dangers, and deformed with the 
wrecks of so many former adventurers)—and 
a theme, too, which, in its general conception, 
appeared alien to the prevailing tone of Lord 
Byron's poetry. See, however, with what 
easy strength he enters upon it, and with how 
much grace he gradually finds his way back 
to his own peculiar vein of sentiment and 
diction. 
" There was a sound of revelry by night; 

And Belgium's capital had gather'd then 
Her beauty and her chivalry; and bright 
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men. 
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 
Soft eyes look'd love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage bell; 

But hush ! hark ! a deep sound strikes like a rising 
knell!" 

" Ah ! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 
And gath'ring tears, and tremblings of distress, 
And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blush'd at the praise of their own loveliness ; 
And there were sudden partings; such as press 
The life from out young hearts; and choking sighs 
Which ne'er might be repeated :—who could 

guess 
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes, 

Since upon nights so sweet such awful morn could 
rise ? 

" And there was mounting in hot haste : the steed, 
The must'ring squadron, and the clatt'ring car, 
Went pouring forward with impetuous speed, 
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 
And the deep thunder, peal on peal afar; 
And near, the beat of the alarming drum 
Rous'd up the soldier ere the morning star. 

" And Ardennes waves above them her green 
leaves, 

Dewy with Nature's tear-drops, as they pass! 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e'er grieves, 
Over the unreturning brave,—alas ! 
Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure ! when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe [and low." 

And burning with high hope, shall moulder cold 
After some brief commemoration of the 

worth and valour that fell in that bloody field, 
the author turns to the many hopeless mourn
ers that survive to lament their extinction; the 
many broken-hearted families, whose incura
ble sorrow is enhanced by the national ex
ultation that still points, with importunate joy, 
to the scene of their destruction. There is a 
richness and energy in the following passage 
which is peculiar to Lord Byron, among all 
modern poets,—a throng of glowing images, 
poured forth at once, with a facility and pro
fusion which must appear mere wastefulness 
to more economical writers, and a certain 
negligence and harshness of diction, which 
can belong only to an author who is oppressed 
with the exuberance and rapidity of his con
ceptions. 
" The Archangel's trump, not Glory's, must awake 

Those vvhorn they thirst for! though the sound 
of Fame 

May for a moment soothe, it cannot slake 
The fever of vain longing ; and the name 

So honour'd but assumes a stronger, bitterer claim. 
56 
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" They mourn, but smile at length and, smiling, 
The tree will wither long before it fall; [mourn ! 
The hull drives on, though mast and sail he torn ! 
The roof-tree sinks, but moulders on the hall 
In massy hoariness ; the ruin'd wall 
Stands when its'wind-worn battlements are gon^; 
The bars survive the captive they enthral; 
The day drags through, though storms keep out 

the sun ; 
And thus the heart will break, yet brokenly live on: 
u Even as a broken mirror, which the glass 

In every fragment multiplies; and makes 
A thousand images of one that was. 
The same, and still the more, the more it breaks; 
And thus the heart will do which not forsakes, 
Living in shatter'd guise, and still, and cold, 
And bloodless, with its sleepless sorrow aches. 
Yet withers on till all without is old, [told." 

Showing no visible sign,—for*such things are un-

There is next an apostrophe to Napoleon, 
graduating into a series of general reflections, 
expressed with infinite beauty and earnest
ness, and illustrated by another cluster of 
magical images;—but breathing the very es
sence of misanthropical disdain, and embody
ing opinions which we conceive not to be less 
erroneous than revolting. After noticing the 
strange combination of grandeur and littleness 
which seemed to form the character of that 
greatest of all captains and conquerors, the 
author proceeds, 
" Yet well thy soul hath brook'd the turning tide 

With that, untaught innate philosophy, 
Which, be it wisdom, coldness, or deep pride, 
Is gall and wormwood to an enemy. 
When the whole host of hatred stood hard by, 
To watch and mock thee shrinking, thou nast 
With a sedate and all-enduring eye ;— [smil'd 
When fortune fled her spoil'd and favourite child, 

He stood unbow'd beneath the ills upon him pil'd. 
Sager than in thy fortunes: For in them 
Ambition steel'd thee on too far to show 
That just ha^ituahscorn which could contemn 
Men and their thoughts. 'T was wise to feel; not so 
To wear it ever on thy lip and brow, 
And spurn the instruments thou wert to use 
Till they were turn'd unto thine overthrow: 
'Tis but a worthless world to win or lose !— 

So hath it prov'd to thee, and all such lot who choose. 
But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell, 
And there hath been thy bane ! There is a fire 
And motion of the soul which will not dwell 
In its own narrow being, but aspire 
Beyond the fitting medium of desire ; 
And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore, 
Preys upon high adventure ; nor can tire 
Of aught but rest ; a fever at the core, 

Fatal to him who bears, to all who ever bore. 
This makes the madmen, who have made men 
By their contagion ; Conquerors and Kings, [mad 
Founders of sects and systems,—to w^om add 
Sophists, Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet things, 
Which stir too strongly the soul's secret springs, 
.And are themselves the fools to those they fool; 
Envied, yet how unenviable ! what stings 
Are theirs! One breast laid open were a school 

Which would unteach mankind the lust to shine or 
rule: 

Their breath is agitation ; and their life, 
A storm whereon they ride, to sink at last; 
And yet so nurs'd and bigotted to strife 
That should their days, surviving perils past,. 
Melt to calm twilight, they feel overcast 
With sorrow and supineness, and so die ! 
Even as a flame unfed, which runs to waste 
With its own flickering ; or a sword laid by 

Which eats into itself, and rusts ingloriously. 
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He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find 
1 he loftiest peaks most wrapt in clouds and snow: 

tte who surpasses or subdues mankind, 
MiList look down on the hate of those befow. 
a h°u£h 7hlSh ah°ve the sun of glory glow 
And tar beneath the earth and ocean spread 
Uound him are icy rocks; and loudly blow' 

An^T g teJmpLeStS on his naked head, [led " 
And ® reward the toils which to those summits 

This is splendidly written, no doubt—but 
3fth 'Vs n0t "T' and as i« delivered 
with much more than poetical earnestness, 
and recurs, indeed, in other forms in various 
parts of the volume, we must really be allowed 
to enter our dissent somewhat at large. With 
regard to conquerors, we wish with all our 

e s that the case were as the noble author 
represents it; but we greatly fear they are 
ha l l T UnhaPPy' nor half so much hated as they should be. On the contrary, it 
seems plain enough that they are very com
monly idolised and admired, even by those 
on whom they trample; and we suspect 
moreover, that m general they actually pass 
thfir V"16 ratber agreeably, and derive con
siderable satisfaction from the ruin and deso
lation of the world. From Macedonia's mad
man to the Swede—from Nimrod to Bonaparte 
the hunters of men have pursued their sport' 
with as much gaiety, and as little remorse, as 
the hunters of other animals—and have lived 
comfnrfJhl5' I days of action> and as 
nLhett their repose, as the followers 

t [ pursuits. For this, and for the fame 
which they have generally enjoyed, they are 
obviously indebted to the great interests con 
nected with their employment, and the men-
hazards Tt^. wh'ch belo"gs to ^ hopes and 
the n.lfo , VOUld be strange, therefore, if 
the other active, but more innocent spirits 
whom Lord Byron has here placed 
same predicament, and who share all 
therifS 1 enJ°ym®nti without the guilt and 
the haidness which they cannot fail of con 
tracting should be more miserable or more 
unfnended than those splendid curses of their 
n vr 11 would be 1**** and 
fhn u' ? m°St Preoious gifts of Providence 
should produce only unhappiness, and man 
factorl?ard ^ h°Stilit>'tbeir ben": 

Pi-IT? <J° n,0t be'ieve in any such prodimes. 
in f v.anfty and ambition may indeed load' 
n h?nSh ond restIess efforts-to jealousies 

in) It' a" i-0 mortification—but these' are 
ahirt' T effects when united to inferior 
tua !vT • .1S not,those.' m short, who ac-

merits by „hJ, th„ ,™»p1 
appointments, that may be clearlv tm ^ 
l°fttflf°hf f°fStnius' but.its defect. ' 
that the masterUsnpi'ritVseof dingT 
ways escaped the' unhappinessXcfe 
supposed to be the inevitable lot of evtraord? 
ary talents, and that this strange tax upon | 

genius has only been levied from .1. 
held the secondary shares of it iu He 
great powers of mind have eenTn"' !'U'J 
cheerful, social, and indulgent • wh 
dency to sentimental whining or fi.7 a leD" 
erance, may be ranked among th ®,ti" 
symptoms of little souls and inferior8crts! 

lects. In the whole list of our English 
we can only remember Shenstone <;POeis> 
—two, certainly, of the lowest—Jl ^ 
querulous and discontented. CowW T' 
used to call himself melancholy Jl'i*-
not 111 earnest; and, at any rate J?Iff 
conceits and affectations; and hasnmh lt; 

make us proud of him! Shakesnel 
greatest of them all, was evidently 0f a f 
and joyous temperament;—and so was ft 
cer, their common master. The sim 
position appears to have nredomm . 1 
Fletcher, Jonson, and their great Zi K 

raries. The genius of Milton partook 
thing of the austerity of the party toThi?t 
belonged, and of the controversiesh£ 
he was involved; but even when fallen? 
evil days and evil tongnes, his spirit seel 
have  r e t a ined  i t s  s e r en i t y  a s  we l l  a s  i t -  V '  
mty; and in his private life, a^well a nt' 
poetry, the majesty of a fiigh charar » 
tempered with greal sweetne? £S„1 
gences, and practical wisdom.' In the Z' 
tfn egeom P°ets were but too gay • and 
though we forbear to speak of Jivine author, 
we know enough of them to say with S 
dence, that to be miserable or to be hated'? 
not now, any more than heretofore, the S 
mon lot of those who excel. ' 

If this, however, be the case with poet? 
confessedly the most irritable and fantastic 
of all men of gemus-and of poets, too bred 
f"d born m the gloomy climate of England 
their fllln th°Se who S3 their fellows 111 other ways, or in other regions, 
Wme Socm?^ d'Stb,guJshed unhappLss^ 
Dhlls Offr Plat0'the greatest philoso-

nrtlL antiquity, remarkable for unsocial 
gloomy tempers 1-was Bacon, the greatest 

or Traf" tlmeS ?~W3S Sir Thomas Wore-
Newtln ~?r ?uT~or Voltaire?—was 
HenrvVT) Fene]o" '-was Francis I, or 
Q 2 **ie Pa[agon of kings and conquer-
vullTT F°kthf most ardent, and, in the 
men / Sse' ieast 6Uccessful of states-
donKf'e^r ?ne-' ,and men Jike these> are un-
worl ] v anc* boast of the 

Ye the>-e was no alloy of misan 
notWJ:-8 Z0mm lheir genius- Thev^' 

npU fm f men theyhad surpassed; ant 
neitnei feared nor experienced their hostility. 
^ me etiactors they might have, from envy 

misapprehension : but7 beyond all doubt, 
me prevailing sentiments in respect to them 

ve a ways been those of gratitude and ad
miration ; and the error of public judgment, 

ere it has erred; has much oftener been to 
verrate than to undervalue the merits of 
ose w ho had claims on their good opinion, 
n e whole, we are far from thinking that 
minent men are actually happier than those 

•d i°-P'? through life in peaceful obscurity: 
u it is their eminence, and the consequences 
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of it; rather than the mental superiority by 
which it is obtained, that interferes with their 
enjoyment. Distinction, however won, usually 
leads to a passion for more distinction; and is 
apt to engage us in laborious efforts and anx
ious undertakings: and those, even when suc
cessful, seldom repay, in our judgment at 
least, the ease, the leisure, and tranquillity, 
of which they require the sacrifice : but it 
really passes our imagination to conceive, that 
the very highest degrees of intellectual vigour, 
or fancy, or sensibility, should of themselves 
be productive either of unhappiness or general 
dislike. 

Harold and his poet next move along the 
lovely banks of the Rhine, to which, and all 
their associated emotions, due honour is paid 
in various powerful stanzas. We pass on, 
however, to the still more attractive scenes 
of Switzerland. The opening is of suitable 
grandeur. 
" But these recede. Above me are the Alps, 

The palaces of Nature, whose vast walls 
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps, 
And throned Eternity in icy halls, 
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche—the thunderbolt of snow ! 
All that expands the spirit, yet appals, 
Gather around these summits, as to show 

How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain 
man below." 

On this magnificent threshold, the poet 
pauses, to honour the patriot field of Morat, 
and the shrine of the priestess of Aventicum; 
and then, in congratulating himself on his 
solitude, once more moralises his song with 
something of an apology for its more bitter 
misanthropies. 
"To fly from, need not be to bate mankind; 

All are not fit with them to stir and toil, 
Nor is it discontent to keep the mind 
Deep in its fountain, lest it overboil 
In the hot throng," &c. 

" The race of life becomes a hopeless flight 
To those that walk in darkness ; on the sea, 
The boldest steer but where their ports invite, 
But there are wanderers o'er Eternity [shall be. 

Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor'd ne'er 
Is it not better, then, to be alone, 
And love Earth only for its earthly sake? 
By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone, 
Or the pure bosom of its nursing lake, 
Which feeds it as a mother who doth make 
A fair but froward infant her own care, 
Kissing its cries away as these awake." 

The cliffs of Meillerie. and the groves 
of Clarens of course, conjure up the shade 
of Rousseau; whom he characterises very 
strongly, but charitably, in several enchant
ing stanzas;—one or two of which we shall 
cite as a specimen of the kindred rapture 
with which the Poet here honours the Apostle 
of Love. 
" His love was passion's essence ! As a tree 

On fire by lightning, with ethereal flame 
Kindled he was, and blasted ; for to be 
Thus, and enamour'd, were in him the same. 
But his was not the love of living dame, 
Nor of the dead who rise upon our dreams, 
But of ideal beauty ; which became 
In him exisrence, and o'erflowing teems [seems. 

. ong his burning page, distemper'd though it 

This breath'd itself to life in Julie, this 
Invested her with all that's wild and sweet," &c. 

"Clarens! sweet Clarens, birth-place of deep 
Love! 

Thine air is the young breath of passionate 
thought! 

Thy trees take root in Love ; the snows above 
The very Glaciers have his colours caught, 
And sun-set into rose-hues sees them wrought 
By rays which sleep there lovingly ! The rocks, 
The permanent crags, tell here of Love; who 

sought 
In them a refuge from the worldly shocks, 

Which stir and sting the soul with hope that woos, 
then mocks. 

" All things are here of him ; from the black pines, 
Which are his shade on high, and the loud roar 
Of torrents, where he listeneih, to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to the 

shore, 
Where the bow'd waters meet him, and adore, 
Kissing his feet with murmurs ; and the wood, 
The covert of old trees, with trunks all hoar, -
But light leaves, young as joy, stands where it 

stood, 
Offering to him and his, a populous solitude." 

Our readers may think, perhaps, that there 
is too much sentiment and reflection in these 
extracts; and wish for the relief of a little 
narrative or description : but the truth is, that 
there is no narrative in the poem, and that all 
the descriptions are blended with the expres
sion of deep emotion. The following picture, 
however, of an evening calm on the Jake of 
Geneva, we think, must please even the lov
ers of pure description— 
" Clear, placid Leman ! thy contrasted lake, 

With the wide world I dwelt in, is a thing 
Which warns me, with its stillness, to forsake 
Earth's troubled waters for a purer spring. 
This quiet sail is a noiseless wing 
To waft me from distraction ! Once I lov'd 
Torn ocean's roar; but thy soft murmuring 
Sounds sweet, as if a sister's voice reprov'd, 

That I with stern delights should e'er have been 
so mov'd. 

" It is the hush of night ; and all between 
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet clear, 
Mellow'd and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 
Save darken'd Jura, whose capt heights appear 
Precipitously steep ! and drawing near, 
There breathes a living fragrance from the shore, 
Of flowers yet fresh with childhood ; on the ear 
Drops the light drip of the suspended oar, [more ! 

Or chirps the grasshopper one good-night carol 
'•At intervals, some bird from out the brakes, 

Starts into voice a moment, then is still. 
There seems a floating whisper on the hill; 
But that is fancy !—for the starlight dews 
All silently their tears of love instil, 
Weeping themselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into nature's breast the spirit of her hues." 

The following sketch of a Midsummer 
night's thunder storm in the same sublime 
region, is still more striking and original— 
" The sky is chang'd !—and such a change ! Oh 

night, [strong! 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous 
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along, 
From peak to peak, the rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder ! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hath foand a tongue, 
And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 
Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud . 
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And this is in the night:—Most glorious nio-ht! 
1 hou wert not sent for slumber ! let me be° 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight,— 
A portion of the tempest and of thee ! 
a°Y u16 ^ s'1^nes' a phosphoric sea! 
And the big rain comes dancing to the earth ! 
And now again 'tis black,—and now, the glee 
Ut the loud hills shake with its mountain-mirth." 

In passing Ferney and Lausanne, there is a 
fine account of Voltaire and Gibbon : but we 
have room for but one more extract, and must 

n® i! 'i°m 'I16 oharaoteristic reflections with 
which the piece is concluded. These, like 
most of the preceding, may be thought to 
savour too much of egotism: But this is of 
the essence of such poetry; and if Lord By
ron had only been happier, or in better hu-
mour with the world, we should have been 
delighted with the confidence he has here 
K1 jn his readers :_as it is, it sounds too 
like the last disdainful address of a man who 
is about to quit a world which has ceased to 
ofVpierre—t,a0tl0nS~like 'h® resolute speech 

" A°„Vh'S vile WOrld and Ihave long been jangling 
And cannot part on better terms Than 

The reckoning, however, is steadily and 
himself™ ® ' 7 he doeS »ot spare hnnself we must say that the world comes 
ff much the worst in the comparison The 

passage is very singular, and written with 
much force and dignity. 

RpnS prloceeded in a theme 
Renew d with no kind auspices.—To feel 
We are not what we have been, and to deem 
We are not what we should be and to sted 
The heart against itself; and to conceal, 
With a proud caution, love, or hate or kimht — 
^sion or feefing, purpose, grief or'zeal — 

Jo lis idolatries a patient knee,— 

^wor^ipo^L^ho. '°CheeVw°d' a'°Ud 

"bSk 'p&wxfc,r" ~ • 

dream." ' nd haPPmess no 

tremelyteau?ifuia-but°f Ae P°®m are ex" 
in the resolution 'that nrT si^® lmmoveaWe 
shall ever give 'addifim° 1 llr®"' °f 0urs 

subjects of Ihich theyTeatP 10Uy f° tlle 

can afford but a short account 
is a ruined castle on the Lake of n 

d»»geo„ of which three lalla^S * 
were confined, each chained to o lhers 

pillar, till, after long years of an Parate 

cold floor of the prison. The eldest waS at 

length liberated, when worn out 
and misery—and is supposed in h; 
liberty, to tell, in this poem, 77 
his imprisonment. The picture of,k 
feelings, when bound apart in 
tomb, and of the gradual sinf Vl •? 
cheery fortitude, is full of pity and agj 

" we COuI^ not move a si"gle pace • '' 
We could not see each other's face 
But. with that pale and livid lio}lt ' 
I hat made us strangers in our sieht • 

And thus together-yet apart, g ' 
Fetter d m hand, and pm'd in heart • 
1 was still some solace in the dearth 

Of the pure elements of earth 
Jo hearken to each other's speech 
And each turn comforter to each ' 
Wnh some new hope, or legend old 
Or song heroically bold ; ' 
But even these at length grew cold! 
Our voices took a dreary tone 
An echo of the dungeon-stone' 

A grating sound—not full and free 
As they of yore were wont to be 
It might be fancy—but to me ' 

1 hey never sounded like our own." 

The return to the condition of the vonnm> 
brother, the blooming Benjamin of the famil 
is extremely natural and affecting. ': 

" I was the eldest of the three 
And io uphold and cheer the rest 
1 °"£ht !,° do-and did my best;' 
And each did well in his degree. 
J he youngest, whom my father lov'd 
Because our mother's brow was giv'n 
To him with eyes as blue as heav'n 
And . t m>r.S0Lul.was sorely mov'd; 
And truly might it be distrest 
Jo see such bird in such a nest: 
f °r, he was beautiful as day— 
(When day was beautiful to me 
7'°y°u"g eagles, being free)-
And thus he was as pure and bright, 
And in his natural spirit gay, 
With tears (or nought but other's ills; 
And then they flow'd like mountain rills. 

of Thit gentIe and gradual extinction 
hLnff3!0"^® ®',IS them°st tender and beautiful passage in the poem. 

" Sr" he: th.e,fav°"te and the flow'r, 
Most cherish d since his natal hour, 
His mother s image in fair face, 
J he infant love of all his race, 
His martyr'd father's dearest thought, 
My latest care, for whom I sought 
? ° hoard ™Y he, that his might be 
Hess wretched now, and one day free! 
He, too, who yet had held untir'd 
A spirit natural or inspir'd— 
He, too was struck! and day by day 
Was wither d on the stalk away 
He faded ; and so calm and meek, 
g° 80(1 y worn, so sweetly weak, 
bo tearless, yet so tender—kind, 
w" ugr!fVcd fbr.'hose he left behind: 

i h all the while a cheek whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb, 
Whose tints as gently sunk away 

•As a departing rainbow's ray— 
An eye of most transparent light, 

nat almost made the dungeon bright, 
And not a word of murmur ! not 
A groan o'er his untimely Jot,— 
A. little talk of better days, 
A little hope my own to raise, 
f°r l was sunk in silence—lost 
In this last loss, of all the most; 
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And then the sighs he would suppress 
Of fainting nature's feebleness, 
More slowly drawn, grew less and less ! 
I listen'd, but I could not hear !— 
I call'd, for I was wild with fear ; 
I call'd, and thought I heard a sound— 
I burst my chain with one strong bound, 
And rush'd to him !—I found him not, 
1 only siirr'd in this black spot, 
I only liv'd—I only drew 
Th' accursed breath of dungeon-dew." 

After this last calamity, he is allowed to he 
at large in the dungeon. 

44 And it was liberty to stride 
Alo g my cell from side to side, 
And up and down, and then athwart, 
And tread it over every part; 
And round the pillars one by one, 
Returning where my walk begun, 
Avoiding only, as I trod, 
My brothers' graves without a sod.' 

He climbs up at last to the high chink that 
admitted the light to his prison; and looks 
out once more on the long-remembered face 
of nature, and the lofty forms of the eternal 
mountains. 
441 saw them—and they were the same, 

They were not chang'd like me in frame ; 
I saw their thousand years of snow 
On hi^h—their wide long lake below, 
And the blue Rhone in fullest flow; 
I heard the torrents leap and gush 
O'er channell'd rock and broken bush ; 
I saw the white-wall'd distant town, 
And whiter sails go skimming down; 
And then there was a little isle, 
Which in my very face did smile, 

The only one in view ; 
A small green isle ; it seem'd no more, 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor, 
But in it there were three tall trees, 
And o'er it blew the mountain breeze, 
And by it there were waters flowing, 
And on it there were young flow'rs growing, 

Of gentle breath and hue. 
The fish swam by the castle wall, 
And they seem'd joyous, each and all; 
The eagle rode the rising blast; 
Methought he never flew so fast 
As then to me he seem'd to fly." 
The rest of the poems in this little volume, 

are less amiable—and most of them, we fear, 
have a personal and not very charitable ap
plication. One, entitled " Darkness," is free 
at least from this imputation. It is a grand 
and gloomy sketch of the supposed conse
quences of the final extinction of the Sun and 
the Heavenly bodies—executed, undoubtedly, 
with great and fearful force—but with some
thing of German exaggeration, and a fantas
tical selection of incidents. The very con
ception is terrible, above all conception of 
known calamity—and is too oppressive to the 
imagination, to he contemplated with pleas
ure, even in the faint reflection of poetry. 

44 The icy earth 
Swung blind and blackening in the moonless air." 

Cities and forests are burnt, for light and 
warmth. 
44 The brows of men by the despairing light 
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 
The flashes fell upon them ! Some lay down 
And hid their eyes and wept ; and some did rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smil'd ' 

And others hurried to and fro, and fed 
Their funeral piles with fuel, and look'd up 
With mad disquietude on the dull sky, 
The pall of a past world ! and then again 
With curses cast them down upon the dust, 
And gnash'd their teeth, and hovvl'd !" 

Then they eat each other: and are extin
guished ! 
44 The world vvas void, 
The populous and the powerful was a lump, 
Seasonless, herbiess. treeless, manless, lifeless— 
A lump of death—a chaos of hard clay ! 
The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still, 
And nothing stirr'd within their silent depths ; 
Ships sailorless lay rotting on the sea, [dropp'd 
And their masts fell down piecemeal: As they 
They slept on the abyss without a surge— 
The waves were dead ; the tides were in their grave, 
The moon their mistress had expir'd before ; 
The winds were wither'd in the stagnant air, 
And the clouds perish'd ; Darkness had no need 
Of aid from them—She was the universe." 

There is a poem entitled "The Dream," 
full of living pictures, and written with great 
beauty and genius—but extremely painful— 
and abounding with mysteries into which we 
have no desire to penetrate. "The Incant
ation" and " Titan" have the same distressing 
character—though without the sweetness of 
the other. Some stanzas to a nameless friend, 
are in a tone of more open misanthropy. This 
is a favourable specimen of their tone and 
temper. 
44 Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 

Though woman, thou didst not forsake, 
Though lov'd, thou foreborest to grieve me, 

Though slander'd, thou never couldst shake,— 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 

Though parted, it was not to fly, 
Though watchful, 'twas not to defame me, 

Nor mute, that the world might belie." 

Beautiful as this poetry is, it is a relief at 
last to close the volume. We cannot maintain 
our accustomed tone of levity, or even speak 
like calm literary judges, in the midst of these 
agonisingtraces of a wounded and distempered 
spirit. Even our admiration is at last swal
lowed up in a most painful feeling of pity and 
of wonder. It is impossible to mistake these 
for fictitious sorrows, conjured up for the pur
pose of poetical effect. There is a dreadful 
tone of sincerity, and an energy that cannot 
be counterfeited, in the expression of wretch
edness and alienation from human kind, which 
occurs in every page of this publication ; and 
as the author has at last spoken out in his own 
person, and unbosomed his griefs a great deal 
too freely to his readers, the offence now 
would be to entertain a doubt of their reality. 
We certainly have no hope of preaching him 
into philanthropy and cheerfulness : but it is 
impossible not to mourn over such a catas
trophe of such a mind; or to see the prodigal 
gifts of Nature, Fortune, and Fame, thus 
turned to bitterness, without an oppressive 
feeling of impatience, mortification, and sur
prise. Where there are such elements, how
ever, it is equally impossible to despair that 
they may yet enter into happier combinations, 
—or not to hope this "that puissant spirit" 

44 yet shall reascend 
Self-rais'd, and repossess its native seat." 

2 N 
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( N o v t m b  

Lcilla RooJch; an Oriental Romance. By THC 

THERE is a great deal of our recent poetrv 
denved from the East: But this is theO 
Orientalism we have had yet. The land of 
toe bun has never shone out so brightly on the 
children of the North—nor the sweets of Asia 
been p0ured iorth. nor her gorgeousness dis! 
Eufone80 Th T y!° the de%hted senses of Europe. The beauteous forms, the dazzling 
splendours, the breathing odours of the East" 
seem at last to have found a kindred poet in' 
that green isle of the West; whose Genius 
has long been suspected to be derived from a 
r t P = m e r , r , :  a , n d  n o w  w a n t ° n s  a n d  l u x u r i -

fl . , e v°luptuous regions, as if it felt 
men/1 // -at §dl regained its' native ele-
? nir 1S amazing; indeed, how much at 
M™eAnf,M001'e,ie<lmS t0 be in Itldia> Persia, 
1/ atit alTf'h i -W pUr?ly and stl'ictly Asiatic all the colouring and imagery of his 
book appears. He is thoroughly embued with 
the character of the scenes to which he trans
ports us; and yet the extent of his knowledge 
is less wonderful than the dexterity and am 
paient facility with which he has turned it to 
account, in the elucidation and embellishment 
of his poetry. There is not, in- the volume 
ow before us, a simile or description, a name 

beWs tn'p 7' °r allusion of romance which 
belongs to European experience; or does not 
ndicate an entire familiarity with the life the 

ad nature, and the learning of the East 
fpr^/I"6 iSe Jaric ornaments thinly scat 
W, ° m nP u show- Ther are showered 

for its rtohMss.WhlCh 18 Chiefly distinguished 
tIl 2Ye w°uld confine this remark, however to 
he descriptions of external objects and thp 

allusions to literature and history^ to what 

considerate and t y °f ra£.0na1' ^nourable, 1 

helong-ani noU^theancb fdU^Pe' that ^ 
and profligacy of Asia r^lsflness> cruelty, SSLE 
iTaZon,wTsfould'T 

^VTh°f ^ropfi aifo thei^enuhie^e^^ndants" 

thinj, ^ ;LS7otK:rL-aTdrdinaryi,We 

which indicates in the author not n S?rnet^lln§" 
«ub™» „r talent, j 

U-, IS 17.) 

MAS MOORE. 4to. pp. 405.: London: igI7 

stitution of genius. While it is more sni 
m imagery (and for the most pan £ d'* 
good taste)—more rich in sparking./' • 
and original conceptions, and more fufcfc 
of exquisite pictures, both of all sorts o t! 
ties and virtues, and all sorts of suffer; Jf: 
crimes, than any other poem that has vetco/' 
before us; we rather think we speak th» f 
of most readers, when we add ffiar tk -i>e 

of the whole is to mingle a certain fee£ 
disappointment with that of admiral? ? 
excite admiration rather than anv 
sentiment of delight—to dazzle, more thaw/ 
enchant—and, in the end, more Si7 J 

startle the fancy, and fatigue the attention?' 
the constant succession of glitterino- • 
and high-strained emotions, than to m2 
a rising interest, or win a growing sympath 

- — "?•<—<«4% 

5e*'« m °?r eyes, is ihe tu.|S,rmili 
of its bnlhancy—the want of plainness «im 
phcity, and repose. We have heard it observe] 
by some very zealous admirers of Mr Moore's 

1V y?U Canr,0t open fhis book with-out finding a cluster of beauties in every J! 
Now, this is only another way of expre«n-> 
what we think its greatest defect. No work 
ed a'nd A °r PuFS' Sh°uld have detad/ ed and distinguishable beauties in everyone 
of them. No great work, indeed, should !* 
~ beauties: If it were perfect, it JS 
have but one; and that but faintly perceptible 
2 °? a.vifv of whole- "Look, 
J is perhaps the most finished 
and exquisite production of human art—the 

itlS a" eley?tion of a Grecian temple, in 
ornrmi slInPlioity- What penury of 
mament-wkt rejection of beauties of de-

Irio-'yi Waat masses of plain surface—what 
, n id. economical limitation to the useful and 
i^ei°eSSary • The cotta§'e of a peasant is 
scarcely more simple in its structure, and has 
vrW6Wer Parts ^at are superfluous. Yet 

I grandeur what elegance—what grace 
W C°™Ple'eness m the effect! The whole is 
Deautitul--because the beauty is in the whole: 

+ *? IS i merit in any of the parts, 
P ®P , ^tness and careful finishing, 

n rast this, now, with a Dutch pleasure-
ouse, or a Chinese—where every part is 

meant to be separately beautiful—and the re-
,11S nefi)rniity !—where there is not an inch 

ie surface that is not brilliant with varied 
C°J>Ur£ an .rou§ifi with curves and angles. -
ail^i effect of the whole is monstrous 
an offensive. We are as far as possible from 
meaning to insinuate that Mr. Moore's poetry 
is o this description. On the contrary, we 
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think his ornaments are, for the most part, 
truly and exquisitely beautiful; and the gene
ral design of his pieces very elegant and in
genious : All that we mean to say is, that 
there is too much ornament—too many insu
lated and independent beauties—and that the 
notice, and the very admiration they excite, 
hurt the interest of the general design; and 
not only withdraw our attention too importu
nately from it, but at last weary it out with 
their perpetual recurrence. 

It seems to be a law of our intellectual con
stitution, that the powers of taste cannot be 
permanently gratified, except by some sustain
ed or continuous emotion; and that a series, 
even of the most agreeable excitements, soon 
ceases, if broken and disconnected, to give any 
pleasure. No conversation fatigues so soon as 
that which is made up of points and epigrams; 
and the accomplished rhetorician, who 

4 
" could not ope 

His mouth, but out there flew a trope," 

must have been a most intolerable companion. 
There are some things, too, that seem so plainly 
intended for ornaments and seasonings only, 
that they are only agreeable, when sprinkled in 
moderation over a plainer medium. No one 
would like to make an entire meal on sauce pi-
quante; or to appear in a dress crusted over with 
diamonds; or to pass a day in a steam of rich 
distilled perfumes. It is the same with the 
glittering ornaments of poetry—with splendid 
metaphors and ingenious allusions, and all the 
figures of speech and of thought that consti
tute its outward pomp and glory. Now, Mr. 
Moore, it appears to us, is decidedly too lavish 
of his gems and sweets;—he labours under a 
plethora of wit and imagination—impairs his 
credit by the palpable exuberance of his pos
sessions, and would be richer with half his 
wealth. His works are not only of costly ma
terial and graceful design, but they are every
where glistening with small beauties and tran
sitory inspirations—sudden flashes of fancy, 
that blaze out and perish: like earth-born 
meteors that crackle in the lower sky, and un
seasonably divert our eyes from the great and 

4- lofty bodies which pursue their harmonious 
courses in a serener region. 

We have spoken of these as faults of style: 
But they could scarcely have existed in the 
style, without going deeper ; and though they 
first strike us as qualities of the composition 
only, we find, upon a little reflection, that the 
same general'character belongs to the fable, 
the characters, and the sentiments,—that they 
all sin alike in the excess of their means of 
attraction,—and fail to interest, chiefly by 
being too interesting. 

In order to avoid the debasement of ordi
nary or familiar life, the author has soared to 
a region beyond the comprehension of most 
of his readers. All his personages are so very 
beautiful, and brave, and agonising—so totally 
wrapt up in the exaltation of their vehement 
emotions, and withal so lofty in rank, and so 
sumptuous and magnificent in all that relates 
to their external condition, that the herd of 
ordinary mortals can scarcely venture to con

ceive of their proceedings, or to sympathise 
freely with their fortunes. The disasters to 
which they are exposed, and the designs in 
which they are engaged, are of the same am 
bitious and exaggerated character* and all 
are involved in so much pomp, and splendour, 
and luxury, and the description of their ex
treme grandeur and elegance forms so con
siderable a part of the whole work, that the 
less sublime portion of the species can with 
difficulty presume to judge of them, or to en
ter into the concernments of such very exqui
site persons. The incidents, in like manner, 
are so prodigiously moving, so excessively 
improbable, and so terribly critical, that we 
have the same difficulty of raising our senti
ments to the proper pitch for them;—and, 
finding it impossible to sympathise as we 
ought to do with such portentous occurrences, 
are sometimes tempted to withhold our sym
pathy altogether, and to seek for its objecRT 
among more familiar adventures. Scenes of 
voluptuous splendour and ecstasy alternate 
suddenly with agonising separations, atrocious 
crimes, and tremendous sufferings :—battles, 
incredibly fierce and sanguinary, follow close 
on entertainments incredibly sumptuous and 
elegant;—terrific tempests are succeeded by 
delicious calms at sea: and the land scenes 
are divided between horrible chasms and pre
cipices, and vales and gardens rich in eternal 
blooms, and glittering with palaces and tem
ples—while the interest of the story is main
tained by instruments and agents of no less 
potency than insanity, blasphemy, poisonings, 
religious hatred, national antipathy, demoni
acal misanthropy, and devoted love. 

We are aware that, in objecting to a work 
like this, that it is made up of such materials, 
we may seem to be objecting that it is made 
of the elements of poetry,—since it is no doubt 
true, that it is by the use of such materials 
that poetry is substantially distinguished from 
prose, and that it is to them it is indebted for 
all that is peculiar in the delight and the in
terest it inspires: and it may seem a little 
unreasonable to complain of a poet, that he 
treats us with the essence of poetry. We have 
already hinted, however, that it is not advisa
ble to live entirely on essences; and our ob
jection goes not only to the excessive strength 
of the emotions that are sought to be raised, 
but to the violence of their transitions, and the 
want of continuity in the train of feeling that 
is produced It may not be amiss, however, 
to add a word or two more of explanation. 

In the first place, then, if we consider how 
the fact stands, we shall find that all the great 
poets, and, in an especial manner, all the 
poets who chain down the attention of their 
readers, and maintain a growing interest 
through a long series of narrations, have been 
remarkable for the occasional familiarity, and 
even homeliness, of many of their incidents, 
characters and sentiments. This is the dis
tinguishing feature in Homer, Chaucer, Ari 
osto, Shakespeare, Dryden, Scott—and will be 
found to occur, we believe, in all poetry that 
has been long and extensively popular; or that 
is capable of pleasing very strongly, or stirring 
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very deeply, the common sensibilities of our 
nature. We need scarcely make an execu
tion for the lofty Lyric, which is so far from 
being generally attractive, that it is not even 
intelligible, except to a studious few—or for 
those solemn and devotional strains which de
rive their interest from a still higher princi
ple : But in all narrative poetry—in all long 
pieces made up of descriptions and advem 
tures it seems hitherto to have been an indis-
S*co"(1,llo» of 'heir success, that most 
of the persons and events should bear a con 
siderable resemblance to those which we mee 
with m ordinary life; and, though more ani
mated and important than to be of daily oc
currence, should not be immeasurably exalted 

It should be almost enough to settle the 
question, that such is the fact—and that no 
narrative poetry has ever excited a great in- j 
terest, where the persons were too much puri- I 
fied from the vulgar infirmities of our natore 

lrlc|dents too thoroughly purged of all 
that is ordinaryor familiar. But the slightes 
refd uchT'i ,h<5 feelhlgS with whicL we read such poetry, must satisfy us as to the 
reason of our disappointment. It may be told 
theiT°- words.Writings of this kind revolt by 
their nnpiobabihty • and fatigue, by offering 

M our sympathies can] 
fienf Two things are necessary to 

_ive a fictitious narrative a deep and com 

that sufhnthleSt' ^at We should beJieve mat such things might have happened- and 
"Si":,1 s r" »•» ourselves, 01 to such persons as ourselves 
poetry of^hfeb amcbitio"sa»d overwrought poetry ot which we have been speaking ™ 
feel perpetually, that there could haveteen 
we sucb peoP]e, and no such occurrences as 
we are there called upon to feel for: and that 

wthave never 

Snsofa fchefS'nT84 I 

mBlifps 
tion, in great emerand admira" 
fluence f l b«K Under tbe 

are, after all ourLnZ*Sf 
the same flesh and blood with n i° 
acting. and acted nnrm > ourselves, and 
cw.r .f «»?t«urn'wfic?r,o,Ti3-
the effect of their suffering mdeed, 
would be entirely lost uponafs ! exploits 
be without any scale by which to est™ sbou,)d 

magnitude of'the temptations they had to re!, 

J sist, or the energies thev hail o 
make us aware of the altitude off "ed T" 
it is absolutely necessary to shn, m?UlUa ' 
from which it ascends. 
see nothing but the table land at A D 

effect will be no greater than if w. h°Pjlile 

mamed on the humble level 0fA f r"-
except that it will be more loneL 1,1?''^ 
inhospitable. And thus it ifiC'f a'«l 
aggerating the heroic qualities nf hf • ei" 
become as uninteresting as if thev°f: fe-v 

such qualities—that by strikni " d 60 

weaknesses and vulgar infiiw 0se 

identify them with ordinary mortal! 
only cease to interest ordinary mortals k 7 "j: 

to excite their admiration o,Cp f 
pear merely as strange inconceivable h b 

m whom superhuman energy and reLf^ 
are no more to be wondered at A. rfnnemt:,: 
offlyhiginaneagle^^1 

The wise ancient who observed th 
a man himself, he could not but take7 ? 

est ,n every thing that related^XtfTt 
have confirmed his character forfvfZt 
adding, that for the same reason he could >!' 
no interest 111 any thine* else TK 1 

mg, after all, that CfverLh f^'f-
the feelings of creatures like ourseivr- J 

as&tis&$S& 
more obviously the same. 

ngels of later poets, are nothing but human 
asThe^m01' ^ JraSt °nl>'intetest 

what hind of Atorylie^ould rnake'of'tKd6 

oToZ^ f 861 °f ^ "h° «« 
-Who were m a1}; ofits general attribute, 

(i.a : . e incapable, for instance of the 
and hegwfil f °t ^ Pain> or 

J • Wdl find> ,hat instead of becoming 
of thn«f ng-and a by getting rid 
1-tofi8 lnfirmitiesj they become utterly i„. 

gnificant, and indeed in a great degree in-

iCmlr t ?r' t0 COme a little closer 10 

the tfnif1" e6:"S> and not t0 S° beH 
a tile to i°0mm°n exPerience-Suppose 
i ' ' ?l ed °n refined notions of delicate 

KPUnCtll10US integrity; to be told to a 
o scene, brutal and plundering savages 

trv 1i^Ven ^1 ^.e ^mits of Ihe same cowi-
pnn\f * a ?oera? turning upon the jealousies of 
court intrigue, the pride of rank, and the cabals 
thp statesmen, were put into 
he hands of village maidens or clownish la-

rers? 1S n°t obvious that the remoteness 
tL • ,e manners? characters and feelings from 
vnbW*11' W0U] ^rst surPrise, and then re-

hem—and that the moral, intellectual 
ana adventitious Superiority of the personages 
onceined, would, instead of enhancing the 

-i mes , entirely destroy it, and very speedily 
' mguish all sympathy with their passions, 
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and all curiosity about their fate 1—Now, what I meet her enamoured bridegroom in the de-
gentlemen and ladies are to a ferocious savage, I lightful valley of Cashmere. The prooress 
nr r\nhfimor»r. J • _ j* ! r .i • ^ or politicians and princesses to an ordinary 
rustic, the exaggerated persons of such poetry 
as we are now considering, are to the ordinary 
readers of poetry. They do not believe in 
the possibility of their existence, or of their 
adventures. They do not comprehend the 
principles of their conduct; and have no 
thorough sympathy with the feelings that are 
ascribed to them. 

We have carried this speculation, we be
lieve, a little too far—and, with reference to 
the volume before us, it \vrould be morp cor
rect perhaps to say, that it had suggested these 
observations, than that they are strictly ap
plicable to it. For though its faults are cer
tainly of the kind we have been endeavouring 
to describe, it would be quite unjust to char
acterise it by its faults—which are beyond all 
doubt less conspicuous than its beauties. 
There is not only a richness and brilliancy of 
diction and imagery spread over the whole 
work, that indicate the greatest activity and 
elegance of fancy in the author; but it is 
everywhere pervaded, still more strikingly, 
by a strain of tender and noble feeling, poured 
out with such warmth and abundance, as to 
steal insensibly on the heart of the reader, 
and gradually to overflow it with a tide of 
sympathetic emotion. There are passages 
indeed, and these neither few nor brief, over 
which the very Genius of Poetry seems to 
have breathed his richest enchantment— 
where the melody of the verse and the beauty 
of the images conspire so harmoniously with 
the force and tenderness of the emotion, that 
the whole is blended into one deep and bright 
stream of sweetness and feeling, along which 
the spirit of the reader is borne passively 
away, through long reaches of delight. Mr. 
Moore's poetry, indeed, where his happiest 
vein is opened, realises more exactly than that 
of any other writer, the splendid account 
which is given by Comus of the song of 

" His mother Circe, and the Sirens three, 
Amid the flowery-kirtled Naiades, 
Who, as they sung, would take the prison'd soul, 
And lap it in Elysium !" 

And though it is certainly to be regretted 
that he should so often have broken the mea
sure with more frivolous strains, or filled up 
its intervals with a sort of brilliant falsetto, it 
should never be forgotten, that bis excellences 
are at least as peculiar to himself as his faults, 
and, on the whole, perhaps more characteristic 
of his genius. 

The volume before us contains four sepa
rate and distinct poems—connected, however, 
and held together " like orient pearls at ran
dom strung," by the slender thread of a slight 
prose story, on which they are all suspended, 
and to the simple catastrophe of which they 
in some measure contribute. This airy and 
elegant legend is to the following effect. 
Lalla Rookh, the daughter of the great Au-
rengzebe, is betrothed to the young king of 
Bucharia; and sets forth, with a splendid 
train of Indian and Bucharian attendants, to 

57 

of this gorgeous cavalcade, and the beauty 
of the country which it traverses, are exhibit
ed with great richness of colouring and pic
turesque effect; though in this, as well as in 
the other parts of the prose narrative, a cer
tain tone of levity, and even derision, is fre
quently assumed—not very much in keeping, 
we think, with the tender and tragic strain of 
poetry of which it is the accompaniment— 
certain breakings out, in short, of that mock
ing European wit, which has made itself 
merry with Asiatic solemnity, ever since the 
time of the facetious Count Hamilton—but 
seems a little out of place in a miscellany, 
the prevailing character of which is of so 
opposite a temper. To amuse the languor, 
or divert the impatience of the royal bride, in 
the noon-tide and night-halts of her luxurious 
progress, a young Cashmerian poet had been 
sent by the gallantry of the bridegroom; and 
recites, on those occasions, the several poems 
that form the bulk of the volume now before 
us. Such is the witchery of his voice and 
look, and such the sympathetic effect of the 
tenderGales which he recounts, that the poor 
princess, as was naturally to be expected, 
tails desperately in Jove with him before the 
end of the journey; and by the time she 
enters the lovely vale of Cashmere, and sees 
the glittering palaces and towers prepared 
for her reception, she feels that she would 
joyfully forego all this pomp and splendour, 
and fly to the desert with her adored Fera-
morz. The youthful bard, however, has now 
disappeared from her side; and she is sup
ported, with fainting heart and downcast 
eyes, into the hated presence of her tyrant! 
when the voice of Feramorz himself bids her 
be of good cheer—and, looking up, she sees her 
beloved poet in the Prince himself! who had 
assumed this gallant disguise, and won her 
young affections, without deriving any aid 
from his rank or her engagements. 

The whole story is very sweetly and gaily 
told ; and is adorned with many tender as 
well as lively passages—without reckoning 
among the latter the occasional criticisms of 
the omniscient Fadladeen, the magnificent 
and most infallible grand chamberlain of the 
Haram — whose sayings and remarks, we 
cannot help observing, do not agree very well 
with the character which is assigned him— 
being for the most part very smart, senten
tious, and acute, and by no means solemn, 
stupid, and pompous, as was to have been 
expected. Mr. Moore's genius, however, we 
suppose, is too inveterately lively, to make it 
possible for him even to counterfeit dulness 
We come at last, however, to the poetry. 

The first piece, which is entitled " The 
Veiled Prophet of Khorassan," is the longest, 
we think, and certainly not the best, of the 
series. It has all the faults which we have, 
somewhat too sweepingly, imputed to the 
volume at large; and it was chiefly, indeed, 
with a reference to it, that we made those 
introductory remarks, which the author will 
probably think too much in the spirit of the 

2 N 2 
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page Chamberlain. The story, which is not 
in all its parts extremely intelligible, is 
founded on a notice, in D'Herbelot, of a da
ring impostor of the early ages of Islamism, 
who pretended to have received a later and 
more authoritative mission than that of the 
prophet, and to be destined to overturn all 
tyrannies and superstitions on the earth, and 
to rescue all souls that believed in him. To 
shade the celestial radiance of his brow, he 
always wore a veil of silver gauze, and was 
at last attacked by the Caliph, and extermi
nated. with all his adherents. On this story, 
Mr. Moore has engrafted a romantic and not 
very probable tale of two young lovers, Azim 
and Zelica; the former of whom having been 
supposed to perish in battle, the grief of the 
latter unsettles her understanding; and her 
distempered imagination is easily inflamed 
by the mystic promises of the Veiled Prophet, 
which at length prevail on her to. join the 
troop of lovely priestesses who earn a blissful 
immortality in another world, by sharing his 
embraces upon earth. By what artful illu
sions the poor distracted maid was thus be
trayed to her ruin, is not very satisfactorily 
explained; only we are informed that she 
and the Veiled Apostle descended into a 
charnel-house, and took a mutual oath, and 
drank blood together, in pledge of their eter
nal union. At length Azim, who had not 
been slain, but made captive in battle, and 
had wandered in Greece till he had imbibed 
the love of liberty that inspired her famous 
heroes of old—hears of the proud promises 
of emancipation which Mokanna (for that 
was the prophet's name) had held out to all 
nations, and comes to be enrolled among the 
champions of freedom and virtue. On the 
day of his presentment, he is introduced into 
a scene of voluptuous splendour, where all the 
seducive influences of art and nature are in vain 
exerted to divert his thoughts from the love 
of Zelica and of liberty. He breaks proudly 
away from these soft enchantments, and finds 
a mournful female figure before him, in whom 
ne almost immediately recognises his long-
lost and ever-loved Zelica. The first moment 
of their meeting is ecstasy on both sides; but 
the unhappy girl soon calls to mind the un-
utteiable condition to which she is reduced 
and, in agony, reveals to him the sad story of 
her derangement, and of the base advantages 
that had been taken of it. Azim at first 
throws her from him in abhorrence, but soon 
turns, in relenting pity, and offers at last to 
rescue her from this seat of pollution. She 
listens with eager joy to his proposal, and is 
about to fly with him m the instant, when 
the dread voice of Mokanna thunders in her 
ear her oath of eternal fidelity. That terrible 
sound brings back her frenzy. She throws 
her lover wildly from her, and vanishes at 
once, amidst the dazzling lights of that un
holy palace. Azim then joins the approaching 
army of the Caliph, and leads on fcs force! 
against the impious usurper. Mokanna per
forms prodigies of valour—but is always borne 
back by the superior force and enthusiasm of 
Azim: and aiter a long course of horrors and I 

illusions, he- poisons the remnant of hi, 
herents, and himself plunges into a bath ^ 
such corrosive quality, as instantly to e«°f 

guish life, and dissolve all the element, 
the mortal frame. Zelica then covers he-" 
with his fatal veil, and totters out to the ^ 
parts, where, being mistaken for Mokav^ 
she rushes upon the spear of her Azim 
receives his forgiveness in death! while*?* 
survives, to pass the rest of his life in Co 
ual prayer and supplication for her errin^ SDj^ 
and dies at last upon her grave, in the h 
assurance of rejoining her in purity and bl-

It is needless to enlarge on the mrh-J* 
faults of this story, after the general obserr 
tions we hazarded at the outset. The ci' -
acter of Mokanna, as well as his power ami 
influence, is a mere distortion and extra" 
gance: But the great blemish is the corn 
tion of Zelica; and the insanity so mt 
tously alleged by the poet in excuse of 
Nothing less, indeed, could in any way 6 
count for such a catastrophe; and, after ai 
it is painful and offensive to the imaginatic-
The bridal oath, pledged with blood amo-
the festering bodies of the dead, is one of L 
overstrained theatrical horrors of the Germ-
school ; and a great deal of the theorist 
and argumentation which is intended to pat 
ate or conceal those defects, is obscure ar 
mcomprehensible. Rich as it is, in short.: 
fancy and expression, and powerful in some 
of the scenes of passion, we should have k! 
great doubts of the success of this volume, if 
it had all been of the same texture with the 
poem of which we are now speaking. 1>„ 
even there, there is a charm, almost irresisti
ble, in the volume of sweet sounds and bea:-
tiful images, which are heaped together witli 
luxurious profusion in the general texture of 
the style, and invest even the absurdities of 
the story with the graceful amplitude of the!' 
rich and figured veil. What, for instance, ca: 
be sweeter than this account of Azim's entry 
into this earthly paradise of temptations? 
''Meanwhile, through vast illuminated halls, 
Silent and bright, where nothing but the falls 
Of fragrant waters, gushing with cool sound 
From many a jasper fount, is heard around, 
Young Azim roams be wilder'd ; nor can guess 
What means this maze of light and loneliness! 
Here, the way leads, o'er tesselated floors 
Or mats of Cairo, through long corridors, 
W here, rang'd in cassolets and silver urns, 
^ weet wood of aloe or of sandal burns; 
And here, at once, the glittering saloon 
Bursts on his sight, boundless and bright as noor. 
Where, in the midst, reflecting back the rays 
In broken rainbows, a fresh fountain plays 
High as th' enamell'd cupola; which towers 
All rich with Arabesques of gold and flowers: 
And the mosaic floor beneath shines through 
The sprinkling of that fountain's silvery dew, 
Like the wet, glist'ning shells, of ev'ry dye; 
That on the margin of the Red Sea lie. 

" Here too he traces the kind visitings 
Of woman's love, in those fair, living things 
Of land and wave, whose fate—in bondage throws 
For their weak loveliness—is like her own! 
On one side gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water, brilliant as the crystal vase 
In which it undulates, small fishes shine, 
Like golden ingots from a fairy mine !— 
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While on the other, latticed lightly in 
V* ith odoriProus woods of Coniorin, 
Each brilliant bird that wings the air is seen 
Cay. sparkling loories, such as gleam between 
1 he crimson blossoms of the coral tree 
In the warm isles of India's sunny sea: 
rJr Crj^'J ^ue 8acred pigeon ; and the thrush 
Ui rlindostan, whose holy warblings gush, 
At evening, from the tall pagoda's top;— 
I hose golden birds that, in the spice-time, drop 
\\ru nt §arde»8' drunk with that sweet food 
\ JSU scen* hath lur'd them o'er the summer 

And those that under Araby's soft sun [flood ;— 
Fund their high nests of budding cinnamon." 

pp. 53—56. 
The warrior youth looks round at first with 

disdain upon those seductions, with which he 
supposes the sage prophet wishes to try the 
firmness of his votaries. 

" VV hile thus he thinks, still nearer on the breeze 
Come those delicious, dream-like harmonies, 
Each note of which but adds new, downy links 
'I o the soft chain in which his spirit sinks. 
He turns him tow'rd the sound ; and, far away 
Through a Jong vista, sparkling with the play 
Of countless lamps—like the rich track which Day 
Leaves on the waters, when he sinks from us; 
So long the path, its light so tremulous ;— 
He sees a group of female forms advance, 
Some chain'd together in the mazy dance 
By fetters, forg'd in the green sunny bowers, 
As they were captives to the King of Flowers," &c. 

" Awhile they dance before him ; then divide, 
Freaking, like rosy clouds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun— 
Till silently dispersing, one by one, 
Through many a path that from the chamber leads 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 
Their distant laughter comes upon the wind, 
And but one trembling nymph remains behind, 
Beck ning them back in vain,—for they are gone, 
And she is left in all that light, alone ! 
No veil to curtain o'er her beauteous brow, 
In its young bashfulness more beauteous now; 
But a light, golden chain-work round her hair 
Such as the maids of Yezd and Shiraz wear, 
While her left hand, as shrinkingly she stood, 
Held a small lute of gold and sandal wood, 
Which, once or twice, she touch'd with hurried 
Then took her trembling fingers off again, [strain, 
But when at length a timid glance she stole 
At Azim, the sweet gravity of soul 
She saw through all his features, calm'd her fear; 
And, like a half-tam'd antelope, more near, 
Though shrinking still, she came;—then sat her 
Lpon a musnud's edge, and bolder grown, [down 
In the pathetic mode of Ispahan 
Touch'd a preluding strain, and thus began:—" 

The following picture of the grand arma
ment of the Caliph shows the same luxuri
ance of diction and imagination, directed to 
different objects:— 
" Whose are the gilded tents that crowd the way, 
Where all was wa«ue and silent yesterday? 
This City of War which, in a few short hours, 
Hath sprung up here, as if the magic powers 
Of Him who, in the twinkling of a star, 
Built the high pillar'd halls ot Chilminar, 
Had conjur'd up, far as the eye can see, 
This world of tents and domes and sun-bright 

armory !— 
Princely pavilions, screen'd by many a fold 
Of crimson cloth, and topp'd with balls of gold ;— 
Steeds, with their housings of rich silver spun, 
Their chains and poitrels glitt'ring in the sun ; 
And camels, tufted o'er with Yemen's shells, 
Shaking in every breeze their light-ton'd bells ! 
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" Ne'er did the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ;—not ev'n when on his way 
To Mecca's Temple, when both land and sea 
Were spoil'd to feed the Pilgrim's luxury; 
W hen round him, mid the burning sands, he saw 
Fruits of the North in icy freshness thaw, 
And cool'd his thirsty lip, beneath the glow 
Of Mecca's sun, with urns of Persian snow :— 
Nor e'er did armament more grand than that 
Pour from the kingdoms of the Caliphat. 
First, in the van, the People of the Rock, 
On their light mountain steeds, of royal stock; 
Then, Chieftains of Damascus, proud to see 
The flashing of their swords' rich marquetry," &c. 

pp. 86—89. 
We can afford room now only for the con

clusion—the last words of the dying Zelica; 
which remind us of those of Campbell's Ger
trude—and the catastrophe of Azim, which 
is imaged in that of Southey's Roderick. 
" ' But live, my Azim ;—oh ! to call thee mine 
Thus once again !—my Azim—dream divine ! 
Live, if thou everlov'dst me, if to meet 
Thy Zelica hereafter would be sweet, 
Oh live to pray for her !—to bend the knee 
Morning and night before that Deity, 
To whom pure lips and hearts without a stain, 
As thine are, Azim, never breath'd in vain— 
And pray that He may pardon her—may take 
Compassion on her soul for thy dear sake, 
And, nought rememb'ring but her love to thee, 
Make her all thine, all His, eternally ! 
Go to those happy fields where first we twin'd 
Our youthful hearts together—every wind 
That meets thee there, fresh from the well-known 

flowers, 
Will bring the sweetness of those innocent hours 
Back to thy soul, and thou may'st feel again 
For thy poor Zelica as thou didst then. 
So shall thy orisons, like dew that flies 
To heav'n upon the morning's sunshine, rise 
With all love's earliest ardour to the skies !' 

Time fleeted ! Years on years had pass'd awav, 
And few of those who, on that mournful day " 
Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maiden's death, and the youth's agony, 
Were living still—when, by a rustic grave 
Beside the swift Amoo's transparent wave, 
An aged man, who had grown aged there 
By one lone grave, morning and night in prayer, 
For the last time knelt down ! And, though the 

shade 
Of death hung dark'ning over him, there play'd 
A gleam of rapture on his eye and cheek, 
That brighten'd even death—like the last streak 
Of intense glory on th' horizon's brim, 
When night o'er all the rest hangs chill and dim !— 
His soul had seen a Vision, while he slept ; 
She, for whose spirit he had pray'd and wept 
So many years, had come to him, all drest 
In angel smiles, and told him she was blest! 
For this the old man breath'd his thanks,—and 

died!— 
And there, upon the banks of that lov'd tide, 
He and his Zelica sleep side by side." 

pp. 121—123. 

The next piece, which is entitled Paradise 
and the Peri," has none of the faults of the 
preceding. It is full of spirit, elegance, and 
beauty; and, though slight enough in its struc
ture, breathes throughout a most pure and 
engaging morality. It is, in truth, little more 
than a mora] apologue, expanded and adorned 
by the exuberant fancy of the poet who recites 
it. The Peris are a sort of half-fallen female 
angels, who dwell in air, and live on perfumes; 
and, though banished for a time from Para-
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dise; go about in this lower world doing good. 
One of these—But it is as short, and much 
more agreeable, to give the author's own in
troduction. 
" One morn a Peri at the gate 

Of Eden stood, disconsolate ; 
And as she listen'd to the Springs 

Of Life within, like music flowing; 
And caught the light upon her wings 

Through the half-open portal glowing ! 
She wept to think her recreant race 
Should e'er have lost that glorious place !" 

p. 133. 
The Angel of the Gate sees her weeping, 

and— 
" 1 Nymph of a fair, but erring line !' 

Gently he said—' One hope is thine. 
'Tis written in the Book of Fate, 

The Peri yet may he forgiven 
Who brings to this Eternal Gate 

The gift that is most dear to Heaven ! 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin ;— 
'Tis sweet to let the Pardon'd in !' "-—p. 135. 

Full of hope and gratitude, she goes eagerly 
in search of this precious gift. Her first quest 
is on the plains of India—the luxuriant beauty 
of which is put in fine contrast with the havoc 
and carnage which the march of a bloody 
conqueror had then spread over them. The 
Peri comes to witness the heroic death of a 
youthful patriot, who disdains to survive the 
overthrow of his country's independence.— 
She catches the last drop which flows from 
his breaking heart, and bears that to heaven's 
gate, as the acceptable propitiation that was 
required. For 
" * Oh ! if there be, on this earthly sphere, 

A boon, an offering Heaven holds dear, 
'Tis the last libation Liberty draws 
From the heart that bleeds and breaks in her 

cause !' "—p. 140. 

The angel accepts the tribute with respect: 
But the crystal bar of the portal does not 
move! and she is told that something holier 
even than this, will be required as the price 
of her admission. She now flies to the 
source of the Nile, and makes a delightful but 
pensive survey of the splendid regions which 
it waters; till she finds the inhabitants of the 
lovely gardens of Rosetta dying by thousands 
of the plague—the selfish deserting their 
friends and benefactors, and the generous, 
when struck with the fatal malady, seeking 
some solitude where they may die without 
bringing death upon others. Among the lat
ter is a noble youth, who consoles himself, in 
the hour of his agony, with the thought, that 
his beloved and betrothed bride is safe from 
this mortal visitation. In the stillness of his 
midnight retreat, however, he hears a light 
step approaching. 

" 'lis she ! far off, through moonlight dim, 
He knew his own betrothed bride, 

She, who would rather die with him, 
4 han live to gain the world beside 

Her arms are round her lover now ! 
His livid cheek to hers she presses, 

And dips, to bind his burning brow,' 
In the cold lake her loosen'd tresses 

Ah ! once how little did he think ' 
An hour would come, when he should shrink 
With horror from that dear embrace," &c. 

" ' Oh ! let me only breathe the air 
The blessed air, that's breath'd by tW i 

And, whether on its wings it bear 6* 
Healing or death, 'tis sweet to me1 

There—drink my tears, while yet thevp 
Would that my bosom's blood were w' 

And, well thou know'st, I'd shed it all 
To give thy brow one minute's calm 

Nay, turn not from me that dear face-
Am I not thine—thy own lov'd bride— 

The one, the chosen one, whose place 
In life or death, is by thy side! ' 

When the stem dies, the leaf that grew 
Out of its heart must perish too! 
Then turn to me, my own love! turn 
Before like thee I fade and burn; 
Cling to these yet cool lips, and share 
The last pure life that lingers there!' 
She fails—she sinks !—as dies the lamp 
In charnel airs or cavern-damp, 
So quickly do his baleful sighs 
Quench all the sweet light of her eyes! 
One struggle—and his pain is past— 

Her lover is no longer living! 
One kiss the maiden gives,—one last, 

Long kiss—which she expires in giving." 
PP-146—14& 

The gentle Peri bids them sleep in m 
and bears again to the gates of heaven 
farewell sign of pure, self-sacrificing ; 
The worth of the gift is again admittedly 
pitying angel ; but the crystal bar stil: 
mams immovable ; and she is sent oncer, 
to seek a still holier offering. In passins 
the romantic vales of Syria, she sees a k 
child at play among dews and flowers, 
opposite to him a stern wayfaring man. res .. 
from some unhallowed toil, with the stanr; 
all evil passions and evil deeds on his fat: 
" But hark ! the vesper-call to prayer, 

As slow the orb of daylight sets, 
Is rising sweetly on the air, 

From Syria's thousand minarets! 
The boy has started from the bed 
Of flowers, where he had laid his head, 
And down upon the fragrant sod 

Kneels, with his forehead to the south 
Lisping th' eternal name of God 

From purity's own cherub mouth, 
And looking, while his hands and eyes 
Are lifted to the glowing skies, 
Like a stray babe of Paradise, 
Just lighted on that flowery plain, 
And seeking for its home again! 

" And how felt he, the wretched Man 
Reclining there—while mem'ry ran 
O'er many a year of guilt and strife? 
Flew o'er the dark flood of his life, 
Nor found one sunny resting place, 
Nor brought him back one branch of grace! 
* There was a time,' he said, in mild, 
Heart-humbled tones—' thou blessed child! 
When young and haply pure as thou, 
I look'd and pray'd like thee!—but now. 
He hung his head—each nobler aim 

And hope and feeling, which had slept 
From boyhood's hour, that instant came 

Fresh o'er him, and he wept—he wept!' 
pp. 156,157 

This tear of repentance is the accepts-
gift for the Peri's redemption. The gate? 
heaven fly open, and she rushes into the 
of immortality. 

"The Fire Worshippers" is the next in tt-
series, and appears to us to be indisputa-
the finest and most powerful. With all . 
richness and beauty of diction that belong -
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the best parts of Mokanna. it has a far more 
interesting story ; and is not liable to any of 
the objections we have been obliged to bring 
against the contrivance and structure of that 
leading poem. The outline of the story is 
short and simple.—A1 Hassan, the bigotted 
and sanguinary Emir of Persia, had long waged 
a furious and exterminating war against the 
votaries of the ancient religion of the land— 
the worshippers of Mithra, or his emblem, 
Fire—then and since designated by the name 
ot Ghebers. The superior numbers of the 
invader had overcome the heroic resistance 
of the patriots, and driven them to take refuge 
in a precipitous peninsula, cut off from the 
land by what was understood to be an im
passable ravine, and exposing nothing but 
bare rocks to the sea. In this fastness the 
scanty remnant of the Ghebers maintain them
selves, under the command of their dauntless 
leader, Hafed, who is still enabled, by sudden 
and daring incursions, to harass and annoy 
their enemy. In one of those desperate en
terprises, this adventurous leader climbs to 
the summit of a lofty cliff, near the Emir's 
palace, where a small pleasure-house had 
been built, in which he hoped to surprise this 
bigotted foe of his country; but found only 
his fair daughter Hinda, the loveliest and gen
tlest of all Arabian maids—as he himself ex
presses it. 
" He climb'd the gory Vulture's nest, 

And found a trembling Dove within !" 

This romantic meeting gives rise to a mu
tual passion—and the love of the fair Hinda 
is inevitably engaged, before she knows the 
name or quality of her nightly visitant. In the 
noble heart of Hafed, howrever, love was but 
a secondary feeling, to devotion to the free
dom and the faith of his country. His little 
band had lately suffered further reverses, and 
saw nothing now before them but a glorious 
self-sacrifice. He resolves, therefore, to tear 
all gentler feelings from his breast, and in one 
last interview to take an eternal farewell of 
the maid who had captivated his soul. In his 
melancholy aspect she reads at once, with the 
instinctive sagacity of love, the tidings of their 
approaching separation; and breaks out into 
the following sweet and girlish repinings:— 
" ' I knew, I knew it could not last— 

'Twas bright, 'twas heavenly—but 'tis past ! 
Oh ! ever thus, from childhood's hour, 

I've seen my fondest hopes decay ; 
I never lov'd a tree or flower, 

But 'twas the first to fade away. 
I never nurs'd a dear gazelle, 

To glad me with its soft black eye, 
But when it came to know me well, 

And love me, it was sure to die! 
Now too—the joy most like divine 

Of all I ever dreamt or knew, 
To see thee, hear thee, call thee mine,— 

Oh mis'ry ! must I lose that too ? 
Yet go !—on peril's brink we meet;— 

Those frightful rocks—that treach'rous sea— 
No, never come again—though sweet, 

Though heav'n, it may be death to thee.'" 
pp. 187, 188. 

When he smiles sternly at the idea of dan
ger, she urges him to join her father's forces, 

and earn her hand by helping him to root out 
those impious Ghebers whom he so much ab
hors. The spirit of the patriot bursts forth at 
this; and, without revealing his name or 
quality, he proudly avows , and justifies the 
conduct of that luckless sect; and then, re
lenting, falls into a gentler and more pathetic 
strain. 
" 1 Oh ! had we never, never met! 
Or could this heart e'en now forget! 
How link'd, how bless'd we might have been, 
Had fate not frown'd so dark between ! 
Hadst thou been born a Persian maid ; 

In neighb'ring valleys had we dwelt, 
Through the same fields in childhood play'd, 

At the same kindling altar knelt—-
Then, then, while all those nameless ties, 
In which the charm of Country lies, 
Had round our hearts been hourly spun, 
Till Tran's cause and thine were one ; 
While in thy lute's awak'ning sigh 
I heard the voice of days gone by, 
And saw in ev'ry smile of thine 
Returning hours of glory shine !— 
While the wrong'd Spirit of our Land [thee !— 

Liv'd, look'd. and spoke her wrongs through 
God ! who could then this sword withstand ? 

Its very flash were victory ! 
But now ! Estrang'd, divore'd for ever, 
Far as the grasp of Fate can sever; 
Our only ties what love has wove— 

Faith, friends, and country, sunder'd wide 
And then, then only, true to love, 

When false to all that's dear beside! 
Thy father Iran's deadliest foe— 
Thyself, perhaps, ev'n now—but no— 
Hate never look'd so lovely yet! 

No !—sacred to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could forget 

All but that bleeding land for thee ! 
When other eyes shall see, unmov'd, 

Her widows mourn, her warriors fall, 
Thou'It think how well one Gheber lov'd, 

And for his sake thou'It weep for all!" 
pp. 193, 194. 

He then starts desperately away; regains 
his skiff at the foot of the precipice, and 
leaves her in agony and consternation. The 
poet now proceeds to detail, a little more par
ticularly, the history of his hero; and recounts 
some of the absurd legends and miraculous 
attributes with which the fears of his enemies 
had invested his name. 

" Such were the tales, that won belief, 
And such the colouring fancy gave 

To a young, warm, and dauntless Chief,— 
One who. no more than mortal brave, 

Fought for the land his soul ador'd, 
For happy homes and altars free ; 

His only talisman, the sword,— 
His only spell-word, Liberty ! 

'Twas not for him to crouch the knee 
Tamely to Moslem tyranny ;— 
'Twas not for him, whose soul was cast 
In the bright mould of ages past, 
Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With all the glories of the dead ;— 
'Twas not for him, to swell the crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bow'd 
Before the Moslem, as he pass'd, 
Like shrubs beneath the poison-blast— 
No—far he fled—indignant fled 

The pageant of his country's shame ; 
While every tear her children shed 

Fell on his soul, like drops of flame ; 
And, as a lover hails the dawn 

Of a first smile, so welcom'd be 
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The sparkle of the first sword drawn 
For vengeance and for liberty !"—pp. 206, 207. 

The song then returns to Hinda— 
44 Whose life, as free from thought as sin, 

Slept like a lake, till Love threw in 
His talisman, and woke the tide, 
And spread its trembling circles wide. 
Once, Emir ! thy unheeding child, 
Mid all this havoc, bloom'd and smil'd,— 
Tranquil as on some battle-plain 

The Persian lily shines and towers, 
Before the. combat's reddening stain 

Has fall'n upon her golden flowers. 
Far other feelings Love has brought— 
Her soul all flame, her brow all sadness," &c. 

14 Ah ! not the Love, that should have bless'd 
So young, so innocent a breast! 
Not the pure, open, prosp'rous Love, 
That, pledg'd on earth and seal'd above, 
Grows in the world's approving eyes, 

In friendship's smile, and home's caress, 
Collecting all the hearts sweet ties 
^Into one knot of happiness !"—pp. 215—217. 

The Emir now learns, from a recreant pri
soner, the secret of the pass to the Gheber's 
retreat ; and when he sees his daughter faint 
with horror at his eager anticipation.of their 
final extirpation, sends her, in a solitary gal
ley, away from the scene of vengeance, to the 
quiet of her own Arabian home. 

4 And does the long-left home she seeks 
Light up no gladness on her cheeks ? 
The flowers she nurs'd—the well-known groves, 
Where oft in dreams her spirit roves— 
Once more to see her dear gazelles 
Come bounding with their silver bells ; 
Her birds' new plumage to behold, 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 
She left, all filleted with gold, 

Shooting around their jasper fount— 
Her little garden mosque to see, 

And once again, at ev'ning hour, 
To tell her ruby rosary, 

In her own sweet acacia bower.— 
Can these delights, that wait her now, 
Call up no sunshine on her brow ? 
No-—silent, from her train apart— 
As if ev'n now she felt at heart 
The chill of her approaching doom— 
She sits, all lovely in her gloom 
As a pale Angel of the Grave."—pp. 227, 228. 

Her vessel is first assailed by a violent 
tempest, and, in the height of its fury, by a 
hostile bark ; and her senses are extinguished 
with terror in the midst of the double conflict. 
At last, both are appeased—and her recollec-
tion is slowly restored. The following pas
sage appears to us extremely beautiful and 
characteristic:— 

" k°w beautiful comes on 
1 he stilly hour, when storms are gone : 
A hJen1vvaTring winds have died away, 
And clouds, beneath* the glancing ray, 
Melt off, and leave the land and sea 
bleeping in bright tranquillity-
Fresh as if Day again were born 
Again upon the lap of Morn ! ' 

When, 'stead of one unchanging breeze, 
There blow a thousand gentle airs? 
And each a different perfume bears 

As if the loveliest plants and trees 
Had vassal breezes of their own 
To watch and wait on them alone, 
And waft no other breath than theirs ! 

When the blue waters rise and fall 
In sleepy sunshine mantling all; 
And ev'n that swell the tempest leaves 
Is like the full and silent heaves 
Of lover's hearts, when newly blest • 
Too newly to be quite at rest!— ' 

44 Such was the golden hour that broke 
Upon the world, when Hinda woke 
From her long trance ; and heard around 
No motion but the water's sound 
Rippling against the vessel's side, 
As slow it mounted o'er the tide.— 
But where is she ?—Her eyes are dark 
Are wilder'd still—is this the bark, ' 
The same, that from Harmozia's bay 
Bore her at morn—whose bloody way 
The sea-dog tracks ?—No !—Strange andne. 
Is all that meets her wond'ring view 
Upon a galliot's deck she lies, 

Beneath no rich pavilion's shade, 
No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes, 

Nor jasmin on her pillow laid. 
But the rude litter, roughly spread 
With war-cloaks, is her homely bed, 
And shawl and sash, on javelins hung, 
For awning o'er her head are flung."-p'. 233-; 

She soon discovers, in short, that she is > 
captive in the hands of the Ghebers! a " 
shrinks with horror, when she finds that 
is to be carried to their rocky citadel, ar 
the presence of the terrible Hafed. The? 
ley is rowed by torchlight through frigfajj ' 
rocks and foaming tides, into a black abv 
of the promontory, where her eyes are k 
daged—and she is borne up a long and ru:v 
ascent, till at last she is desired to look 
and receive her doom from the formidak 
chieftain. Before she has raised her eyes, 
well known voice of her lover pronouncesk 
name; and she finds herself alone in the am; 
of her adoring Hafed ! The first emotion -
ecstasy.—But the recollection of her father'; 
vow and means of vengeance comes likei 
thundercloud on her joy;—she tells her lover 
of the treachery by which he has been sacri
ficed ; and urges him, with passionate eager
ness, to fly with her to some place of safety 
4 4 4 Hafed, my own beloved Lord,' 

She kneeling cries—4 first, last ador'd! 
If in that soul thou'st ever felt 

Half what thy lips impassion'd swore, 
Here, on my knees, that never knelt 

To any but their God before! 
I pray thee, as thou lov'st me, fly— 
Now, now—ere yet their blades are nigh. 
Oh haste !—the bark that bore me hither 

Can waft us o'er yon dark'ning sea 
East west—alas ! I care not whither, 

So thou art safe,—and I with thee ! 
Go where we will, this hand in thine, 

Those eyes before me beaming thus, 
Through good and ill, through storm and shine. 

The world's a world of love for us! 
On some calm, blessed shore we'll dwell, 
Where 'tis no crime to love too well!— 
Where thus to worship tenderly 
An erring child of light like thee 
Will not be sin—or, if it be, 
Where we rnav weep our faults away, 
Together kneeling, night and day,— 
Thou, for my sake, at Alla's shrine, 
And I—at any god's, for thine !' 

Wildly these passionate words she spoke-
Then hung her head, and wept for shame; 

Sobbing, as if a heart-string broke 
With ev'ry deep-heav'd sob that came. 

pp. 261,262. 
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Hafed is more shocked with the treachery 
to which he is sacrificed than with the fate to 
which it consigns him:—One moment he 
gives up to softness and pity—assures Hinda, 
with compassionate equivocation, that they 
shall soon meet on some more peaceful shore 

places her sadly in a litter, and sees her 
borne down the steep to the galley she had 
lately quitted, and to which she still expects 
that he is to follow her. He then assembles 
his brave and devoted companions—warns 
them of the fate that is approaching—and ex
horts them to meet the host of the invaders 
in the ravine, and sell their lives dearly to 
their steel. After a fierce, and somewhat too 
sanguinary combat, the Ghebers are at last 
borne down by numbers; and Hafed finds 
himself left alone, with one brave associate, 
mortally wounded like himself. They make 
a desperate effort to reach and die beside the 
consecrated fire which burns for ever on the 
summit of the cliff. 
44 The crags are red they've clamber'd o'er, 

The rock-weed's dripping with their gore— 
Thy blade too, Hafed, false at length," 
Now breaks beneath thy tott'ring strength— 
Haste, haste !—the voices of the Foe 
Come near and nearer from below— 
One effort more—thank Ileav'n ! 'tis past, 
They've gain'd the topmost steep at last, 
And now they touch the temple's walls, 

Now Hafed sees the Fire divine— 
When, lo !—his weak, worn comrade falls 

Dead, on the threshold of the Shrine. 
4 Alas ! brave soul, too quickly fled ! 

4 And must I leave thee with'ring here, 
4 The sport of every ruffian's tread, 

4 The mark for every coward's spear ? 
4 No, by yon altar's sacred beams !' 
He cries, and, with a strength that seems 
Not of this world, uplifts the frame 
Of the fall'n chief, and tow'rds the flame 
Bears him along !—With death-damp hand 

The corpse upon the pyre he lays ; 
Then lights the consecrated brand, 

And fires the pile, whose sudden blaze 
Like lightning bursts o'er Oman's Sea — 
4 Now Freedom's God ! I come to Thee !' 
The youth exclaims, and with a smile 
Of triumph, vaulting on the pile, 
In that last effort, ere the fires 
Have harm'd one glorious limb, expires !" 

pp. 278, 279. 

The unfortunate Hinda, whose galley had 
been detained close under the cliff by the 
noise of the first onset, had heard with agony 
the sounds which marked the progress and 
catastrophe of the fight, and is at last a spec
tatress of the lofty fate of her lover. 
14 But see—what moves upon the height? 

Some signal!—'tis a torch's light. 
What bodes its solitary glare ? 

In gasping silence tow'rd the shrine 
All eyes are turn'd—thine, Hinda, thine 
Fix their last failing life-beams there ! 
'Twas but a moment—fierce and high 
The death-pile blaz'd into the sky, 
And far away o'er the rock and flood 

Its melancholy radiance sent; 
While Hafed, like a vision, stood 
Reveal'd before the burning pyre ! 
Tall, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 

Shrin'd in its own grand element! 
' 4Tis he !'—the shudd'ring maid exclaims, 

But, while she speaks, he's seen no more ! 
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High burst in air the fun'ral flames, 
And Iran's hopes and hers are o'er! 

One wild, heart-brcken shriek she gave— 
Then sprung, as if to reach that blaze, 
Where still she fix'd her dying gaze, 

And, gazing, sunk into the wave !— 
Deep, deep !—where never care or pain 
Shall reach her innocent heart again !" 

pp. 283, 284. 

This sad story is closed by a sort of choral 
dirge, of great elegance and beauty, of which 
we can only afford to give the first stanza. 
44 Farewell—farewell to thee, Araby's daughter! 

(Thus warbled a Peri beneath the dark sea) 
No pearl ever lay, under Oman's green water, 

More pure in its shell than thy Spirit in thee." 
p. 284. 

The general tone of this poem is certainly 
too much strained. It is overwrought through
out, and is too entirely made up of agonies 
and raptures;—but, in spite of all this, it is a 
work of great genius and beauty; and not 
only delights the fancy by its general bril
liancy and spirit, but moves all the tender 
and noble feelings with a deep and powerful 
agitation. 

The last piece, entitled u The Light of the 
Haram," is the gayest of the whole; and is 
of a very slender fabric as to fable or inven
tion. In truth, it has scarcely any story at 
all; but is made up almost entirely of beau
tiful songs and descriptions. During the sum
mer months, when the court is resident in the 
Yale of Cashmere, there is, it seems, a sort of 
oriental carnival, called the Feast of Roses, 
during which every body is bound to be hap
py and in good humour. At this critical pe
riod,-the Emperor Selim had unfortunately a 
little love-quarrel with his favourite Sultana 
Nourmahal,—which signifies, it seems, the 
Light of the Haram. The lady is rather un-
happy while the sullen fit is on her; and ap
plies to a sort of enchantress, who invokes a 
musical spirit to teach her an irresistible song, 
which she sings in a mask to the offended 
monarch ; and when his heart is subdued by 
its sweetness, throws off her mask, and springs 
with fonder welcome than ever into his re
pentant arms. The whole piece is written in 
a kind of rapture,—as if the author had 
breathed nothing but intoxicating gas during 
its composition. It is accordingly quite filled 
with lively images and splendid expressions, 
and all sorts of beauties,—except those of re
serve or simplicity. We must give a few 
specimens, to revive the spirits of our readers 
after the tragic catastrophe of Hafed ; and we 
may begin with this portion of the description 
of the Happy Valley. 
44 Oh ! to see it by moonlight,—when mellowly 

shines 
The light o'er its palaces, gardens and shrines ; 
When the waterfalls gleam like a quick fall of stars, 
And the nightingale's hymn from the Isle of Chenars 
Is broken by laughs and light echoes of feet, 
From the cool shining walks where the young peo

ple meet.— 
Or at morn, when the magic of daylight awakes 
A new wonder each minute, as slowly it breaks, 
Hills, cupolas, fountains, call'd forth every one 
Out of darkness, as they were just born of the feun 
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When the Spirit of Fragrance is up with the day, 
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away; 
And the wind, full of wantonness, woes like a lover 
T he young aspen-trees till they tremble all over. 
When the East is as warm as the light of first hopes, 

And Day, with his banner of radiance unfurl'd, 
Shines in through the mountainous portal that opes, 

Sublime, from that Valley of bliss to the world!" 
p. 296. 

The character of NourmahaFs beauty is 
much in the same taste: though the diction 
is rather more loose and careless. 
" There's a beauty, for ever unchangingly bright, 
Like the long sunny lapse of a summers day's 

light, 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 
I ill Love falls asleep in its sameness of splendour. 
1 his was not the beauty—oh ! nothing like this, 
That to young Nourmahal gave such magic of bliss ; 
But that loveliness, ever in motion, which plays 
Like the light upon autumn's soft shadowy days, 
Now here and now there, giving warmth as it flies 
From the lips to the cheek, from the cheek to the 

eyes, 
Now melting in mist and now breaking in gleams, 
Like the glimpses a saint has of Heav'n in his 

dreams ! 
When pensive, it seem'd as if that very grace 
That charm of all others, was born with her face. 
1 hen her mirth—oh! 'twas sportive as ever took 
-p, , w!nS . , [spring ;— 
r rom the heart with a burst, like the wild-bird in 
Ilium d by a wit that would fascinate sages, 
Yet playful as Peris just loos'd from theTr cages. 
While her laugh, full of life, without any controul 
But the sweet one of gracefulness, rung from her 
A A I sotd.' [cover, 
And where it most sparkl'd no glance could dis-
ln lip, cheek or eyes, for she brighten'd all over,— 
Bike any fair lake that the breeze is upon, 
When it breaks into dimples and laughs in the sun." 

pp. 302, 303. 
We can give but a little morsel of the en

chanting Song of the Spirit of Music. 

A 'For mine IS ,HE LAY ,hat lightly floats. 
And mine are the murm'ring dying notes, 
1 nat tall as soft as snow on the sea, 
And melt in the heart as instantly ! 
And the passionate strain that, deeply going 

Refines the bosom it trembles through 
r>th® k-wind, over the water blowing, 
Ruffles the wave, but sweetens it too ! ^v -

'The warrior's heart, when touch'd by rnk : 

Ban as downy soft and as yielding be 
Thrn1no^Wf\iW^t^J">1u me' hiSh a™id death I trough the field has shone—yet moves with a 
And, oh, how the eyes of Beauty glisten, [breath 
r iT y™10 has reach'd her inward soul, 

Wh I6 |lIent,stars lhat wink and glisten, 
While Heav n's eternal melodies roll ! ' " 

pp. 318, 319. 

Nourmahal herself, however, in her Arabian 
disguise, sings a still more prevailing ditty— 
of which we can only insert a few stanzas. 
" ' Fly to the desert, fly with me ! 

2"r 4r,ab,tentLs ?re rude for thee ; 
Of tents ^hC °1Ce Whu heart can do,,bt 
Ut tents with love, or thrones without? 

'Our rocks are r h . bu( gm 

I h' acacia waves her yellow hair 
Lonely and sweet—nor lov'd the less 
For flow ring in a wilderness ! 

1 Our sands are bare ; but down tk*;,. 
The silv'ry-footed antelope HeU sl°pe 

As gracefully and gaily springs 
As o er the marble courts of Kings. 

4 Then come ! thy Arab maid will be 
The lov'd and lone acacia-tree 
The antelope, whose feet shall'bless 
With their light sound thy loneliness! 

4 Come ! if the love thou hast for me 
Is pure and fresh as mine for thee -
Fresh as the fountain under ground"" 
When first 'tis by the lapwing fo^ 

'But if for me thou dost f 
Some other maid,—and rudely break 
Her worshipp'd image from its base 
T o  g i v e  t o  m e  t h e  r u i n ' d  p l a c e '  

*Mheu' fare ,hee vvell!_I'd rather mat. 
My bow r upon some icy lake 
VVhen thawing suns begin to shine 
I han trust to love so false as thine!"> 

This strain, and the sentiment wl 
embodies, reminded the offended tnonar, -
his charming Nourmahal; and he mint' 
name in accents of tenderness and regre" 

' Thei i?a,sk ls off-'he charm is wrought 
And feelim to his heart has caught, 6 

In blushes more than ever bright,' 
His Nourmahal, his Haram's Light!" 

P-SH 
We have now said enough, and sh 

enough, of this book, to let our readers 
derstand both what it is, and what we: 

of it. Its great fault certainly is its exces^ 
finery, and its great charm the inexhaiF 
copiousness of its imagery—the sweetness-
ease of its diction—and the beauty of the 
jects and sentiments with which it is r 
cerned. Its finery, it should also be obserw 
is not the vulgar ostentation which so or,: 
disguises poverty or meanness—but the -
travagance of excessive wealth. Web-
said this, however, we believe before—a: 
suspect we have little more to say. 

All poets, who really love poetry, and ir 
in a poetical age, are great imitators: a:: 
the character of their writings may often: 
as correctly ascertained by observing wh: 
they imitate and whom they abstain fr:: 
imitating, as from any thing else. Jr 
Moore, in the volume before us, reminds _• 
oftener of Mr. Southey and Lord Byron, tk 
of any other of his contemporaries. The: 
semblance is sometimes to the Roderick 
the first-mentioned author, but mostfreque:: 
ly to his Kehama. This may be partly owL 
to the nature of the subject; but, in mai 
passages, the coincidence seems to be mo: 
radical—and to indicate a considerable cc-
formity, in taste and habits of concept:: 
Mr. Southey's tone, indeed, is more assnm-
ing, his manner more solemn, and his diet, 
weaker. Mr. Moore is more lively—k-
figures and images come more thickly: a: 
his language is at once more familiar, a: 
more strengthened with points and antitheses 
In other respects, the descriptive passages: 
Kehama bear a remarkable affinity to ma: 
in the work before us—in the brightness 
the colouring, and the amplitude and bea:'; 
o f  t h e  d e t a i l s .  I t  i s  i n  h i s  d e s c r i p t i o n s  o f : :  

and of female loveliness, that there is -
strongest resemblance to Lord Byron—at - • 
to the larger poems of that noble author, 
the powerful and condensed expressou £•' 
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strong emotion, Mr. Moore seems to us rather 
to have imitated the tone of his Lordship's 
smaller pieces—but imitated them as onlvan 
original genius could imitate—as Lord Byron 
himself may be said, in his later pieces, to 
have imitated those of an earlier date. There 
is less to remind us of Scott than we can very 
well account for, when we consider the great 
range and variety of that most fascinating and 
£?We£r writer; and we must say, that if 
X lr. Moore could bring the resemblance a 
little closer, and exchange a portion of his su
perfluous images and ecstasies for an equiva
lent share of Mr. Scott's gift of interesting and 
delighting us with pictures of familiar nature, 
and ot the spirit and energy which never rises 
to extravagance, we think he would be a 
gamer by the exchange. To Mr. Crabbe 
there is no resemblance at all; and we only 
mention his name to observe, that he and Mr. 
Moore seem to be the antipodies of our present 
poetical sphere; and to occupy the extreme 
points of refinement and homeliness that can 
be said to fall within the legitimate dominion 
of poetry. They could not meet in the mid
dle, we are aware, without changing their na
ture, and losing their specific character; but 
each might approach a few degrees, we think 
with great mutual advantage. The outposts 
o t  a l l  e m p i r e s  a r e  p o s t s  o f  p e r i l t h o u g h  1  

we do not dispute that there is great honour 
in maintaining them with success. j 

| There is one other topic upon which we are 
not quite sure we should say any thing. On 
a former occasion, we reproved "Mr. Moore 
perhaps with unnecessary severity, for what 
appeared to us the licentiousness of some of 
his youthful productions. We think it a duty 
to say, that he has long ago redeemed that 
error; and that in all his latter works that 
have come under our observation, he appears 
as the eloquent champion of purity, fidelity 
and delicacy, not less than of justice, liberty, 
and honour. Like most other poets, indeed' 
he speaks much of beauty and love; and we 
doubt not that many mature virgins and care
ful matrons may think his lucubrations on 
those themes too rapturous and glowing to be 
safely admitted among the private studies of 
youth. We really think, however, that there 
is not much need for such apprehensions: 
Arid, at all events, if we look to the moral 

I design and scope of the works themselves, we 
can see no reason to censure the author. All 

j J?1? favourites, without exception, are dutiful, 
faithful, and self-denying; and no other ex
ample is ever set up for imitation. There is 

| nothing approaching to indelicacy even in his 
description of the seductions by which they 
are tried; and they who object to his enchant
ing pictures of the beauty and pure attach
ment of the more prominent characters would 
find fault, we suppose, with the loveliness and 
the embraces of angels. 

(3f tnumbtr, 1814.) 

m SW»; M,s . „/ ***«£ JW t By Wo™ 

zsrss'trustssts 
terly and confidently of" rim (auSt^opMr1" Words': o/'Tie'V680'1611' t,ber<;for1e',0 rePn»t my review 
worth's poetry: And forgetting that, ev^n on my vLw ofmv^Tl^ 7h,ch ^ins a pretty full 
own view of them, they were but faults of taste or worth • llf lt, Tc,!r"es a8amst Mr. Words-
venial self-partiality, have sometimes visited them strain than e°' bej|ev®'111 a more temperate 
I fear, with an asperity which should be resented which I fhi„Tr °f my °lher '"culpations.-and of 
for objects of Moral reprobation. Ifl were now to thntifthiri, may "ow .ve'"urc to say farther, 
deal with the whole question of his poetical merits ill In. „ "f unsParin§'j; ™'ad, ihe beauties 
though my judgment might not be substanria lv lit penurtoualy or grudgingly allowed; but 
different, I hope" I should repress the theater mrt f°?t h°h admlra"°n of the reader with at 
of these vivJitf,of expression : Aud mleed so j 1,1) Til h,ear"ness aad good.will. 
strong has been my feeling in this way, Ihal.lom same au hor's 'tvhTe'do! f°R P,3per °2 the 
sidenng how much I have aiwavs loved manv of Ju! u 7u White Doe of Rylstone,"—n 

the attributes of his Genius' and how entirely I beauriel praise' or no,ice of 
respect his Character, it did at first occur to me 2- if • a?alnat .j1"3 very unqualified cen-
whether it was quite fitting that, in mv old age and rids hm. I 4 whol,y made up I have done 
his, I should include in this publication' any of those censuras bit 1 adhere 10 ,liesa 

critiques which may have formerly given oain 11 m hril ' bu' chlefly because it seemed necessary 
offence, to him or his admirers. But, when I re- concurln them T"h jh°Se who may not 

fleeted that the mischief, if there reallv ever was whose adm laTi'on of thc p'J7 ""''"^and that many 
any, was long ago done, and that I still retain, in Balllds rests^Inhstami.ll Iu°n' or the L-vr'caI 
substance, the opinions which I should now like too should iilln In admI1„y 6 Passages chichi 
to have seen more gently expressed, I felt that to indulmW I jmay view with greater 
omttall notice of them in the present occasion" Swilh whth d°' 'h- 'ed,ous and flat pas 
might be held to import a retractation which I am coSlo1Int7tfdlk mv"6 ,n,ersPe^d, and may 
as tar as possible from intending; or even be rep- gIelt dIII L l4 t, yj SUr.e of theae "'oiks a 
resented as a very shabby way of backing ont of Unnh n j uncharitable. Between 
sentiments which should either be manfiflly per- '?e.refbre' thera may be no S2Sk" "•"•* —•"d  IJSfj?'S^TX; fctr%i; 

58 'aCtUaJJy adm,re this Whi,e Doe of RyVZe ot 
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intended to recommend that system, and to 
bespeak favour for it by their individual 
merit •—but this, we suspect, must be recom
mended by the system—and can only expect 
to succeed where it has been previously estab
lished. It is longer, weaker, and tamer, than 
any of Mr. Wordsworth's other productions; 
with less boldness of originality, and less 
even of that extreme simplicity and lowliness 
of tone which wavered so prettily, in the 
Lyrical Ballads, between silliness and pathos. 
We have imitations of Cowper, and even of 
Milton here ; engrafted on the natural drawl of 
the Lakers—and all diluted into harmony by 
that profuse and irrepressible wordiness which 
deluges all the blank verse of this school of 
poetry, and lubricates and weakens the whole 
structure of their style. 

Though it fairly fills four hundred and 
twenty good quarto pages, without note, vig
nette, or any sort of extraneous assistance, it 
is stated in the title—with something of an 
imprudent candour—to be but " a portion" of 
a larger work ; and in the preface, where an 
attempt is rather unsuccessfully made to ex
plain the whole design, it is still more rashly 
disclosed, that it is but " a part of the second 
part, of a long and laborious work"—which 
is to consist of three parts ! 

What Mr. Wordsworth's ideas of length are, 
we have no means of accurately judging: But 
we cannot help suspecting that they are libe
ral, to a degree that will alarm the weakness 
of most modern readers. As far as we can 
gather from the preface, the entire poem— 
or one of them, (for we really are not sure 
whether there is to be one or two,) is of a 
biographical nature; and is to contain the 
history of the author's mind, and of the origin 
and progress of his poetical powers, up to the 
period when they were sufficiently matured 
to qualify him for the great work on which 
he has been so long employed. Now, the 
quarto before us contains an account of one 
of his youthful rambles in the vales of Cum
berland, and occupies precisely the period of 
three days! So that, by the use of a very 
powerful calculus, some estimate may be 
formed of the probable extent of the entire 
biography. 

This small specimen, however, and the 
statements with which it is prefaced, have 
been sufficient to set our minds at rest in one 
particular. The case of Mr. Wordsworth, 

Peter Bell the Waggoner, or the Lamentations of 
Martha Rne, or the Sonnets on the Punishment of 
Death, there can be no such ambiguity, or means 
of reconcilement. Now I have been assured not 
only that there are such persons, hut that almost 
all those who seek to exalt Mr. Wordsworth as the 
founder of a new school of poetry, consider these 
as by far his best and most characteristic produc
tions ; and would at once reject from their com
munion any one who did not acknowledge in them 
the traces of a high inspiration. Now I wish it to 
be understood, that when X speak with general 
intolerance of impatience of the school of Mr. 
Wordsworth, it is to the school holding these 
tenets, and applying these tests, that I refer: and I 
really do not see how I could better explain the 
grounds of my dissent from their doctrines, than 
by republishing my remarks on this "White Doe." 

we perceive, is now manifestly nopele-
we give him up as altogether incura 'l -
beyond the power of criticism. We 
indeed altogether omit taking precv" 
now and then against the spreading 0> 
malady;—but for himself, though \ve 
watch the progress of his symptoms as a r 
ter of professional curiosity and instmr 
we really think it right not to harass himV 
longer with nauseous remedies,—but rr 
to throw in cordials and lenitives, and w? • 
patience for the natural termination or-
disorder. In order to justify this deser 
of our patient, however, it is proper to ;• 
why we despair of the success of a tr
active practice. 

A man who has been for twenty yea-; 
work- on such matter as is now before 
and who comes complacently forwards 
whole quarto of it, after all the admoni 
he has received, cannot reasonably be 
pected to " change his hand, or check 
pride," upon the suggestion of far weigh: 
monitors than we can pretend to be. five 
rate habit must now have given a kind 
sanctity to the errors of early taste; ant: 
very powers of which we lament the per, 
sion, have probably become incapable of: 
other application. The very quantity.: 
that he has written, and is at this mom: 
working up for publication upon the old y 
tern, makes it almost hopeless to lookfora 
change of it. All this is so much cap:: 
already sunk in the concern; which must: 
sacrificed if that be abandoned; and no n:: 
likes to give up for lost the time and tale 
and labour which he has embodied in r 
permanent production. We were not pre
viously aware of these obstacles to Mr. Wo 
worth's conversion ; and, considering the fr 
liarities of his former writings merely as;, 
result of certain wanton and capricious ei-
periments on public taste and indulge: 
conceived it to be our duty to discourage the. 
repetition by all the means in our po 
We now see clearly, however, how the iv 
stands;—and, making up our minds, the:.: 
with the most sincere pain and relucta 
to consider him as finally lost to the t 
cause of poetry, shall endeavour to be tk: 
ful for the occasional gleams of tender 
and beauty which the natural force oi: 
imagination and affections must still s: 
over all his productions.—and to which • 
shall ever turn with delight, in spite oi 
affectation and mysticism and prolixity * 
which they are so abundantly contrasted 

Long habits of seclusion, and an excess 
ambition of originality, can alone accour. 
the disproportion which seems to exist -
tween this author's taste and his geniu?-
for the devotion with which he has sac: 
so many precious gifts at the shrine oi 
paltry idols which he has set up for by 
among his lakes and his mountains. ^ 
musings, amidst such scenes, might no y 
be expected to nurse up the mind to tj-
jesty of poetical conception,—(thougk -
remarkable, that all the greater Poet? * 
or had lived, in the full current of socie} 
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But the collision of equal minds,—the ad
monition of prevailing impressions—seems 
necessary to reduce its redundancies, and re
press that tendency to extravagance or pueril
ity, into which the self-indulgence and self-
admiration of genius is so Apt to be betrayed, 
when it is allowed to wanton, without awe or 
restraint, in the triumph and delight of its 
own intoxication. That its flight should be 
graceful and glorious in the eyes of men, it 
seems almost to be necessary that they should 
be made in the consciousness that men's eyes 
are to behold them,—and that the inward 
tiansport and vigour by which they are in
spired, should be tempered by an occasional 
reference to what will be thought of them by 
those ultimate dispensers of glory. An habit
ual and general knowledge of the few settled 
and permanent maxims, which form the canon 
of general taste in all large and polished so
cieties—a certain tact, which informs us at 
once that many things, which we still love 
and are moved by in secret, must necessarily 
be despised as childish, or derided as absurd, 
in all such societies—though it will not stand 
in the place of genius, seems necessary to the 
success of its exertions; and though it will 
never enable any one to produce the higher 
beauties of art, can alone secure the talent 
which does produce them from errors that 
must render it useless. Those who have most 
of the talent, however, commonly acquire this 
knowledge with the greatest facility;—and if 
Mr. Wordsworth, instead of confining himself 
almost entirely to the society of the dalesmen 
and cottagers, and little children, who form 
the subjects of his book, had condescended 
to mingle a little more with the people that 
were to read and judge of it, we cannot help 
thinking that its texture might have been 
considerably improved : At least it appears to 
us to be absolutely impossible, that any one 
who had lived or mixed familiarly with men 
of literature and ordinary judgment in poetry, 
(of course we exclude the coadjutors and dis
ciples of his own school,) could ever have 
fallen into such gross faults, or so long mis
taken them for beauties. His first essays we 
looked upon in a good degree as poetical 
paradoxes,—maintained experimentally, in 
order to display talent, and court notoriety;— 
and so maintained, with no more serious be
lief in their truth, than is usually generated 
by an ingenious and animated defence of 
other paradoxes. But when we find that he 
has been for twenty years exclusively em
ployed upon articles of this very fabric, and 
that he has still enough of raw material on 
hand to keep him so employed for twenty 
years to come, we cannot refuse him the jus
tice of believing that he is a sincere convert 
to his own system, and must ascribe the 
peculiarities of his composition, not to any 
transient affectation, or accidental caprice of 
imagination, but to a settled perversity of 
taste or understanding, which has been fos
tered, if not altogether created, by the cir
cumstances to which we have alluded. 

The volume before us, if we were to de
scribe it very shortly, we should characterise I 

as a tissue of moral and devotional ravings in 
which innumerable changes are rung upon a 
few very simple and familiar ideas:—But 
with such an accompaniment of long words 
long sentences,, and unwieldy phrases—and 
such a hubbub of strained raptures and fan
tastical sublimities, that it is often difficult for 
the most skilful and attentive student to ob
tain a glimpse of the author's meaning—and 
altogether impossible for an ordinary reader 
to conjecture what he is about. Moral and re
ligious enthusiasm, though undoubtedly poet
ical emotions, are at the same time but dan
gerous inspirers of poetry; nothing being so 
apt to run into interminable dulness or melli
fluous extravagance, without giving the unfor
tunate author the slightest intimation of his 
danger. His laudable zeal for the efficacy of 
his preachments, he very naturally mistakes 
for the ardour of poetical inspiration;—and, 
while dealing out the high words and glow
ing phrases which are so readily supplied by 
themes of this description, can scarcely avoid 
believing that he is eminently original and 
impressive:—All sorts of commonplace no
tions and expressions are sanctified in his 
eyes, by the sublime ends for which they are 
employed; and the mystical verbiage of the 
Methodist pulpit is repeated, till the speaker 
entertains no doubt that he is the chosen 
organ of divine truth and persuasion. But if 
such be the common hazards of seeking in
spiration from those potent fountains, it may 
easily be conceived what chance Mr. Words
worth had of escaping their enchantment,— 
with his natural propensities to wordiness, 
and his unlucky habit of debasing pathos 
with vulgarity. The fact accordingly is, that 
in this production he is more obscure than a 
Pindaric poet of the seventeenth century; 
and more verbose "than even himself of 
yore;" while the wilfulness with which he 
persists in choosing his examples of intellec
tual dignity and tenderness exclusively from 
the lowest ranks of society, will be sufficiently 
apparent, from the circumstance of his having 
thought fit to make his chief prolocutor in this 
poetical dialogue, and chief advocate of Prov
idence and Virtue, an old Scotch Pedlar—re
tired indeed from business—but still rambling 
about in his former haunts, and gossiping 
among his old customers, without his pack 
on his shoulders. The other persons of the 
drama are, a retired military chaplain, who 
has grown half an atheist and half a misan
thrope—the wife of an unprosperous weaver 
—a servant girl with her natural child—a 
parish pauper, and one or two other person
ages of equal rank and dignity. 

The character of the work is decidedly 
didactic; and more than nine tenths of it are 
occupied with a species of dialogue, or rather 
a series of long sermons or harangues which 
pass between the pedlar, the author, the old 
chaplain, and a worthy vicar, who entertains 
the whole party at dinner on the last day of 
their excursion. The incidents which occur 
in the course of it are as few and trifling as 
can well be imagined;—and those which the 
different speakers narrate in the course of 
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their discourses, are introduced rather to il
lustrate their arguments or opinions, than for 
any interest they are supposed to possess of 
their own,—The doctrine which the work is 
intended to enforce} we are by no means cer
tain that we have discovered. In so far as 
we can collect, however, it seems to be neither 
more nor less than the old familiar one, that 
a firm belief in the providence of a wise and 
beneficent Being must be our great stay and 
support under all afflictions and perplexities 
upon earth—and that there are indications of 
his power and goodness in all the aspects of 
the visible universe, whether living or inani
mate—every part of which should therefore 
be regarded with love and reverence, as ex
ponents of those great attributes. We can 
testify, at least, that these salutary and im
portant truths are inculcated at far greater 
length, and with more repetitions, than in any 
ten volumes of sermons that we ever perused. 
It is also maintained, with equal conciseness 
and originality, that there is frequently much 
good sense, as well as much enjoyment, in 
the humbler conditions of life ; and that, in 
spite of great vices and abuses, there is a rea
sonable allowance both of happiness and good
ness in society at large. If there be any deeper 
or more recondite doctrines in Mr. Words
worth's book, we must confess that they have 
escaped us ;—and, convinced as we are of the 
truth and soundness of those to which we 
have alluded, we cannot help thinking that 
they might have been better enforced with 
less parade and prolixity. His effusions on 
what may be called the physiognomy of ex
ternal nature, or its moral and theological ex
pression, are eminently fantastic, obscure, and 
affected.—It is quite time, however, that we 
should give the reader a more particular ac
count of this singular performance. 

It opens with a picture of the author toiling 
across a bare common in a hot summer day, 
and reaching at last a ruined hut surrounded 
with tall trees, where he meets by appoint
ment with a hale old man, with an iron-point
ed staff lying beside him. Then follows a 
retrospective account of their first acquaint
ance—formed, it seems, when the author was 
at a village school ; and his aged friend occu
pied "one room,—the fifth part of a house" 
in the neighbourhood. After this, we have 
the history of this reverend person at no small 
length. He was born, we are happy to find, 
in Scotland—among the hills of Athol; and 
his mother, after his father's death, married 
the parish schoolmaster—so that he was 
taught his letters betimes: But then, as it is 
here set forth with much solemnity, 
" From his sixth year, the boy of whom I speak, 

In summer, tended cattle on the hills!" 

And again, a few pages after, that there may 
be no risk of mistake as to a point of such es
sential importance— 
" From early childhood, even, as hath been said, 

From his sixth year, he had been sent abroad, 
In summer—to tend herds ! Such was his task !" 

In the course of this occupation it is next 
recorded, that he acquired such a taste for 

rural scenery and open air, that when lie * 
sent to teach a school in a neighbouri;^ 
lage, he found it "a misery tohim;V 
determined to embrace the more romar.*^ 
cupation of a Pedlar—or, as Mr. 
more musically expresses it, 
" A vagrant merchant, bent 1 

—and in the course of his peregrinatioi « 
acquired a very large acquaintance. v; 

after he had given up dealing, he freat 
took a summer ramble to visit. 

.The author, on coming up to this hiv
ing personage, finds him sitting with his ev 
half shut ;—and, not being quite surewhetC 
he is asleep or awake, stands " some mimi;-
space" in silence beside him.—u At lei; • 
says he, with his own delightful simplicity— 
" At length I hail'd him—seeing that his hat 

Was moist with water-drops, as if the bnm 
Had newly scoop'd a running stream!— 

' 'Tis,' said I, ' a burning day! 
My lips are parch'd with thirst;—but you, I 
Have somewhere found relief.' " 

Upon this, the benevolent old man poi: 
him out, not a running stream, hut a well 
a corner, to which the author repairs: a: 
after minutely describing its situation, bevc . 
a broken wall, and between two alders th 
" grew in a cold damp nook," he thus faith
fully chronicles the process of his return 

" My thirst I slak'd ; and from the cheerless spot 
Withdrawing, straightway to the shade return; 
Where sate the old man on the cottage bench." 
The Pedlar then gives an account of tb 

last inhabitants of the deserted cottage besit: 
them. These were, a good industrious wear-: 
and his wife and children. They were very 
happy for a while ; till sickness and want 
work came upon them; and then the fathe: 
enlisted as a soldier, and the wife pined 11 
that lonely cottage—growing every year mot-
careless and desponding, as her anxiety ar 
fears for her absent husband, of whom no t-
dings ever reached her, accumulated. He: 
children died, and left her cheerless at: 
alone 3 and at last she died also; and thee:: 
tage fell to decay. We must say, that there 
is very considerable pathos in the telling c 
this simple story; and that they who can ge 
over the repugnance excited by the triteness 
of its incidents, and the lowness of its objecis 
will not fail to be struck with the authc: • 
knowledge of the human heart, and the p' 
he possesses of stirring up its deepest a: 
gentlest sympathies. His prolixity, indee: 
is not so easy to get over. This little ft 
fills about twenty-five quarto pages: a.-
abounds, of course, with mawkish sentin:-
and details of preposterous minuteness. " & 
the tale is told, the travellers take their str
and end their first day's journey, without 
ther adventure, at a little inn. 

The Second Book sets them forward be -
in the morning. They pass by a 
Wake ; and as they approach a more p 
part of the mountains, the old man tells 
author that he is taking him to seeat• 
friend of his, who had formerly been chap-

WORDSWORTH'S EXCURSION. 461 
a Highland regiment—had lost a beloved 

wife been roused from his dejection by the 
first enthusiasm of the French Revolution— 
had emigrated on its miscarriage, to America 
---and returned disgusted to hide himself in 
the retreat to which they were now ascending. 
That retreat is then most tediously described 

a smooth green valley in the heart of the 
mountain, without trees, and with only one 
welling. Just as they get sight of it from 
the ridge above, they see a funeral train pro
ceeding from the solitary abode, and hurry on 
with some apprehension for the fate of' the 
amiable misanthrope—whom they find, how
ever, in very tolerable condition at the door, 
and learn that the funeral was that of an aged 
pauper who had been boarded out by the 
parish in that cheap farm-house, and had died 
in consequence of long exposure to heavy rain. 
The old chaplain, or, as Mr. Wordsworth is 
pleased to call him, the Solitary, tells this 
dull story at prodigious length; and after 
giving an inflated description of an effect of 
mountain mists in the evening sun, treats his 
visitors with a rustic dinner—and they walk 
out to the fields at the close of the second 
book. 

The Third makes no progress in the excur
sion. It is entirely filled with moral and re
ligious conversation and debate, and with a 
more  amp le  de t a i l  o f  t he  So l i t a ry ' s  pa s t  l i f e  
than had been given in the sketch of his 
friend. The conversation is, in our judgment, 
exceedingly dull and mystical; and the Soli
tary's confessions insufferably diffuse. Yet 
there is occasionally very considerable force 
of writing and tenderness of sentiment in this 
part of the work. 

The Fourth Book is also filled with dia
logues, ethical, and theological; and, with the 
exception of some brilliant and forcible ex
pressions here and there, consists of an expo
sition of truisms, more cloudy, wordy, and 
inconceivably prolix, than any thing we ever 
met with. 

In the beginning of the Fifth Book, they 
leave the solitary valley, taking its pensive 
inhabitant along with them, and stray on to 
where the landscape sinks down into milder 
features, till they arrive at a church, which 
stands on a moderate elevation in the centre 
of a wide and fertile vale. Here they medi
tate for a while among the monuments, till 
the Vicar comes out and joins them ;—and 
recognising the Pedlar for an old acquaint
ance, mixes graciously in the conversation, 
which proceeds in a very edifying manner till 
the close of the book. 

The Sixth contains a choice obituary, or 
characteristic account of several of the per
sons who lie buried before this group of moral-
isers :—an unsuccessful lover, who had found 
consolation in natural history—a miner, who 
worked on for twenty years, m despite of uni
versal ridicule, and at 'last found the vein he 
had expected—two political enemies recon
ciled in old age to each other—an old female 
miser—a seduced damsel—and two widow
ers, one who had devoted himself to the edu
cation of his daughters, and one who had : 

preferred marrying a prudent middle-aged 
woman to lake care of them. 

In the beginning of the Eighth Book, the 
worthy Vicar expresses, in the words of Mr. 
Wordsworth's own epitome, "his apprehen
sions that he had detained his auditors too 
long—invites them to his house—Solitary dis
inclined to comply, rallies the Wanderer, and 
somewhat playfully draws a comparison be
tween his itinerant profession and that of a 
knight-errant—which leads to the Wanderer 
giving an account of changes in the country, 
from the manufacturing spirit—Its favourable 
effects—The other side of the picture," &c. 
&c. After these very poetical themes are 
exhausted, they all go into the house, where 
they are introduced to the Vicar's wife and 
daughter; and while they sit chatting in the 
parlour over a family dinner, his son and one 
of his companions come in with a fine dish 
of trouts piled on a blue slate ; and after being 
caressed by the company, are sent to dinner 
m the nursery.—This ends the eighth book. 

The Ninth and last is chiefly occupied with 
a mystical discourse of the Pedlar; who main
tains, that the whole universe is animated by 
an active principle, the noblest seat of which 
is in the human soul; and moreover, that the 
final end of old age is to train and enable us 
" To hear the mighty stream of Tendency 

Uttering, for elevation of our thought, 
A clear sonorous voice, inaudible 
To the vast multitude whose doom it is 
To run the giddy round of vain delight—" 

with other matters as luminous and emphatic. 
The hostess at length breaks off the harangue, 
by proposing that they should all make a little 
excursion on the lake,—and they embark ac
cordingly ; and, after navigating for some time 
along its shores, and drinking tea on a little 
island, land at last on a remote promontory, 
from which they see the sun go down,—and 
listen to a solemn and pious, but rather long 
prayer from the Vicar. They then walk back 
to the parsonage door, where the author and 
his friend propose to spend the evening;—but 
the Solitary prefers walking back in the moon
shine to his own valley, after promising to 
take another ramble with them— 

" If time, with free consent, be yours to give, 
And season favours." 

—And here the publication somewhat abrupt
ly closes. 

Our abstract of the story has been so ex
tremely concise, that it is more than usually 
necessary for us to lay some specimens of the 
work itself before our readers. Its grand 
staple, as we have already said, consists of a 
kind of mystical morality : and the chief char
acteristics of the style are, that it is prolix, and 
very frequently unintelligible: and though we 
are sensible that no great gratification is to be 
expected from the exhibition of those quali-
ties, yet it is necessary to give our readers a 
taste of them, both to justify the sentence we 
have passed, and to satisfy them that it was 
really beyond our power to present them with 
any abstract or intelligible account of those 
long conversations which we have had so 

2 o 2 
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much O3casion to notice in our brief sketch 
of its contents. We need give ourselves no 
trouble, however, to select passages for this 
purpose. Here is the first that presents itself 
to us on opening the volume ; and if our read
ers can form the slightest guess at its mean
ing, we must give them credit for a sagacity 
to which we have no pretension. 
" But, by the storms of circumstance unshaken, 

And subject neither to eclipse or wane, 
Duty exists ;—immutably survive, 
For our support, the measures and the forms, 
Which an abstract Intelligence supplies; [not: 
Whose kingdom is, where Time and Space are 
Of other converse, which mind, soul, and heart, 
Do, with united urgency, require, 
What more, that may not perish ?" 
" 'Tis, by comparison, an easy task 

Earth to despise ; but to converse with Heav'n, 
This is not easy :—to relinquish all 
We have, or hope, of happiness and joy,— 
And stand in freedom loosen'd from this world ; 
I deem not arduous!—but must needs confess 
That 'tis a thing impossible to frame 
Conceptions equal to the Soul's desires." 

pp. 144—147. 

This is a fair sample of that rapturous mys
ticism which eludes all comprehension, and 
fills the despairing reader with painful giddi
ness and terror. The following, which we 
meet with on the very next page, is in the 
same general strain:—though the first part of 
it affords a good specimen of the author's 
talent for enveloping a plain and trite obser
vation in all the mock majesty of solemn ver
bosity. A reader of plain understanding, we 
suspect, could hardly recognise the familiar 
remark, that excessive grief for our departed 
friends is not very consistent with a firm be
lief in their immortal felicity, in the first 
twenty lines of the following passage :—In the 
succeeding lines we do not ourselves pretend 
to recognise any thing. 
" From this infirmity of mortal kind 

Sorrow proceeds, which else were not;—at least, 
If Grief be something hallow'd and ordain'd, 
If, in proportion, it be just and meet, 
Through this, 'tis able to maintain its hold, 
In that excess which Conscience disapproves. 
For who could sink and settle to that point 
Of selfishness ; so senseless who could be 
In framing estimates of loss and gain, 
As long and perseveringly to mourn 
For any object of his love, remov'd 
From this unstable world, if he could fix 
A satisfying view upon that state 
Of pure, imperishable blessedness, 
Which Reason promises, and Holy Writ 
Ensures to all Believers ?—Yet mistrust 
Is of such incapacity, methinks, 
No natural branch ; despondency far less. 

And, if there be whose tender frames have 
droop'd 

Ev'n to the dust; apparently, through weight 
Of anguish unreliev'd, and lack of power 
An agonising sorrow to transmute; 
Infer not hence a hope from those withheld 
When wanted most; a confidence impair'd 
So pitiably, that, having ceas'd to see 
With bodily eyes, they are borne down by love 
Of what is lost, and perish through regret! 
Oh! no, full oft the innocent Suff'rer sees" 
Too clearly ; feels too vividly ; and longs 
To realize the Vision with intense 
And overconstant yearning—There—there lies 
The excess, by which the balance is destroy'd. 

Too, too contracted are these > 
This vital warmth too cold, these\.uuaiu 
Though inconceivably endow'd, too dim" 
For any passion of the soul that leads 
To ecstasy ! and, all the crooked paths 
Of time and change disdaining, takes its con-
Along the line of limitless desires. 
I, speaking now from such disorder free. 
Nor sleep, nor craving, but in settled peace 
I cannot doubt that 1 hey whom you denial 
Are glorified."—pp. 148, 149. 

If any farther specimen be wanted of the 
learned author's propensity to deal out 'L 
most familiar truths as the oracles of his or 
inspired understanding, the following w0rk 
paraphrase of the ordinary remark, that 
best consolation in distress is to be found -
the exercises of piety, and the testimony of a 
good conscience, may be found on turning^ 
leaf. 
" What then remains ?—To seek 

Those helps, for his occasions ever near. 
Who lacks not will to use them; vows, renew'; 
On the first motion of a holy thought 
Vigils of contemplation ; praise ; and prav'r, 
A Stream, which, from the fountain of the hear. 
Issuing however feebly, no where flows 
Without access of unexpected strength. 
But, above all, the victory is most sure 
For Him who, seeking faith by virtue, strives 
To yield entire submission to the law 
Of Conscience; Conscience reverenc'dandobe,; 
As God's most intimate Presence in the soul, 
And his most perfect Image in the world.v 

p. 151. 
We have kept the book too long open, how. 

ever, at one place, and shall now take a : : 
ill it nearer the beginning. The following ac
count of the Pedlar's early training, andloneiy 
meditations among the mountains, is a good 
example of the forced and affected ecstasies 
in which this author abounds. 

" Nor did he fail, 
While yet a Child, with a Child's eagerness 
Incessantly to turn his ear and eye 
On all things which the moving seasons broug:.: 
To feed such appetite : nor this alone 
Appeas'd his yearning :—in the after day 
Of Boyhood, many an hour in caves forlorn, 
And 'mid the hollow depths of naked crags, 
He sate, and even in their fix'd lineaments, 
Or from the pow'r of a peculiar eye, 
Or by creative feeling overborne, 
Or by predominance of thought oppress'd, 
Ev'n in their fix'd and steady lineaments 
He trac'd an ebbing and a flowing mind."-p. 1-

We should like extremely to know what :« 
meant by tracing an ebbing and flowing ni.: 
in the fixed lineaments of naked crags ?--• 
this is but the beginning of the raving fit. 

In these majestic solitudes, he used also:: 
read his Bible;—and we are told that— 
" There did he see the writing !—All things to 

Breath'd immortality, revolving life 
And greatness still revolving; infinite' 
There littleness was not; the least of tiling 
Seem'd infinite ; and there his spirit shap d ^ 
Her prospects; nor did he believe,—he sutr. 
What wonder if his being thus became 
Sublime and comprehensive! Low desires. 
Low thoughts had there no place; yet was 

heart ^ . »» ii 
Lowly; for he was meek in gratitude.' -pp-l • 

What follows about nature, triangles, 

hensible^^ *S StiU m0re *ncomPre-

JW ''Yet still uppermost 
Mature_was at his heart, as if he felt, 
T h°,Vgt yet e ^new not how' a wasting powr 

n all things which from her sweet influence 
r?1 r te to *'ean Therefore with her hues, 

er orms, and with the spirit of her forms, 
ne cloth d the nakedness of austere truth. 
While vet he linger'd in the rudiments 

t science, and among her simplest laws, 
rtis triangles—they were the stars of heav'n, 
I he silent stars! Oft did he take delight 
io measure th' altitude of some tall cra^ 
which is the eagle's birthplace, or some°peak 
ramihar with forgotten years, that shows 
inscrib d, as with the silence of the thought, 
Upon its bleak and visionary sides ;— ° ' 

and I have heard him say 
1 hat often, failing at this time to gain 
1 he peace requir'd, he scanned the laws of light 
Amid the roar of torrents, where they send 
* rom hollow clefts up to the clearer air 
A cloud of mist, which in the sunshine frames 
A lasting tablet—for the observer's eye 
Varying its rainbow hues. But vainly thus, 
And vainly by all other means, he strove 
1 o mitigate the fever of his heart."—pp. ]6—18. 

The whole book, indeed, is full of such 
stuff. The following is the author's own 
sublime aspiration after the delight of be
coming a Motion, or a Presence, or an Energy 
among multitudinous streams. 

" Oh ! what a joy it were, in vig'rous health, 
l o have a Body (this our vital Frame 
With shrinking sensibility endu'd, 
And all the nice regards of flesh and blood) 
And to the elements surrender it, 
A* if it were a Spirit /—How divine 
1 he liberty, for frail, for mortal man, 
1 o roam at large among unpeopled glens 
And mountainous retirements, only trod 
By devious footsteps; regions consecrate 
1 o oldest time ! and, reckless of the storm 
1 hat keeps the raven quiet in her nest, 
Be as a Fresence or a Motion !—one 
Among the many there ; and, while the Mists 
a rainy VaP°urs> call out Shapes 
And .rhantoms from the crags and solid earth 
As fast as a Musician scatters sounds 
Out of an instrument; and, while the Streams— 
(As at a first creation and in haste 
To exercise their untried faculties) 
Descending from the regions of the clouds, 
And starting from the hollows of the earth 
More multitudinous every moment—rend 
J heir way before them, what a joy to roam 
An equal among mightiest Energies ! 
Ana haply sometimes with articulate voice, 
Anna the deaf'ning tumult, scarcely heard 
By him that utters it, exclaim aloud 
Be this continu'd so from day to day, 
Nor let it have an end from month to month !" 

pp. 164, 165. 

We suppose the reader is now satisfied 
with Mr. Wordsworth's sublimities—which ! 

occupy rather more than half the volume 
Of his tamer and more creeping prolixity, we 
have not the heart to load him with many 
specimens. The following amplification of 
the vulgar comparison of human life to a 
stream, has the merit of adding much ob
scurity to wordiness; at least, we have not 
ingenuity enough to refer the conglobated 
bubbles and murmurs, and floating islands, 
to their Vital prototypes. 
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Which my life holds, he readily misconceive 
w Hoe er hath stood to watch a mountain Brook 
Jn some still passage of its course, and seen, 
within the depths of its capacious breast, 
aI1Vj rte .,rees' and rocks, and azure sky : 
And, on its glassy surface, specks of foam, 
And conglobated bubbles undissolv'd, 
Numerous .as stars ; that, by their onward lapse. 
Betray to sight the motion of the stream, 
BIse imperceptible ; meanwhile, is heard 
Perchance a roar or murmur; and the sound 
1 hough soothing, and the little floating isles 
I hough beautiful, are both by Nature charg'd 
With the same pensive office ; and make known 
I hroiigh what perplexing labyrinths, abrupt 
Precipitations, and untoward straits, 
The earth-born wanderer hath pass'd ; and quickly 
1 hat respite o'er, like traverses and toils 
Must be again encounter'd— Such a stream 
Is Human Life."—pp. 139, 140. 

The following, however, is a better example 
of the useless and most tedious minuteness 
with which the author so frequently details 
circumstances of no interest in themselves 
of no importance to the story,—and possess-

no graphical merit whatsoever as pieces 
of description. On their approach to the old 
chaplain's cottage, the author gets before his 
companion, 

. " when behold 
An object that entic'd my steps aside I 
It was an Entry, narrow as a door; 
A passage whose brief windings open'd out 
Into a platform; that lay, sheepfold-wise, 
Bncios d between a single mass of rock 
And one old moss-grown wall;—a cool Recess, 
And fanciful! For, where the rock and wall 
Met in an angle, hung a tiny roof, 
Or penthouse, which most quaintly had been fram'd, 
Joy thrusting two rude sticks into the wall 
And overlaying them with mountain sods ! 
* ° weatber-fend a turf"built seat 
Whereon a full-grown man might rest, nor dread 
l he burning sunshine, or a transient shower; 
Put the whole plainly wrought by Children's hands ! 
vxr uSe slrPPl® ®kill had throng d the grassy floor 
With work of frame less solid ; a proud show 
Uf baby-houses, curiously arranged! 
Nor wanting ornament of walks between, 
With mimic trees inserted in the turf, 
And gardens interpos'd. Pleas'd with the sight, 
w? . no- choose but beckon to my Guide, 
Who, having enter'd, carelessly look'd round, 
And now would have pass'd on ; when I exclaim'd, 
Bo. what is here?' and, stooping down, drew 

A Book," &c.-pp. 71,72. [f0rth 

And this book, which he 
" found to be a work 

In the French Tongue, a Novel of Voltaire," 
leads to no incident or remark of any value 
or importance, to apologise for this long story 
of its finding. There is no beauty, we°think, 
it must be admitted, in these passages; and 
so little either of interest or curiosity in the 
incidents they disclose, that we can scarcely 
conceive that any man to whom they had ac
tually occurred, should take the trouble to 
recount them to his wife and children by his 

i besidebut, that man or child should 
1 fIhem worth writing down in blank verse, 

and printing in magnificent quarto, we should 
certainly have supposed altogether impossi 
Die, had it not been for the ample proofs which 
Mr. Wordsworth has afforded to the contrary 
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Sometimes their silliness is enhanced by a 
paltry attempt at effect and emphasis: as in 
the following account of that very touching 
and extraordinary occurrence of a lamb bleat
ing among the mountains. The poet would 
actually persuade us that he thought the 
mountains themselves were bleating; and 
that nothing could be so grand or impressive. 
li List!7' cries the old Pedlar, suddenly break
ing off in the middle of one of his daintiest 
ravings— 

" 4 List!—I heard, 
From yon huge breast of rock, a solemn bleat ! 
Sent forth as if it were the Mountain's voice . 
As if the visible Mountain made the cry ! 
Again !'—The effect upon the soul was such 
As he express'd; for, trom the Mountain s heart 
The solemn bleat appear'd to come ! There was 
No other—and the region all around 
Stood silent, emptv of all shape of life. 
—It was a Lamb— left somewhere to itself! ' 

p. 159. 

What we have now quoted will give the 
reader a notion of the taste and spirit in which 
this volume is composed: And yet, if it had 
not contained something a good deal better, 
we do not know how we should have been 
justified in troubling him with any account 
of it. But the truth "is, that Mr Wordsworth, 
with all his perversities, is a person of great 
powers ; and has frequently a force in his 
moral declamations, and a tenderness in his 
pathetic narratives, which neither his prolixity 
nor his affectation can altogether deprive of 
their effect. We shall venture to give some 
extracts from the simple tale of the Weaver's 
solitary Cottage. Its heroine is the deserted 
wife: and its chief interest consists in the 
picture of her despairing despondence and 
anxiety, after his disappearance. The Pedlar, 
recurring to the well to wrhich he had direct
ed his companion, observes, 

" One while he would speak lightly of his BaU 
And with a cruel tongue : at other times 
He toss'd them with a false unnat'ral joy: 
And 'twas a rueful thing to see the looks 
Of the poor innocent children."—p. 31. 

At last, he steals from his cottage, and e: . 
as a soldier ; and when the benevolent Pel-
comes, in his rounds, in hope of a che--
welcome, he meets with a scene t ~ 

" Having reach'd the door 
I knock'd,—and, when I enter'd with the hoc-
Of usual greeting, Margaret look'd at me 
A little while ; then turn'd her head away 
Speechless,—and sitting down upon a chair 
Wept bitterly ! I wist not what to do, 
Or how to speak to her. Poor Wretch! atlas 
She rose from off her seat, and then,—0 Sir',' 
I cannot tell how she pronounc'd my name.-
With fervent love, and with a face of grief 
Unutterably helpless!"—pp. 34, 35. 

Hope, however, and native cheerfnh 
were not yet subdued; and her spirit still b 
up against the pressure of this desertion. 

" Long we had not talk'd 
Ere we built up a pile of better thoughts, 
And with a brighter eye she look'd around 
As if she had been shedding tears of joy." 

1 As I stoop'd to drink, 
Upon the slimy foot-stone I espied 
The useless fragment of a wooden bowl, 
Green with the moss of years; a pensive sight 
That mov'd my heart !—recalling former days, 
When I could never pass that road but She 
Who liv'd within these walls, at my approach, 
A Daughter's welcome gave me ; and I lov'd her 
As my own child ! O Sir ! the good die first! 
And they whose hearts are dry as summer dust 
Burn to the socket." 

"By some especial care 
Her temper had been fram'd, as if to make 
A Being—who by adding love to peace 
Might live on earth a life of happiness." 

pp. 27, 28. 

The bliss and tranquillity of these prosper
ous years is well and copiously described ;— 
but at last came sickness, and want of em
ploymentand the effect on the kind-
hearted and industrious mechanic is strikingly 
delineated. 

" At his door he stood, 
And whistl'd many a snatch of merry tunes 
That had no mirth in them ! or with'his knife 
Carv'd uncouth figures on the heads of sticks— 
Then, not less idly, sought, through every nook 
In house or garden, any casual work 
Of use or ornament."— 

" We parted.—'Twas the time of f 
I left her busy with her garden tools; 
And well remember, o'er that fence she look'c 
And. while I paced along the footway path, 
Called out, and sent a blessing after me. 
With tender cheerfulness ; and with a voice 
That seem'd the very sound of happy thou^ 

pp.36, r 
The gradual sinking of the spirit under 

load of continued anxiety, and the de.c 
tion of all the finer springs of the soul I; 
course of unvarying sadness, are very fr 

ingly represented in the sequel of thissk 
narrative. 

'' I journey'd back this way 
Towards the wane of Summer; when the whei 
Was yellow ; and the soft and bladed grass 
Springing afresh had o'er the hay-field spread 
Its tender verdure. At the door arriv'd. 
I found that she was absent. In the shade, 
Where now we sit, I waited her return. 
Her Cottage, then a cheerful Object, wore 
Its customary look,—only, I thought, 
The honeysuckle, crowding round the porch. 
Hung down in heavier tufts: and thatbngh.v^ 
The yellow stone-crop, suffer'd to take root 
Along the window's edge, profusely grew, 
Blinding the lower panes. 1 turn'd aside, 
And stroll'd into her garden. It appeard 
To lag behind the season, and had lost 
Its pride of neatness."— 
" The sun was sinking in the west; and no* 
I sate with sad impatience. From within 
H e r  s o l i t a r y  I n f a n t  c r i e d  a l o u d .  
Then, like a blast that dies away sell-still a, 
The voice was silent."—pp. 37 39. 

The desolate woman had now an air c. 
and listless, though patient sorrow. 

"Evermore . 
Her eyelids droop'd, her eyes were down*a-'-• 
And, when she at her table gave me tooo. 
She did not look at me ! Her voice was 
Her body was subdu'd. In ev ry act 
Pertaining to her house affairs, appear 
The careless stillness of a thinkmg mi. 
Self-occupied ; to which all outwiar • 1,/ 
Are like an idle matter. Still she sig > 
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But yet no motion of the breast was seen, 
No heaving of the heart. While by the fire 
YVe sate together, sighs came on my ear, 
I know not how, ancf hardly whence they came. 

I return'd, 
And took my rounds along this road again, 
pG rS sunny hank the primrose flow'r 
T f6p J ;orth, to give an earnest of the Spring, 
XT J- sac^ an<* drooping ; she had learn'd 
cu T, no$ of her Husband ; if he liv'd 
one knew not that he lived ; if he were dead 
' he knew not he was dead. She seem'd the same 
In person and appearance ; but her House 
Bespake a sleepy hand of negligence 
„ Her Infant Babe 
Wad trom its Mother caught the trick of grief, 
And sigh'd among its playthings !"—pp. 41—43. 

Returning seasons only deepened this gloom, 
and confirmed this neglect. Her child died : 
and she spent her weary days in roaming 
over the country, and repeating her fond and 
vain inquiries to every passer by. 

" Meantime her House by frost, and thaw, and rain, 
Was sapp'd ; and while she slept the nightly damps 
Did chill her breast ; and in the stormy day 
Her tatter'd clothes were ruffl'd by the wind, 
Ev'n at the side of her own fire. Yet still 
She lov'd this wretched spot; and here, my Friend, 
In sickness she remain'd ; and here she died ! 
Last Human Tenant of these ruin'd Walls."—p. 46. 

The story of the old Chaplain, though a 
little less lowly, is of the same mournful cast, 
and almost equally destitute of incidents;—^ 
for Mr. Wordsworth delineates only feelings— 
and all his adventures are of the heart. The 
narrative which is given by the sufferer him
self is, in our opinion, the most spirited and 
interesting part of the poem. He begins thus, 
and addressing himself, after a long pause, 
to his ancient countryman and friend the 
Pedlar— 
"You never saw, your eyes did never look 
On the bright Form of Her whom once I lov'd !— 
Her silver voice was heard upon the earth, 
A sound unknown to you ; else, honour'd Friend, 
Your heart had borne a pitiable share 
Of what I suffer'd, when I wept that loss ! 
And suffer now, not seldom, from the thought 
That I remember —and can weep no more!" 

p. 117. 

The following account of his marriage and 
early felicity is written with great sweetness— 
a sweetness like that of Massinger, in his softer 
and more mellifluous passages. 

'' This fair Bride— 
In the devotedness of youthful love, 
Preferring me to Parents, and the choir 
Of gay companions, to the natal roof, 
And all known places and familiar sights, 
(Resign'd with sadness gently weighing down 
Her trembling expectations, but no more 
Than did to her due honour, and to me 
Yielded, that day, a confidence sublime 
In what I had to build upon)—this Bride, 
Young, modest, meek, and beautiful, I led 
To a low Cottage in a sunny Bay, 
Where the salt sea innocuously breaks, 
And the sea breeze as innocently breathes, 
On Devon's leafy shores;—a shelter'd Hold, 
In a soft clime, encouraging the soil 
To a luxuriant bounty!—As our steps 
Approach the embower'd Abode, our chosen Seat, 
See, rooted in the earth, its kindly bed. 
The unendanger'd Myrtle.deck'd with flowers,'&c. 
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I „7TWlId were our walks upon those lonely Downs, 
Whence, unmolested Wanderers, we beheld 

I I he shining Giver of the Day diffuse 
His brightness, o'er a tract of sea and land 
Gay as our spirits, free as our desires, 
As our enjoyments boundless.—From these Heights 
xiTu opP at pleasure, into sylvan Combs ; 
Where arbours of impenetrable shade, 
£nd mossy seats detain'd us, side by side, 
YVith hearts at ease, and knowledge in our hearts 
1 hat all the grove and all the day was ours.' " 

pp. 118—120. 

There, seven years of unmolested happiness 
were blessed with two lovely children. 
4 4 And on these pillars rested, as on air, 

Our solitude." 

Suddenly a contagious malady swept off both 
the infants, 
44 Calm as a frozen Lake when ruthless Winds 

Blow fiercely, agitating earth and sky, 
The Mother now remain'd." 

——44 Yet, stealing slow, 
Dimness o'er this clear Luminary crept 
Insensibly !—The immortal and divine 
Yielded to mortal reflux, her pure Glory, 
As from the pinnacle of worldly state 
Wretched Ambition drops astounded, fell 
Into a gulf obscure of silent grief, 
And keen heart-anguish—of itself asham'd, 
Yet obstinately cherishing itself: 

| And, so consum'd, She melted from my arms I 
And left me, on this earth, disconsolate." 

pp. 125, 126. 

The agony of mind into which the sur 
vivor was thrown, is described with a power
ful eloquence; as well as the doubts and dis
tracting fears which the sceptical speculations 
of his careless days had raised in his spirit. 
There is something peculiarly grand and ter
rible to our feelings in the imagery of these 
three lines— 
44 By pain of heart, now check'd, and now impell'd, 
The Intellectual Power, through words and things, 
Went sounding on,—a dim and perilous way !" 

At last he is roused from this dejected mood, 
by the glorious promises which seemed held 
out to human nature by the first dawn of the 
French Revolution;—and it indicates a fine 
perception of the secret springs of character 
and emotion, to choose a being so circum
stanced as the most ardent votary of that far-
spread enthusiasm. 
44 Thus was I reconverted to the world ! 
Society became my glitt'ring Bride, 
And airy hopes my Children !—If busy Men 
In sober conclave met, to weave a web 
Of amity, whose living threads should stretch 
Beyond the seas, and to the farthest pole, 
There did I sit, assisting. If, with noise 
And acclamation, crowds in open air 
Express'd the tumult of their minds, my voice 
There mingled, heard or not. The powers of song 
I left not uninvok'd ; and, in still groves, 
Where mild Enthusiasts tun'd a pensive lay 
Of thanks and expectation, in accord 
With their belief, I sang Saturnian Rule 
Relurn'd.—a progeny of golden years 
Permitted to descend, and bless mankind !" 

pp. 128, 129 

On the disappearance of that bright vision, 
he was inclined to take part with the despe
rate party who still aimed at establishing 
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universal regeneration, though by more ques
tionable instruments than they had originally 
assumed. But the military despotism which 
ensued soon closed the scene against all such 
exertions; and, disgusted with men and 
Europe, he sought for shelter in the wilds of 
America. In the calm of the voyage. Memory 
and Conscience awoke him to a sense of his 
misery. 

" Feebly must They have felt 
Who, in old time, attir'd with snakes and whips 
The vengeful Furies. Beautiful regards 
Were turn'd on me—the face of her I lov'd ! 
The Wife and Mother, pitifully fixing 
Tender reproaches, insupportable!"—pp. 133, 134. 

His disappointment, and ultimate seclusion in 
England, have been already sufficiently de
tailed. 

We must trespass upon our readers with 
the fragments of yet another story. It is that 
of a simple, seduced, and deserted girl, told 
with great sweetness, pathos, and indulgence, 
by the Vicar of the parish, by the side of her 
untimely grave. Looking down on the turf, 
he says— 
" As, on a sunny bank, a tender Lamb, 
Lurks in safe shelter, from the winds of March 
Screen'd by its Parent, so that little mound 
Lies guarded by its neighbour. The small heap 
Speaks for itself;—an Infant there doth rest ; 
The shelt'ring Hillock is the Mother's grave !— 
There, by her innocent Baby's precious grave, 
Yea, doubtless, on the turf that roofs her own, 
The Mother oft was seen to stand, or kneel, 
In the broad day, a weeping Magdalene. 
Now she is not! The swelling turf reports 
Of the fresh show'r, but of poor Ellen's tears 
Is silent; nor is any vestige left 
Upon the pathway of her mournful tread; 
Nor of that pace with which she once had mov'd 
In virgin fearlessness—a step that seem'd 
Caught from the pressure of elastic turf 
Upon the mountains wet with morning dew, • 
In the prime hour of sweetest scents and airs.'* 

pp. 285—287. 

Her virgin graces and gentleness are then 
very beautifully described, and her seduction 
and lonely anguish passed over very tenderly. 
" * Ah why,' said Ellen, sighing to herself, 
' Why do not words, and kiss, and solemn pledge; 
And nature that is kind in Woman's breast, 
And reason that in Man is kind and good, 
And fear of Him who is a righteous Judge, 
Why do not these prevail for human life, 
To keep two hearts together, that began 
Their spring-time with one love, and that have need 
Of mutual pity and forgiveness, sweet 
To grant , or be receiv'd ?' "—p. 289. 

" A kindlier passion open'd on her soul 
When that poor Child was born. Upon its face 
fehe look d as on a pure and spotless gift 
Of unexpected promise, where a grief 
Or dread was all that had been thought of. 
T, . , _ this hour,' 
Thus in her Mother's hearing Ellen spake, 
' There was a stony region in my heart ! 
But He at whose command the parched rock 
Was smitten and pour'd forth a quenching stream, 
Hath soften d that obduracy, and made 
Unlook'd-for gladness in the desert place, 
To save the perishing; and, henceforth. I look 
Upon the light with cheerfulness, for thee 
My Infant! and for that good Mother dear. 

"Wno bore me,—and ha i pray'd for me in vain! 

Yet not in vain, it shall not be in vain.' 
—Through four months' space the Infant 
From the maternal breast. Then scrupV 
Thoughts, which the rich are free from.-

cross'd 
The sweet affection. She no more could 
By her offence to lay a twofold weight * 
On a kind parent, willing to forget ° 
Their slender means ! So, to that paren-V 
Trusting her child, she left their common-
And with contented spirit undertook 
A Foster-Mother's office."—pp. 291—293 

Here the parents of her new muslin?; 
forbade her all intercourse with her own-
precious child ;—and a sudden malady & 
it off, in this period of forced desertion.'" 

" Once, only once, 
She saw it in that mortal malady: 
And, on the burial day, could scarcely gain 
Permission to attend its obsequies! 
She reach'd the house—last of the fun'ral trc. 
And some One, as she enter'd, having chanr 
To urge unthinkingly their prompt departure. 
'  N a y , '  s a i d  s h e ,  w i t h  c o m m a n d i n g  l o o k ,  a r -
Of anger never seen in her before, 
' Nay ye must wait my time !' and down she; 
And by the unclos'd coffin kept her seat: 
Weeping and looking, looking on and weeping 
Upon the last sweet slumber of her Child! : 
Until at length her soul was satisfied. 

You see the Infant's Grave!—and to thisS: 
The Mother, oft as she was sent abroad, 
And whatsoe'er the errand, urg'd her steps: 
Hither she came ; and here she stood, or kite!: 
In the broad day—a rueful Magdalene !"-p.. 

Overwhelmed with this calamity, she wi: 
last obliged to leave her service. 

" B u t  t h e  g r e e n  s t a l k  o f  E l l e n ' s  l i f e  w a s  s n a p :  
And the flower droop'd ; as every eye might;: 
" Her fond maternal Heart had built a Nest 

In blindness all too near the river's edge; 
That Work a summer flood with hasty swell 
Had swept away ! and now her spirit long'd 
For its last flight to Heaven's security." 
" — Meek Saint! through patience glorifiec 

earth ! 
In whom, as by her lonely hearth she sate, 
The ghastly face of cold decay put on 
A sun-like beauty, and appear'd divine; 
So, through the cloud of death, her Spirit pas: 
Into that pure and unknown world of love. 
Where injury cannot come :—and here is laic 
The mortal Body by her Infant's side!" 

pp. 296,2??. 

These passages, we think, are among 
most touching with which the volume pre* 
us; though there are many in a more • 
and impassioned style. The followingc 
memoration of a beautiful and glorious y 
the love and the pride of the humble ral 
is full of warmth and poetry. 

" The mountain Ash. 
Deck'd with autumnal berries that outshine ^ 
Spring's richest, blossoms, yields a splendid si-
Amid the leafy woods; and ye have seen, 
By a brOok side or solitary tarn, 
How she her station doth adorn,—the pool 
Glows at her feet, and all the gloomy rock 
Are brighten'd round her! In his native U. 
Such and so glorious did this Youth appear, 
A sight that, kindled pleasure in all hearts, 
By his ingenuous beauty, by the gleam 
Of his fair eyes, by his capacious brow. 
By all the graces with which nature s nan _ 
Had bounteously array'd him. As old i".-

Tell in their idle songs of wand'ring Gods, 
vn Of, APoIio> veil'd in human form ; 
I et, like the sweet-breath'd violet of the shade, 
^*s!r°ver''d in their own despite, to sense 
at 9rta^s> df such fables without blame 
51 ay find chance-mention on this sacred ground,) 

through a simple rustic garb's disguise, 
in him reveal'd a Scholar's genius shone ! 
And so, not wholly hidden from men's sight, 
In him the spirit of a Hero walk'd 
Our unpretending valley !"— pp. 342, 343. 

This is lofty and energetic;—but Mr. 
»V ordsworth descends, we cannot think very 
gracefully, when he proceeds to describe how 
the quoit whizzed when his arm launched it 

and how the football mounted as high as a 
lark, at the touch of his toe ;—neither is it 
a suitable catastrophe, for one so nobly en
dowed, to catch cold by standing too long in 
the river washing sheep, and die of spasms 
in consequence. 

The general reflections on the indiscrimi-
nating rapacity of death, though by no means 
original in themselves, and expressed with 
too bold a rivalry of the seven ages of Shake
speare, have yet a character of vigour and 
truth about them that entitles them to notice. 
" This file of Infants ; some that never breathed, 
And the besprinkl'd Nursling, unrequir'd 
Till he begins to smile upon the breast 
That feeds him; and the tott'ring Little-one 
Taken from air and sunshine, when the rose 
Of Infancy first blooms upon his cheek ; [Youth 
The thinking, thoughtless Schoolboy; the bold 
Of soul impetuous; and the bashful Maid 
Smitten while all the promises of life 
Are op'ning round her ; those of middle age, 
Cast down while confident in strength they stand, 
Like pillars fix'd more firmly, as might seem, 
And more secure, by very weight of all 
That, for support, rests on them; the decay'd 
And burthensome ; and, lastly, that poor'few 
Whose light of reason is with age extinct; 
The hopeful and the hopeless, first and last, 
The earliest summon'd and the longest spar'd, 
Are here deposited ; with tribute paid 
Various, but unto each some tribute paid; 
As if, amid these peaceful hills and groves, 
Society were touch'd with kind concern, 
And gentle "Nature griev'd that One should die !" 

pp. 244, 245. 
There is a lively and impressive appeal on 

the injury done to the health, happiness, and 
morality of the lower orders, by the unceas
ing and premature labours of our crowded 
manufactories. The description of night-work-
ing is picturesque. In lonely and romantic 
regions, he says, when silence and darkness 
incline all to repose— 

" An unnatural light 
Prepar'd for never-resting Labour's eyes, 
Breaks from a many-window'd Fabric huge; 
And at the appointed hour a Bell is heard— 
Of harsher import than the Curfew-knoll 
That spake the Norman Conqueror's stern behest. 
A local summons to unceasing toil ! 
Disgorg'd are now the Ministers of day; 
And, as they issue from the iliumin'd Pile, 
A fresh Band meets them, at the crowded door,— 
And in the Courts ;—and where the rumbling 
That turns the multitude of dizzy wheels, [Stream, 
Glares, like a troubl'd Spirit, in its bed 
Among the rocks below. Men, Maidens, Youths, 
Mother and little Children, Boys and Girls, 
Enter, and each the wonted task resumes 
Within this Temple—where is offer'd up 
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To Gain—the master Idol o f  t h e  Realm, 
Perpetual sacrifice."—p. 367. 

The effects on the ordinary life of the uoor 
are delineated in graver colours. 
,n u • c Domestic bliss, 
(Or call it comfort, by a humbler name,) 
How art thou blighted for the poor Man's heart! 
Lo! in such neighbourhood, from morn to eve, 
l he Habitations empty ! or perchance 
The Mother left alone,—no helping hand 
To rock the cradle of her peevish babe ; 
No daughters round her, busy at the wheel, 
Or in despatch of each day's little growth 
Of household occupation; no nice arts 
Of needle-work ; no bustle at the fire, 
Where once the dinner was prepared with pride; 
Nothing to speed the day or cheer the mind ; 
Nothing to praise, to teach, or to command ! 
—The Father, if perchance he still retain 
His old employments, goes to field or wood, 
No longer led or followed by his Sons ; 
Idlers perchance they were,—but in h i s  sight; 
Breathing fresh air, and treading the green earth; 
Till their short holiday of childhood ceas'd, 
Ne'er to return ! That birth-right now is lost." 

pp. 371, 372. 
The dissertation is closed with an ardent 

hope, that the farther improvement and the 
universal diffusion of these arts may take 
away the temptation for us to embark so 
largely in their cultivation; and that we may 
once more hold out inducements for the re
turn of old manners and domestic charities. 
" Learning, though late, that all true glory rests, 
All praise, all safety, and all happiness, 
Upon the Moral law. Egyptian Thebes ; 
Tyre by the margin of the sounding waves ; 
Palmyra, central in the Desert, fell! 
And the Arts died by which they had been raised. 
—Call Archimedes from his buried Tomb 
Upon the plain of vanish'd Syracuse, 
And feelingly the Sage shall make report 
How insecure, how baseless in itself, 
Is that Philosophy, whose sway is fram'd 
For mere material instruments:—How weak 
Those Arts, and high Inventions, if unpropp'd 
By Virtue."—p. 369. 

There is also a very animated exhortation 
to the more general diffusion of education 
among the lower orders : and a glowing and 
eloquent assertion of their capacity for all vir
tues and enjoyments. 

" Believe it not I 
The primal Duties shine aloft—like stars ; 
The Charities that soothe, and heal, and bless, 
Are scatter'd at the feet of Man—like flow'rs. 
The gen'rous inclination, the just rule, 
Kind wishes, and good actions, and pure thoughts— 
No mystery is here ; no special boon 
For high and not for low, for proudly grac'd, 
And not for meek of heart. The smoke ascends 
To heav'n as lightly from the Cottage hearth 
As from the haughty palace."—p.'398. 

The blessings and the necessities that now 
render this a peculiar duty in the rulers of 
this empire, are urged in a still loftier tone. 
" Look ! and behold, from Calpe's sunburnt cliffs 
To the flat margin of the Baltic sea, 
Long-reverenc'd Titles cast away as weeds ; 
Laws overturn'd,—and Territory split; 
Like fields of ice rent by the polar wind, 
And forc'd to join in less obnoxious shapes, 
Which, ere they gain consistence, by a gust 
Of the same breath are shatter'd and destroy'd. 
Meantime, the Sov'reignty of these fair Isles 
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Remains entire and indivisible ; 
And, if that ignorance were remov'd, which acts 
Within the compass of their sev'ral shores 
To breed commotion and disquietude, 
Each might preserve the beautiful repose 
Of heav'nly bodies shining in their spheres. 
—The discipline of slavery is unknown 
Amongst us,—hence the more do we require 
The discipline of virtue ; order else 
Cannot subsist, nor confidence, nor peace." 

pp. 402, 403. 

There is a good deal of fine description in 
the course of this work; but we have left 
ourselves no room for any specimen. The 
following few lines, however, are a fine epit
ome of a lake voyage :— 

44 Right across the Lake 
Our pinnace moves: then, coasting creek and bay, 
Glades we behold—and into thickets peep— 
Where crouch the spotted deer ; or raise our eyes 
To shaggy steeps on which the careless goat 
Browsed by the side of dashing waterfalls."—p. 412. 
We add, also, the following more elaborate 
and fantastic picture—which, however, is not 
without its beauty:— 
" Then having reach'd a bridge, that overarch'd 
The hasty rivulet where it lay becalm'd 
In a deep pool, by happy chance we saw 
A twofold Image. On a grassy bank 
A snow-white Ram, and in the crystal flood 
Another and the same ! Most beautiful, 
On the green turf, with his imperial front 
Shaggy and bold, and wreathed horns superb, 
The breathing creature stood ' as beautiful, 
Beneath him, show'd his shadowy Counterpart. 
Each had his glowing mountains, each his sky, 
And each seem'd centre of his own fair world : 
Antipodes unconscious of each other, 
Yet, in partition, with their several spheres, 
Blended in perfect stillness to our sight!"—p. 407. 

Besides those more extended passages of 
interest or beauty, which we have quoted, 
and omitted to quote, there are scattered up 
and down the book, and in the midst of its 
most repulsive portions, a very great number 
of single lines and images, that sparkle like 
gems in the desert, and startle us with an in
timation of the great poetic powers that lie 
buried in the rubbish that has been heaped 
around them. It is difficult to pick up these, 
after we have once passed them by; but we 
shall endeavour to light upon one or two. The 
beneficial effect of intervals of relaxation and 
pastime on youthful minds, is finely expressed, 
we think, in a single line, when it is said to 
be— 
" Like vernal ground to Sabbath sunshine left." 

The following image of the bursting forth 
of a mountain-spring, seems to us also to be 
conceived with great elegance and beauty. 
44 And a few steps may bring us to the spot, 
Where haply crown'd with flow'rets and green 

herbs, 
The Mountain Infant to the Sun comes forth, 
Like human fierht from darkness !" 
The ameliorating effects of song and music 
on the minds which most delight in them, are 
likewise very poetically expressed. 

" And when the stream 
Which overflow'd the soul was pass'd away, 
A consciousness remain'd that it had left, 

Deposited upon the silent shore 
Of Memory, images and precious t 
That shall not die, and cannot be destroy d;-
Nor is any thing more elegant tha-
representation of the graceful tranqui " 
casionally put on by one of the a 
favourites; who, though gay and a 
general— 
44 Was graceful, when it pleas'd him, sic 

still 
As the mute Swan that floats adown the stre--
Or on the waters of th' unruffled lake 
Anchors her placid beauty. Not a leaf 
That flutters on the bough more ligh 
And not a flow'r that droops in the g 
More willingly reserv'd." 

Nor are there wanting morsels of a < -
and more majestic beauty; as when, ass 
the weightier diction of Cowper, he sa" 
language which the hearts of all reade. 
modern history must have i 

-4< Earth is sick, 
And Heav'n is weary of the hollow words 
Which States and Kingdom utter when ther =-
Of Truth and Justice." 

These examples, we perceive, are no! T 
well chosen—but we have not leisure;: 
prove the selection; and, such as the 
they may serve to give the reader a not 
the sort of merit which we meant to ilk-
by their citation. When we look feci 
them, indeed, and to the other passages 
we have now extracted, we feel half inc. 
to rescind the severe sentence which-
passed on the work at the beginning -
when we look into the work itself, wepe:: 
that it cannot be rescinded. Nobody ca: 
more disposed to do justice to the great pr 
of Mr.'Wordsworth than we are; and: 
the first time that he came before us. 
to the present moment, we have nnir 
testified in their favour, and assigned ii: 
our high sense of their value as the c 
ground of the bitterness with which w 
sented their perversion. That perve-
however, is now far more visible than: 
original dignity; and while we collec: 
fragments, it is impossible not to moiir. 
the ruins from which we are condemn 
pick them. If any one should doubt 
existence of such a perversion, or be dis 
to dispute about the instances we have & 
brought forward, we would just beg k 
refer him to the general plan and charac 
the poem now before us. Why shou 
Wordsworth have made his hero a supe 
ated pedlar I What but the most wn 
affectation, or provoking perversity oi 
could induce any one to place his cbo-
vocate of wisdom and virtue in so absur. 
fantastic a condition! Did Mr. Word? 
really imagine, that his favourite ^ 
were likely to gain anything in pom1 °\-
or authority by being put into the nio • 
person accustomed to higgle about^ 
brass sleeve-buttons! Or is it notp 
independent of the ridicule and disgi -
such a personification must excite in 
his readers, its adoption exposes • 
throughout to the charge of revolti4 
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gruity, and utter disregard of probability or 
nature! For, after he has thus wilfully de
based his moral teacher by a low occupation, 
is there one word that he puts into his mouth, 
or one sentiment of which he makes him the 
organ, that has the most remote reference to 
that occupation ! Is there any thing in his j 
learned, abstract, and logical harangues, that> 
savours of the calling that is ascribed to him ! 
Are any of their materials such as a pedlar 
could possibly have dealt in ! Are the man
ners, the diction, the sentiments, in any, the 
very smallest degree, accommodated to a per
son in that condition ! or are they not eminently 
and conspicuously such as could not by possi
bility belong to it! A man who went about 
selling flannel and pocket-handkerchiefs in 
this lofty diction, would soon frighten away 
all his customers; and would infallibly pass 
either for a madman, or for some learned and 
affected gentleman, who, in a frolic, had taken 
up a character which he was peculiarly ill 
qualified for supporting. 

The absurdity in this case, we think, is 
palpable and glaring: but it is exactly of the 
same nature with that which infects the whole 
substance of the work—a puerile ambition 
of singularity engrafted on an unlucky predi
lection for truisms; and an affected passion 
for simplicity and humble life, most avvk-
wardly combined with a taste for mystical 
refinements, and all the gorgeousness of ob
scure phraseology. His taste for simplicity 
is evinced by sprinkling up and down his in
terminable declamations a few descriptions 
of baby-houses, and of old hats with wet 
brims; and his amiable partiality for humble 
life, by assuring us that a wordy rhetorician, 
who talks about Thebes, and allegorizes all 
the heathen mythology, was once a pedlar— 
and making him break in upon his magnifi
cent orations with two or three awkward no
tices of something that he had seen when 
selling winter raiment about the country—or 
of the changes in the state of society, which 
had almost annihilated his former calling. 

( © c t o  b  
The White Doe of Rylstone; or the Fate of 

WORTH. 4to. pp. j 

THIS, we think, has the merit of being the 
very worst poem we ever saw imprinted in a 
quarto volume; and though it was scarcely to 
be expected, we confess, that Mr. Words
worth, with all his ambition, should so soon 
have attained to that distinction, the wonder 
may perhaps he diminished when we state, 
that it seems to us to consist of a happy union 
of all the faults, without any of the beauties, 
which belong to his school of poetry. It is 
just such a work, in short, as some wicked 
enemy of that school might be supposed to 
have devised, on purpose to make it ridicu
lous ; and when we first took it up, we could 
not help suspecting that some ill-natured 
critic had actually taken this hatsh method 
of instructing Mr. Wordsworth, by example, 
in the nature of those errors, against which 
our precepts had been so often directed in 
vain. We had not gone far, however, till we 
felt intimately that nothing in the nature of a 
joke could be so insupportably dull;—and 
that this must be the work of one who earn
estly believed it to be a pattern of pathetic 
simplicity, and gave it out as such to the ad
miration of all intelligent readers. In this 
point of view, the work may be regarded as 
curious at least, if not in some degree inter
esting ; and, at all events, it must be instruc
tive to be made aware of the excesses into 
which superior understandings may be be
trayed, by long self-indulgence, and the 
strange extravagances into which they may 
run, when under the influence of that intoxi
cation which is produced by unrestrained 
admiration of themselves. This poetical in
toxication, indeed, to pursue the figure a little j 

t v ,  1 8 1 5 . )  

he Nortons: a Poem, By WILLIAM WORDS-
32. London ;N 1815. 

farther, seems capable of assuming as many 
forms as the vulgar one which arises from 
wine; and it appears to require as delicate 
a management to make a man a good poet 
by the help of the one, as to make him a 
good companion by means of the other. In 
both cases, a little mistake as to the dose or 
the quality of the inspiring fluid may make 
him absolutely outrageous, or lull him over 
into the most profound stupidity, instead of 
brightening up the hidden stores of his genius: 
and truly we are concerned to say, that Mr. 
Wordsworth seems hitherto to have been 
unlucky in the choice of his liquor—or of his 
bottle-holder. In some of his odes and ethic 
exhortations, he was exposed to the public in 
a state of incoherent rapture and glonous 
delirium, to which we think we have seen a 
parallel among the humbler lovers of jollity. 
In the Lyrical Ballads, he was exhibited, on 
the whole, in a vein of very pretty deli ration; 
but in the poem before us, he appears in a 
state of low and maudlin imbecility, which 
would not have misbecome Master Silence 
himself, in the close of a social day. Whether 
this unhappy result is to be ascribed to any 
adulteration of his Castalian cups, or to the 
unlucky choice of his company over them, we 
cannot presume to say. It may be that he 
has dashed his Hippocrene with too large an 
infusion of lake water, or assisted its opera
tion too exclusively by the study of the ancient 
historical ballads of uthe north countrie." 
That there are palpable imitations of the style 
and manner of those venerable compositions 
in the work before us, is indeed undeniable; 
but it unfortunately happens, that while the 
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hobbling versification, the mean diction, and 
flat stupidity of these models are very exactly 
copied, and even improved upon, in this imi
tation, their rude energy, manly simplicity, 
and occasional felicity of expression, have 
totally disappeared ; and, instead of them, a 
large allowance of the authors own metaphy
sical sensibility, and mystical wordiness, is 
forced into an unnatural combination with the 
borrowed beauties which have just been men
tioned. 

The story of the poem, though not capable 
of furnishing out matter for a quarto volume, 
might yet have made an interesting ballad; 
and, in the hands of Mr. Scott or Lord Byron, 
would probably have supplied many images 
to be loved, and descriptions to be remem
bered. The incidents arise out of the short
lived Catholic insurrection of the Northern 
counties, in the reign of Elizabeth, which was 
supposed to be connected with the project of 
marrying the Queen of Scots to the Duke of 
Norfolk ; and terminated in the ruin of the 
Earls of Northumberland and Westmoreland, 
by whom it was chiefly abetted. Among the 
victims of this rash enterprise was Richard 
Norton of Rylstone, who comes to the array 
with a splendid banner, at the head of eight 
tall sons, but against the will and advice of a 
ninth, who, though he refused to join the host, 
yet follows unarmed in its rear, out of anxiety 
for the fate of his family; and, when the 
father and his gallant progeny are made 
prisoners, and led to execution at York, re
covers the fatal banner, and is slain by a 
party of the Queen's horse near Bolton Priory, 
in which place he had been ordered to de
posit it by the dying voice of his father. The 
stately halls and pleasant bowers of Rylstone 
are then wasted, and fall into desolation ; 
while the heroic daughter, and only survivor 
of the house, is sheltered among its faithful 
retainers, and wanders about for many years 
in its neighbourhood, accompanied by a beau
tiful white doe, which had formerly been a 
pet in the family; and continues, long after 
the death of this sad survivor, to repair 
every Sunday to the churchyard of Bolton 
Priory, and there to feed and wander among 
the graves, to the wonder and delight of the 
rustic congregation that came there to wor
ship. 

This, we think, is a pretty subject for a 
ballad * and, in the author's better day, m:ght 
have made a lyrical one of considerable inter
est. Let us see, however, how he deals with 
it, since he has bethought him of publishing 
in quarto. 

The First Canto merely contains the de
scription of the Doe coming into the church
yard on Sunday, and of the congregation 
wondering at her. She is described as being 
as white as a lily—or the moon—or a ship in 

. the sunshine, and this is the style in which 
Mr. Wordsworth marvels and moralises about 
her through ten quarto pages. 

" What harmonious, pensive changes, 
Wait upon her as she ranges & 

Round and through this Pile of State, 
Overthrown and desolate!" 

" The presence of this wand'ring Bos 
Fills many a damp obscure recess 
With lustre of a saintly show; 
And, re-appearing, she no 1 
To the open day gives 1" 

The mothers point out 1 Pr?tty 
to their children ; and tell them in swee-
sery phrases— 

" Now you have seen the famous Doe' 
From Rylstone she hath found her war 
Over the hills this Sabbath-day; 
Her work, whate'er it be, is done. 
And she will depart when we are gone 

The poet knows why she comes there 
thinks the people may know it too: Bu-
of them think she is a new incarna-
some of the illustrious dead that lie t 
around them; and one, who it seems 
Oxford scholar, conjectures that she ma 
the fairy who instructed Lord CliffJ 
astrology ! an ingenious fancy, which 
poet thus gently reproveth— 
" Ah, pensive scholar ! think not so! 

But look again at the radiant Doe!" 

And then closes the Canto with this nax-
and luminous apostrophe to 1 ' 1 

" But, harp ! thy murmurs may not cease,~ 
Thou hast breeze-like visitings; 
For a Spirit with angel-wings 
Hath touch'd thee, and a Spirit's hand: 
A voice is with us—a command 
To chant, in strains of heavenly glory, 
A tale of tears, a mortal story!" 

The Second Canto is more full of busb 
and affords us more insight into the ami. 
manner of conducting a story. The open.. 
however, which goes back to the bright 
original conception of the harp, is not ip
so intelligible as might have been desirec, 

" The Harp in lowliness obey'd: 
And first we sang of the green-wood shade; 
And a solitary Maid ! 
Beginning, where the song must end, 
With her, and with her sylvan Friend; 
The friend, who stood before her sight, 
Her only unextinguish'd light,— 
Her last companion in a dearth 
Of love, upon a hopeless earth." 

This solitary maid, we are then told, k 
wrought, at the request of her father, 
unblessed work"— 

" A Banner—one that did fulfil 
Too perfectly his headstrong will: 
For on this Banner had her hand 
Embroider'd (such was the command) 
The Sacred Cross; and figur'd there 
The five dear wounds our Lord did bear. 

The song then proceeds to 
rising of Northumberland and Westmore. 
in the following lofty and spirited strains -
" Two earls fast Ieagu'd in discontent, 

Who gave their wishes open vent; 
And boldly urg'd a general plea, 
The rites of ancient piety 
To be by force of arms renew'd; 
Glad prospect for the multitude! 
And that same Banner, on whose breas. 
The blameless Lady had exprest, 
Memorials chosen to give life, 
And sunshine to a dangerous strife; 
This Banner," &c. 
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The poet, however, puts out all his strength 

tn the dehortation which he makes Francis 
Norton address to his father, when the prepa
rations are completed, and the household is 
ready to take the field. 

t " Francis Norton said, 
*0 Father ! rise not in this fray— 
The hairs are white upon your head; 
Dear Father, hear me when I say 
It is for you too late a day ! 
Bethink you of your own good name ; 
A just and gracious queen have we, 
A pure religion, and the claim 
Of peace on our humanity. 
'Tis meet that I endure your scorn,— 
I am your son, your eldest born ; 
The Banner touch not, stay your hand,— 
This multitude of men disband, 
And live at home in blissful ease.' " 

The warlike father makes no answer to this 
exquisite address, but turns in silent scorn to 
the banner, 

'' And-his wet eyes are glorified ;" 

and forthwith he marches out, at the head of 
his sons and retainers. 

Francis is very sad when thus left alone in 
the mansion—and still worse when he sees 
his sister sitting under a tree near the door. 
However, though "he cannot choose but 
shrink and sigh," he goes up to her and says, 

44 4 Gone are they,—they have their desire ; 
And f with thee one hour will stay, 
To give thee comfort if I may.' 

He paused, her silence to partake, 
And long it was before he spake : 
Then, all at once, his thoughts turned round, 
And fervent words a passage found. 

1 Gone are they, bravely, though misled, 
With a dear Father at their head ! 
The Sons obey a natural lord ; 
The Father had given solemn word 
To noble Percy,—and a force 
Still stronger bends him to his course. 
This said, our tears to-day may fall 
As at an innocent funeral. 
In deep and awful channel runs 
This sympathy of Sire and Sons ; 
Untried our Brothers were belov'd, 
And now their faithfulness is prov'd ; 
For faithful we must call them, bearing 
That soul of conscientious daring.' " 

After a great deal more, as touching and 
sensible, he applies himself more directly to 
the unhappy case of his hearer—whom he 
thus judiciously comforts and flatters: 

44 Hope nothing, if I thus may speak 
To thee a woman, and thence weak; 
Hope nothing, I repeat; for we 
Are doom'd to perish utterly ; 
'Tis meet that thou with me divide 
The thought while I am by thy side. 
Acknowledging a grace in this, 
A comfort in the dark abyss: 
But look not for me when I am gone, 
And be no farther wrought upon. 
Farewell all wishes, all debate, 
All prayers for this cause, or for that! 
Weep, if that aid thee; but depend 
Upon no help of outward friend ; 
Espouse thy doom at once, and cleave 
To fortitude without reprieve 

It is impossible, however, to go regularly on 
with this goodly matter.—The Third Canto 
brings the Nortons and their banner to the 

I head quarters of the insurgent Earls; and de
scribes the first exploits of those conscientious 
warriors; who took possession of the Cathe
dral of Durham, 

44 Sang Mass,—and tore the book of Prayer,— 
And trod the Bible beneath their feet." 

Elated by this triumph, they turn to the 
south. 
"To London were the Chieftains bent: 

But what avails the bold intent ? 
A Royal army is gone forth 
To quell the Rising of the North ; 
They march with Dudley at their head, 
And in seven days' space, will to York be led !— 
And Neville was opprest with fear; 
For, though he bore a valiant name, 
His heart was of a timid frame." 

So they agree to march back again ; at which 
old Norton is sorely afflicted—and Francis 
takes the opportnity to renew his dehortations 
—but is again repulsed with scorn, and falls 
back to his station in the rear. 

The Fourth Canto shows Emily walking by 
the fish ponds and arbours of Rylstone, in a 
fine moonshiny night, with her favourite white 
Doe not far off. 

"Yet the meek Creature was not free, 
Erewhile, from some perplexity: 
For thrice hath she approach'd, this day, 
The thought-bevvilder'd Emily." 

However, they are tolerably reconciled that 
evening; and by and by, just a few minutes 
after nine, an old retainer of the house comes 
to comfort her, and is sent to follow the host 
and bring back tidings of their success.—The 
worthy yeoman sets out with great alacrity; 
but not having much hope, it would appear, 
of the cause, says to himself as he goes, 
" 4 Grant that the moon which shines this night, 

May guide them in a prudent flight!' "—p. 75, 

Things however had already come to a still 
worse issue—as the poet very briefly and in
geniously intimates in the following fine lines : 

" Their flight the fair moon may not see ; 
For, from mid-heaven, already she 
Hath witnessed their captivity !"—p. 75. 

They had made a rash assault it seems, on 
Barnard Castle, and had been all 'made prison
ers, and forwarded to York for trial. 

The Fifth Canto shows us Emily watching 
on a commanding height for the return of her 
faithful messenger; who accordingly arrives 
forthwith, and tells, <as gently as could be/ 
the unhappy catastrophe which he had come 
soon enough to witness. The only comfort he 
can offer is, that Francis is still aiive. 
" To take his life they have not dar'd. 

On him and on his high endeavour 
The light of praise shall shine for ever ! 
Nor did he (such Heaven's will) in vain 
His solitary course maintain ; 
Nor vainly struggled in the might 
Of duty seeing with clear sight."—p 85. 

He then tells how the father and his eight 
sons were led out to execution; and how 
Francis, at his father's request, took their 
banner, and prom'sed to bring it back to Bol
ton Priory. 
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The Sixth Canto opens with the homeward 
pilgrimage of this unhappy youth ; and there 
is something so truly forlorn and tragical in 
his situation, that we should really have 
thought it difficult to have given an account 
of it without exciting some degree of interest 
or emotion. Mr. Wordsworth, however, re
serves all his pathos for describing the white
ness of the pet doe, and disserting about her 
perplexities, and her high communion, and 
participation of Heaven's grace;—and deals 
in this sort with the orphan son, turning from 
the bloody scaffold of all his line, with their 
luckless banner in his hand. 

" He look'd about like one betray'd ; 
What hath he done ? what promise made ? 
Oh weak, weak moment! to what end 
Can such a vain oblation tend, 
And he the Bearer?—Can he go 
Carrying this instrument of woe, 
And find, find any where, a right 
To excuse him in his Country's sight? 
No, will not all Men deem the change 
A downward course ? perverse and strange ? 
Here is it,—but how, when ? must she, 
The unoffending Emily 
Again this piteous object see ? 

Such conflict long did he maintain 
Wirhin himself, and found no rest; 
Calm liberty he could not gain ; 
And yet the service was unblest. 
His own life into danger brought 
By this sad burden—even that thought 
Rais d self-suspicion, which was strong, 
Swaying the brave Man to his wrong: 
And how, unless it were the sense 
Of all-disposing Providence, 
Its will intelligibly shown, 
Finds he the Banner in his hand, 
Without a thought to such intent ?" 

PP. 99, 100. 
His death is not much less pathetic A 

troop of the Queen's horse surround him, and 
reproach him, we must confess with some 
plausibility, with having kept his hands un
armed only from dread of death and forfeit
able he was all the while a traitor in 
his heart. The sage Francis answers the 
insolent troopers as follows: 

" I ml"1 no traitor'' Francis said, 
I hough this unhappy freight I bear; 

R weakens me ; my heart hath bled 
I HI it is weak but you beware, 
W°b^0 & f?ffenng Spirit wrong, 

e self-reproaches are too strong !" 
-pi - . P- 103. 

ever, hal1'HMuckin alfhiT?® Pei"S°n' h°W" 
one of th& h 1S dissuasories : for 
si1 

" There did he lie of breath forsaken !" 

ants take'hTmuftand 
yard of Bolton Priory. m m church-

The Seventh and last 
history of the desolated Emily and hmfaitt 

ful doe; but so very discreetly and cautiously 
written, that we will engage that the most 
tender-hearted reader shall peruse it without 
the least risk of any excessive emotion. The 
poor lady runs about indeed for some years in 
a very disconsolate way, in a worsted gown 
and flannel nightcap : But at last the old white 
doe finds her out, and takes again to following 
her—whereupon Mr. Wordsworth breaks out 
into this fine and natural rapture. 

" Oh, moment ever blest ! 0 Pair ! 
Belov'd of Heaven, Heaven's choicest care' 
This was for you a precious greeting,— 
For both a bounteous, fruitful meeting. 
Join'd are they ; and the sylvan Doe 
Can she depart ? can she forego 
The Lady, once her playful Peer? 
" That day, the first of a reunion 

Which was to teem with high communion, 
That day of balmy April weather, 
They tarried in the wood together." 

PP- 117, 118. 

What follows is not quite so intelligible. 

" When Emily by morning light 
Went forth, the Doe was there in sight. 
She shrunk with one frail shock ol' pain 
Received and followed by a prayer, ' 
Did she behold—saw once again ; 
Shun will she not, she feels, will bear;— 
But wheresoever she look'd round 
All now was trouble-haunted ground."—p. 119, 

It certainly is not easy to guess what could 
be in the mind of the author, when he penned 
these four last inconceivable lines: but we 
are willing to infer that the lady's loneliness 
was cheered by this mute associate; and that 
.r5 , ?> ,m return> found a certain comfort in 
the lady's company— 

" Communication, like the ray 
Of a new morning, to the nature 
And prospects of the inferior Creature !" 

p. 126. 
In due time the poor lady dies, and is 

buried beside her mother; and the doe con
tinues to haunt the places which they had 
requented together, and especially to come 

fn nPnStUr\eve)7 Sunday upon the fine grass 
in Bolton churchyard, the gate of which is 
never opened but on occasion of the weekly 
service —In consequence of all which, we are 
assured by Mr. Words„01,l. that she 'isap-
p vet by Earth and Sky, in their benignity;' 
and moreover, that the old Priory itself takes 
wWr?1 & ,dau8hter the Eternal Prime-

i; y® •'lav« no doubt is a very great com-
und^,' i0U?h we have not the good luck to understand what it means. 

" Snu'lyj methink9, this hoary Pile, 
Subdued by outrage and decay, 
Books down upon her with a smile, 
' in* ol?s smile> that seems to say, 

J- hou, thou art not a Child of Time, 
But Daughter of the Eternal Prime ! 1 
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1. Records of Women: with other Poems. By FELICIA HEMANS. 2d Edition. 12ma 
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2. The Forest Sanctuary: with other Poems. By FELICIA HEMANS. 2d Edition, with 
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WOMEN, we fear, cannot do every thing; 
nor even everything they attempt. But what 
they can do, they do, for the most part, excel
lently—and much more frequently with an 
absolute and perfect success, than the aspir
ants of our rougher and more ambitious sex. 
They cannot, we think, represent naturally the 
fierce and sullen passions of men—nor their 
coarser vices—nor even scenes of actual busi
ness or contention—nor the mixed motives, 
and strong and faulty characters, by which 
affairs of moment are usually conducted on 
the great theatre of the world. For much 
of this they are disqualified by the delicacy 
of their training and habits, and the still more 
disabling delicacy which pervades their con
ceptions and feelings; and from much they 
are excluded by their necessary inexperience 
of the realities they might wish to describe— 
by their substantial and incurable ignorance 
of business — of the way in which serious 
affairs are actually managed—and the true 
nature of the agents and impulses that give 
movement and direction to the stronger cur
rents of ordinary life. Perhaps they are also 
incapable of long moral or political investiga
tions, where many complex and indeterminate 
elements are to be taken into account, and a 
variety of opposite probabilities to be weighed 
before coming to a conclusion. They are 
generally too impatient to get at the ultimate 
results, to go well through with such discus
sions ; and either stop short at some imper
fect view of the truth, or turn aside to repose 
in the shade of some plausible error. This, 
however, we are persuaded, arises entirely 
from their being seldom set on such tedious 
tasks. Their proper and natural business is 
the practical regulation of private life, in all 
its bearings, affections, and concerns; and the 
questions with which they have to deal in 
that most important department, though often 
of the utmost difficulty and nicety, involve, 
for the most part, but few elements; and may 
generally be better described as delicate than 
intricate;—requiring for their solution rather 
a quick tact and fine perception, than a pa
tient or laborious examination. For the same 
reason, they rarely succeed in long works, 
even on subjects the best suited to their ge
nius ; their natural training rendering them 
equally averse to long doubt and long labour. 

For all other intellectual efforts, however, 
either of the understanding or the fancy, and j 
requiring a thorough knowledge either of 
man's strength or his weakness, we appre- j 
hend them to be, in all respects, as well quali-
fied as their brethren of the stronger sex: J 

60 

While, in their perceptions of grace, propri
ety, ridicule-—their power of detecting arti
fice, hypocrisy, and affectation—the force and 
promptitude of their sympathy, and their ca
pacity of noble and devoted attachment, and 
of the efforts and sacrifices it may require, 
they are, beyond all doubt, our Superiors. 

Their business being, as we have said, with 
actual or social life, and the colours it receives 
from the conduct and dispositions of individ
uals, they unconsciously acquire, at a very 
early age, the finest perception of character 
and manners, and are almost as soon instinct
ively schooled in the deep and more danger
ous learning of feeling and emotion; while 
the very minuteness with which they make 
and meditate on these interesting-observa
tions, and the finer shades and variations of 
sentiment which are thus treasured and re
corded, trains their whole faculties to a nicety 
and precision of operation, which often dis
closes itself to advantage in their application 
to studies of a different character. When 
women, accordingly, have turned their minds 
—as they have done but too seldom—to the 
exposition or arrangement of any branch of 
knowledge, they have commonly exhibited, 
we think, a more beautiful accuracy, and a 
more uniform and complete justness of think
ing, than their less discriminating brethren. 
There is a finish and completeness, in short, 
about every thing they put out of their hands, 
which indicates not only an inherent taste for 
elegance and neatness, but a habit of nice 
observation, and singular exactness of judg
ment. 

It has been so little the fashion, at any 
time, to encourage women to write for publi
cation, that it is more difficult than it should 
be, to prove these truths by examples. Yet 
there are enough, within the reach of a very 
careless and superficial glance over the open 
field of literature, to enable us to explain, at 
least, and illustrate, if not entirely to verify, 
our assertions. No Man, we will venture to 
say, could have written the Letters of Madame 
de Sevigne, or the Novels of Miss Austin, or 
the Hymns and Early Lessons of Mrs. Bar-
bauld, or the Conversations of Mrs. Marcet. 
Those performances, too, are not only essen
tially and intensely feminine ; but they are, 
in our judgment, decidedly more perfect than 
any masculine productions with which they 
can be brought into comparison. They ac
complish more completely all the ends at 
which they aim; and are worked out with a 
gracefulness and felicity of execution which 
excludes all idea of failure, and entirely satis-

2 p 2 
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fies the expectations they may have raised. 
We might easily have added to these in
stances. There are many parts of Miss Edge-
worth's earlier stories, and of Miss Mitford's 
sketches and descriptions, and not a little of 
Mrs. Opie's, that exhibit the same fine and 
penetrating spirit of observation, the same 
softness and delicacy of hand, and unerring 
truth of delineation, to which we have allud
ed as characterising the purer specimens of 
female art. The same distinguishing traits of 
woman's spirit are visible through the grief 
and piety of Lady Russel, and the gaiety, the 
spite, and the venturesomeness of Lady Mary 
Wortley. We have not as yet much female 
poetry; but there is a truly feminine tender
ness, purity, and elegance, in the Psyche of 
Mrs. Tighe, and in some of the smaller pieces 
of Lady Craven. On some of the works of 
Madame de Stael—her Corinne especially— 
there is a still deeper stamp of the genius of 
her sex. Her pictures of its boundless de
voted ness—its depth and capacity of suffering 
—its high aspirations—its painful irritability, 
and inextinguishable thirst for emotion, are 
powerful specimens of that morbid anatomy 
of the heart, which no hand but that of a wo
man's was fine enough to have laid open, or 
skilful enough to liave recommended to our 
sympathy and love. There is the same ex
quisite and inimitable delicacy, if not the 
same po\vrer, in many of the happier passages 
of Madame de Souza and Madame Cottin—to 
say nothing of the more lively and yet melan
choly records of Madame de Stael, during her 
long penance in the court of the Duchesse de 
Maine. 

But we are preluding too largely; and must 
come at once to the point, to which the very 
heading of this article has already admonish
ed the most careless of our readers that we 
are tending. We think the poetry of Mrs. 
Hemans a fine exemplification of Female 
Poetry—and we think it has much of the per
fection which we have ventured to ascribe to 
the happier productions of female genius. 

It may not be the best imaginable poetry, 
and may not indicate the very highest or most 
commanding genius; but it embraces a great 
deal of that which gives the very best poetry 
its chief power of pleasing; and would strike 
us, perhaps, as more impassioned and exalt
ed, it it were not regulated and harmonised 
by the most beautiful taste. It is singularly 
sweet, elegant, and tender—touching, per
haps, and contemplative, rather than vehe
ment and overpowering; and not only finished 
throughout with an exquisite delicacy, and 
even severity of execution, but informed with 
oClT h 13® °f fee,in& and a certain 

sober and humble tone of indulgence and 
piety winch must satisfy all judgments, and 
=wA,uPP -en? S of those who are most 
afra.dofthe passionate exaggerations of poetry. 
The diction is always beautiful, harmonious 
and free -and the themes, though of meat 
variety, uniformly treated with a grace, orig
inality and judgment, which mark the same 
master hand. These themes she has occa! 
sionally borrowed, with the peculiar imagery 

that belongs to theip, from the legends of dif
ferent nations, and the most opposite states of 
society; and has contrived to-retain much of 
what is interesting and peculiar in each of them, 
without adopting, along with it, any of the 
revolting or extravagant excesses which may 
characterise the taste or manners of the people 
or the age from which it has been derived. 
She has transfused into her German or Scan
dinavian legends the imaginative and daring 
tone of the originals, without the mystical 
exaggerations of the one, or the painful fierce
ness and coarseness of the other—she has 
preserved the clearness and elegance of the 
French, without their coldness or affectation 
—and the tenderness and simplicity of the 
early Italians, without their diffuseness or 
langour. Though occasionally expatiating, 
somewhat fondly and at large, among the 
sweets of her own planting, there is, on the 
whole, a great condensation and brevity in 
most of her pieces, and, almost without ex
ception, a most judicious and vigorous con
clusion. The great merit, however, of her 
poetry, is undoubtedly in its tenderness and 
its beautiful imagery. The first requires no 
explanation; but we must be allowed to add 
a word as to the peculiar charm and character 
of the latter. 

It has always been our opinion, that the 
very essence of poetry—apart from the pathos, 
the wit, or the brilliant description which 
may be embodied in it, but may exist equally 
in prose—consists in the fine perception and 
vivid expression of that subtle and mysterious 
Analogy which exists between the physical 
and the moral world—which makes outward 
things and qualities the natural types and em
blems of inward gifts and emotions, or leads 
us to ascribe life and sentiment to everything 
that interests us in the aspects of external 
nature. The feeling of this analogy, obscure 
and inexplicable as the theory of it may be, is 
so deep and universal in our nature, that it 
has stamped itself on the ordinary language 
of men of every kindred and speech: and 
that to such an extent, that one half of the 
epithets by which we familiarly designate 
moral and physical qualities, are in reality so 
many metaphors, borrowed reciprocally, -upon 
this analogy, from those opposite forms of 
existence. The very familiarity, however, of 
the expression, in these instances, takes away 
its poetical effect—and indeed, in substance, 
its metaphorical character. The original sense 
of the word is entirely forgotten in the deriva
tive one to which it has succeeded; and it 
requires some etymological recollection to 
convince us that it was originally nothing else 
than a typical or analogical illustration. Thus 
we talk of a sparkling wit, and a furious blast 

a weighty argument, and a gentle stream 
without being at all aware that we are 

speaking in the language of poetry, and trans
ferring qualities from one extremity of the 
sphere of being to another. In these cases, 
accordingly, the metaphor, by ceasing to be 
ielt, m reality ceases to exist, and the analogy 
being no longer intimated, of course can pro-

1 cluce no effect. But whenever it is intimated, 

it does produce an effect; and that effect we 
think is poetry. 

It has substantially two functions, and ope
rates in two directions. In the first place, 
when material qualities are ascribed to mind, 
it strikes vividly out, and brings at once be
fore us, the conception of an inward feeling 
or emotion, which it might otherwise have 
been difficult to convey, by the presentment 
of some bodily form or quality, which is in
stantly felt to be its true representative, and 
enables us to fix and comprehend it with a force 
and clearness not otherwise attainable; and, 
in the second place, it vivifies dead and inani
mate matter with the attributes of living and 
sentient mind, and fills the whole visible 
universe around us with objects of interest 
and sympathy, by tinting them with the hues 
of life, and associating them with our own 
passions and affections. This magical opera
tion the poet too performs, for the most part, 
in one of two ways—either by the direct 
agency of similies and metaphors, more or 
Jess condensed or developed, or by the mere 
graceful presentment of such visible objects 
on the scene of his passionate dialogues or 
adventures, as partake of the character of 
the emotion he wishes to excite, and thus 
form an appropriate accompaniment or pre
paration for its direct indulgence or display. 
The former of those methods has perhaps 
been most frequently employed, and certainly 
has most attracted attention. But the latter, 
though less obtrusive, and perhaps less fre
quently resorted to of set purpose, is, we are 
inclined to think, the most natural and effica
cious of the two; and it is often adopted, we 
believe unconsciously, by poets of the highest 
order;—the predominant emotion of their 
minds overflowing spontaneously on all the 
objects which present themselves to their 
fancy, and calling out from them, and colour
ing with their own hues, those that are natu
rally emblematic of its character, and in ac
cordance with its general expression. It would 
be easy to show how habitually this is done, 
by Shakespeare and Milton especially, and 
how much many of their finest passages are 
indebted, both for force and richness of effect, 
to this general and diffusive harmony of the 
external character of their scenes with the 
passions oflheir living agents—this harmonis
ing and appropriate glow with which they 
kindle the whole surrounding atmosphere, 
and bring all that strikes the sense into unison 
with all that touches the heart. 

But it is more to our present purpose to 
say, that we think the fair writer before us is 
eminently a mistress of this poetical secret; 
and, in truth, it was solely for the purpose of 
illustrating this great charm and excellence 
in her imagery, that we have ventured upon 
this little dissertation. Almost all her poems 
are rich with fine descriptions, and studded 
over with images of visible beauty. But these 
are never idle ornaments: all her pomps have 
a meaning; and her flowers and her gems are 
arranged, as they are said to be among Eastern 
lovers, so as to speak the language of truth 
and of passion. This is peculiarly remark-
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able in some little pieces, which seem at first 
sight to be purely descriptive—but are soon 
found to tell upon the heart, with a deep 
moral and pathetic impression. But it is in 
truth nearly as conspicuous in the greater part 
of her productions; where we scarcely meet 
with any striking sentiment that is not ushered 
in by some such symphony of external na
ture—and scarcely a lovely picture that does 
not serve as an appropriate foreground to 
some deep or lofty emotion. We may illus
trate this proposition, we think, by opening 
either of these little volumes at random, and 
taking what they first present to us.—The 
following exquisite lines, for example, on a 
Palm-tree in an English garden: 

" It wav'd not thro' an Eastern sky, 
Beside a fount of Araby ; 
It was not fann'd by southern breeze 
In some green isle of Indian seas, 
Nor did its graceful shadow sleep 
O'er stream of Afric, lone and deep. 

" But far the exil'd Palm-tree grew 
'Midst foliage of no kindred hue; 
Thro' the laburnum's dropping gold 
Rose the light shaft of orient mould, 
And Europe's violets, faintly sweet, 
Purpled the moss-beds at his feet. 

" There came an eve of festal hours— 
Rich music fill'd that garden's bowers: 
Lamps, that from flowering branches hung, 
On sparks of dew soft colours flung, 
And bright forms glanc'd—a fairy show— 
Under the blossoms, to and fro. 

" But one, a lone one, 'midst the throng. 
Seem'd reckless all of dance or song: 
He was a youth of dusky mien, 
Whereon the Indian sun had been— 
Of crested brow, and long black hair— 
A stranger, like the Palm-tree, there ! 

" And slowly, sadly mov'd his plumes, 
Glittering athwart the leafy glooms: 
He pass'd the pale green olives by, 
Nor won the chesnut flowers his eye ; 
But, when to that sole Palm he came, 
Then shot a rapture through his frame ! 

" To him, to him its rustling spoke ! 
The silence of his soul it broke ! 
It whisper'd of his own bright isle, 
That lit the ocean with a smile; 
Aye, to his ear that native tone 
Had something of the sea-wave's moan ! 

" His mother's cabin home, that lay 
Where feathery cocoas fring'd the bay; 
The dashing of his brethren's oar; 
The conch-note heard along the shore ;— 
All thro' his wakening bosom swept; 
He clasp'd his country's Tree—and wept! 

" Oh! scorn him not!—The strength, whereby 
The patriot girds himself to die, 
Th' unconquerable power, which fills 
The freeman battling on his hills— 
These have one fountain, d e e p  and clear,— 
The same whence gush'd that child-like tear !" 

The following, which the author has named. 
"Graves of a Household," has rather less oi 
external scenery, but serves, like the others, 
to show how well the graphic and pathetic 
may be made to set off each other: 

" They grew in beauty, side by side, 
They fill'd one home with glee ; 

Their graves are sever'd, far and wide, 
By mount, and stream, and sea ! 
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44 The same fond mother bent at night 
O'er each fair sleeping brow ; 

She had each folded flower in sight,— 
Where are those dreamers now? 

44 One, midst the forests of the West, 
By a dark stream is laid,— 

The Indian knows his place of rest, 
Far in the cedar shade. 

44 The sea, the blue lone sea, hath one! 
He lies where pearls lie deep: 

He was the lov'd of all, yet none 
O'er his low bed may weep. 

44 One sleeps where southern vines are drest 
Above the noble slain : 

He wrapt his colours round his breast, 
On a blood-red field of Spain. 

44 And one—o'er her the myrtle showers 
Its leaves, by soft winds fann'd ; 

She faded 'midst Italian flowers,— 
The last of that bright band ! 

44 And parted thus they rest, who play'd 
Beneath the same green tree ! 

Whose voices mingled as they pray'd 
Around one parent knee! 

44 They that with smiles lit up the hall, 
And cheer'd with song the hearth,— 

Alas ! for Love, if thou wert all, 
And nought beyond, oh earth !" 

We have taken these pieces chiefly on ac
count of their shortness : But it would not be 
fair to Mrs. Hemans not to present our readers 
with one longer specimen—and to give a por
tion of her graceful narrative along with her 
pathetic descriptions. This story of "The 
Lady of the Castle/' is told, we think, with 
great force and sweetness:— 
44 Thou seest her pictur'd with her shining hair, 

(Fam'd were those tresses in Provencal song) 
Half braided, half o'er cheek and bosom fair 

Let loose, and pouring sunny waves along 
Her gorgeous vest. A child's'right hand is roving 
'Midst the rich curls, and, oh ! how meekly loving 
Its earnest looks are lifted to the face, 
Which bends to meet its lip in laughing grace ! 
Yet that bright lady's eye methinks hath less 
Of deep, and still, and pensive tenderness, 
Than might beseem a mother's : On her brow 

Something too much there sits of native scorn, 
And her smile kindles with a conscious glow, [tell 
—These may be dreams ! But how shall Woman 
Of woman's shame, and not with tears?—She fell! 
1 hat mother left that child !—went hurrying by 
Its cradle—haply not without a sigh ; 
Haply one moment o'er its rest serene 
She hung—But no ! it could not thus have been, 
ror she went on!—forsook her home, her hearth, 
All pure affection, all sweet household mirth, 
1 o live a gaudy and dishonour'd thing, 
Sharing in guilt the splendours of a king. 

44 Her lord, in very weariness of life, 
Girt on his sword for scenes of distant strife ; 
He reck d no more of Glory :—Grief and shame 
rv Uj -l ol!t fiery nature, and his name 
Died silently. A shadow o'er his halls 
Crept year by year ; the minstrel pass'd their walls ; 
The warders horn hung mute Meantime the 

child, 
On whose first flow'ring thoughts no parent smil'd, 
A gentle girl, and yet deep-hearted, grew 
Into sad youth : for well, too well she knew 
Her mother s tale . Its memory made the sky 
Seem all too joyous for her shrinking eye ; 
Check don her hp the flow of song? which fain 
Would there have hnger'd j flush'd her cheek to 
If met by sudden glance ; and gave a tone [pain 
Of sorrow, as for something lovely gone 
Even to the spring's glad voice. Her ow'n was low 
And plaintive !—Oh! there he such depth of woes 

In a jewxg origmed spirit! Manhood rears 
A haughty brow ; and Age has done with tears; 
But Youth bows down to mis'ry, in amaze 
At the dark cloud o'ermantling its fresh days,— 
And thus it was with her. A mournful sight 

In one so fair—for she indeed was fair— 
Not with her mother's dazzling eyes of light. 

Hers were more shadowy, full of thought and 
pray'r ; 

And with long lashes o'er a white-rose cheek, 
Drooping in gloom, yet tender still and meek. 

44 One sunny morn, 
With alms before her castle gate she stood, 

'Midst peasant-groups ; when, breathless and o'er-
worn, 

And shrouded in long robes of widowhood, 
A stranger through them broke :—The orphan maid 
With her sweet voice, and proffer'd hand of aid, 
Turn'd to give welcome : But a wild sad look 
Met hers ; a gaze that all her spirit shook ; 
And that pale woman, suddenly subdued 
By some strong passion in its gushing mood, 
Knelt at her feet, and bath'd them with such tears 
As rain the hoarded agonies of years [press'd 
From the heart's urn ; and with her white lips 
The ground they trode ; then, burying in her vest 
Her brow's deep flush, sobb'd out — 'Oh! un-

defil'd ! 
I am thy Mother—spurn me not, my child !' 
" Isaure had pray'd for that lost mother ; wept 

O'er her stain'd memory, while the happy slept 
In the hush'd midnight; stood with mournful gaze 
Before yon picture's smile of other days, 
But never breath'd in human ear the name 
Which weigh'd her being to the earth with shame. 
What marvel if the anguish, the surprise, 
The dark remembrances, the alter'd guise, 
Awhile o'erpower'd her ?—from the weeper's touch 
She shrank !—'Twas but a moment—yet too much 
For that all-humbled one ; its mortal stroke 
Came down like lightning, and her full heart broke 
At once in silence. Heavily and prone 
She sank, while, o'er her castle's threshold-stone, 
Those long fair tresses—they still brightly wore 
Their early pride, though bound with pearls no 

more— 
Bursting their fillet, in sad beauty roll'd, 
And swept the dust with coils of wavy gold. 
" Her child bent o'er her—call'd her—"] 

too late— 
Dead lay the wanderer at her own proud gate! 
The joy of courts, the star of knight and bard,— 
How didst thou fall, O bright-hair'd Ermengarde !" 

The following sketch o f  " Joan of Arc in 
Rheims/' is in a loftier and more ambitious 
vein j but sustained with equal grace, and as 
touching in its solemn tenderness. We can 
afford to extract but a part of it:— 

—— " Within, the light. 
Through the rich gloom of pictur'd windows 

flowing, 
Tinged with soft awfulness a stately sight 

T he chivalry of France, their proud heads bowing 
Jn martial vassalage !—while 'midst the ring, 
And shadow'd by ancestral tombs, a king 
Received his birthright's crown. For this, the hymn 
ixr u u OUt rushing waters, and the day 

A sweet censer's misty breath grew dim, 
As through long aisles it floated, o'er th' array 

Oi arms and sweeping stoles. But who, alone 
A/d unapproach'd, beside the altar stone, [ing, 
With the white banner, forth like sunshine stream-
And the gold helm, through clouds of fragrance 

gleaming, 
Silent and radiant stood ?—The helm was rais'd, 
And the fair face reveal'd, that upward gaz'd, 

Intensely worshipping a still, clear face, 
Youthful but brightly solemn !—Woman's cheek 
And brow were there, in deep devotion meek, 

Y et glorified with inspiration's trace ! 

'Twas 

"A triumphant strain, 
A proud rich stream of warlike melodies, 

Gush'd through the portals of the antique fane, 
And forth she came." 

" The shouts that fill'd 
The hollow heaven tempestuously, were still'd 
One moment; and in that brief pause, the tone, 
As of a breeze that o'er her home had blown, 
Sank on the bright maid's heart!—'Joanne!'— 

Who spoke ? 
Like those whose childhood with her childhood 

grew 
Under one roof?—' Joanne !'—that murmur broke 

With sounds of weeping forth!—She turn'd— 
she knew 

Beside her, mark'd from all the thousands there, 
In the calm beauty of hi* silver hair, 
The stately shepherd ! and the youth, whose joy 
From his dark eye flash'd proudly ; and the boy, 
The youngest-born, that ever lov'd her best! 
4 Father ! and ye my brothers !'—On the breast 
Of that grey sire she sank—and swiftly back, 
Even in an instant, to the native track [more ! 
Her free thoughts flow'd.—She saw the pomp no 
The plumes, the banners !—To her cabin door, 
And to the Fairy's Fountain in the glade, 
Where her young sisters by her side had play'd, 
And to the hamlet's chapel, where it rose 
Hallowing the forest into deep repose, 
Her spirit turn'd.—The very wood-note, sung 

In early spring-time by the bird, which dwelt 
Where o'er her father's roof the beech-leaves hung, 

Was in her heart; a music heard and felt, 
Winning her back to nature !—She unbound 

The helm of many battles from her head, 
•And, with her bright locks bow'd to sweep the 

ground, 
Lifting her voice up, wept for joy, and said,— 

4 Bless me, my father, bless me ! and with thee, 
To the still cabin and the beechen-tree, 
Let me return !' " 

There are several strains of a more passion
ate character ; especially in the two poetical 
epistles from Lady Arabella Stuart and Pro-
perzia Rossi. We shall venture to give a few 
lines from the former. The Lady Arabella 
was of royal descent; and having excited the 
fears of our pusillanimous James by a secret 
union with the Lord Seymour, was detained 
in a cruel captivity, by that heartless monarch, 
till the close of her life—during which she is 
supposed to have indited this letter to her 
lover from her prison house:— 
44 My friend, my friend ! where art thou ? Day by 

day, 
Gliding, like some dark mournful stream, away, 
My silent youth flows from me ! Spring, the while, 

Comes, and rains beauty on the kindling boughs 
Round hall and hamlet: Summer, with her smile, 

Fills the green forest;—young hearts breathe 
their vows; 

Brothers, long parted, meet; fair children rise 
Round the glad board: Hope laughs from loving 

eyes. 
44 Ye are from dingle and fresh glade, ye flowers ! 

By some kind hand to cheer my dungeon sent; 
O'er you the oak shed down the summer showers, 

And the iark's nest was where your bright cups 
bent, 

Quivering to breeze and rain-drop, like the sheen 
Of twilight stars. On you Heaven's eye hath been, 
Through the leaves pouring its dark sultry blue 
Into your glowing hearts ; the bee to you 
Hath murmur'd, and the rill.—My soul grows faint 
With passionate yearning, as its quick dreams paint 
Your haunts by dell ana stream,—the green, the 

free, 
The full of all sweet sound,—the shut from me ! 
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44 There went a swift bird singing past my cell— 

O Love and Freedom ! ye are lovely things ! 
With you the peasant on the hills may dwell, 

And by the streams ; But I—the blood of kings. 
A proud unmingling river, through my veins 
Flows in lone brightness,—and its gifts are chains ! 
—Kings !—I had silent visions of deep bliss, 
Leaving their thrones far distant! and for this 
I am cast under their triumphal car, 
An insect to be crush'd ! 
44 Thou hast forsaken me ! I feel, I know ! 
There would be rescue if this were not so. 
Thou'rt at the chase, thou'rt at the festive board, 
Thou'rt where the red wane free and high is pour'd, 
Thou'rt where the dancers meet!—a magic glass 
Is set within my soul, and proud shapes pass, 
Flushing it o'er with pomp from bower and hall ! 
I see one shadow, stateliest there of all,— 
Thine!—What dost Thou amidst the bright and fair, 
Whisp'ring light words, and mocking my despair ?" 

The following, though it has no very distinct 
object or moral, breathes, we think, the very-
spirit of poetry, in its bright and vague pic-
turings, and is well entitled to the name it 
bears—" An Hour of Romance — 
44 There were thick leaves above me and around, 

And low sweet sighs, like those of childhood's 
Amidst their dimness, and a fitful sound [sleep, 

As of soft showers on water ! Dark and deep 
Lay the oak shadows o'er the turf, so still 
They seem'd but pictur'd glooms: a hidden rill 
Made music, such as haunts us in a dream, 
Under the fern-tufts : and a tender gleam 
Of soft green light, as by the glow-worm shed, 

Came pouring thro' the woven beech-boughs 
And steep'd the magic page wherein I read [down, 

Of royal chivalry and old renown ; 
A tale of Palestine.—Meanwhile the bee 

Swept past me with a tone of summer hours, 
A drowsy bugle, wafting thoughts of flowers, 

Blue skies and amber sunshine : brightly free, 
On filmy wings the purple dragon-fly 
Shot glancing like a fairy javelin by ; 
And a sweet voice of sorrow told the dell 

Where sat the lone wood-pigeon : 
But ere long, 

All sense of these things faded, as the spell 
Breathing from that high gorgeous tale grew strong 

On my chain'd soul !—'Twas not the leaves I 
A Syrian wind the Lion-banner stirr'd, [heard— 
Thro' its proud, floating folds! — 'twas not the 

Singing in secret thro' its grassy glen ;— [brook, 
A wild shrill trumpet of the Saracen 

Peal'd from the desert's lonely heart, and shook 
The burning air !—Like clouds when winds are 
O'er glitt'ring sands flew steeds of Araby; [high, 
And tents rose up, and sudden lance and spear 
Flash'd where a fountain's diamond wave lay clear, 
Shadow'd by graceful palm-trees! Then the shout 
Of merry England's joy swell'd freely out, 
Sent thro' an Eastern heaven, whose glorious hue 
Made shields dark mirrors to its depth of blue ! 
And harps were there;—I heard their sounding 

strings, 
As the waste echo'd to the mirth of kings.—-
The bright masque faded !—Unto life's worn track, 
What call'd me from its flood of glory back ? 
A voice of happy childhood!—and they pass'd, 
Banner, and harp, and Paynim trumpet's blast 
Yet might I scarce bewail the splendours gone, 
My heart so leap'd to that sweet laughter's tone." 

There is great sweetness in the following 
portion of a little poem on a u Girl's School • 
44 Oh ! joyous creatures ! that will sink to rest, 

Lightly, when those pure orisons are done, 
As birds with slumber's honey-dew opprest, 

'Midst the dim folded leaves, at set of sun-— 
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Yet in those flute-like voices, mingling low, 
Is Woman's tenderness—how soon her woe ! 

" Her look is on you—silent tears to weep, [hour ; 
And patient smiles to wear, through sufF'ring's 

And sumless riches, from affection's deep, 
To pour on broken reeds—a wasted show'r ! 

And to make idols,—and to find them clay, 
And to bewail that worship !—therefore pray ! 

Her lot is on you ! to be found untir'd, 
Watching the stars out by the bed of pain, 

With a pale cheek, and yet a brow inspir'd, 
And a true heart of hope, though hope be vain ; 

Meekly to bear with wrong, to cheer decay, 
And, oh ! to Love through all things!—there

fore pray !" 

There is a fine and stately solemnity, too, 
in these lines on " The Lost Pleiad — 
" Hath the night lost a gem, the regal night ? 

She wears her crown of old magnificence, 
Though thou art exiled thence— 

No desert seems to part those urns of light, 
'Midst the far depths of purple gloom intense. 

" They rise in joy, the starry myriads, burning— 
The shepherd greets- them on his mountains 

And from the silvery sea [free ; 
To them the sailor's wakeful eye is turning— 

Unchang'd they rise ; they have not mourn'd 
for thee ! 

" Couldst thou be shaken from thy radiant place, 
E'en as a dew-drop from the myrtle spray, 

Swept by the wind away ? 
Wert thou not peopled by some glorious race ? 

And was there power to smite them with decay? 

" Then who shall talk of thrones, of sceptres riv'n ? 
Bow'd be our hearts to think on what we are ! 

When from its height afar 
A World sinks thus—and yon majestic heav'n 

Shines not the less for that one vanish'd star !" 

The following, on « The Dying Improvisa-
!are," have a rich lyrical cadence, and glow 
if deep feeling :— 

" Never, oh ! never more, 
On thy Rome's purple heaven mine eye shall dwell 
Or watch the bright waves melt along thy shore— ' 

My Italy, farewell! 
" Alas !—thy hills among, 

Had I but left a memory of my name, 
Of love and grief one deep, true, fervent song 

Unto immortal fame ! 
" But like a lute's brief tone, 

Like a rose-odour on the breezes cast, 
Like a swift flush of dayspring, seen and gone, 

bo hath my spirit pass'd ! 

x? • yet remember me ! 
wif / t,lat "pon its murmurs oft have hung 
When from my bosom, joyously and free, 

l he hery fountain sprung ! 
Af " Under the dark rich blue 
Of midnight heav'ns, and on the star-lit sea, 
And w^en woods kindle into spring's first hue, 

Sweet friends ! remember me! 

TITI " A-n,d,irVmarble halls, 
Where life's full glow the dreams of beauty wear 
And poet-thoush.s embodied light the waifs ' 

Let me be with you there ! 
"Fain would I bind, for you 

My memory with all glorious things to dwell • 
Fain bid all lovely sounds my name renew—' 

Sweet friends ! bright land ! farewell!" 

But we must stop here. There would be 
no end of our extracts, if we were to yield to | 

the temptation of noting down every beautiful 
passage which arrests us in turning over the 
leaves of the volumes before us. We ought 
to recollect, too, that there are few to whom 
our pages are likely to come, who are not 
already familiar with their beauties; and, in 
fact, we have made these extracts, less with 
the presumptuous belief that we are intro
ducing Mrs. Hemans for the first time to the 
knowledge or admiration of our readers, than 
from a desire of illustrating, by means of 
them, that singular felicity in the choice and 
employment of her imagery, of which we 
have already spoken so much at large ;—that 
fine accord she has established between the 
world of sense and of soul—that delicate 
blending of our deep inward emotions with 
their splendid symbols and emblems without. 

We have seen too much of the perishable 
nature of modern literary fame, to venture to 
predict to Mrs. Hemans that hers will be im
mortal, or even of very long duration. Since 
the beginning of our critical career we have 
seen a vast deal of beautiful poetry pass into 
oblivion, in spite of our feeble efforts to recall 
or retain it in remembrance. The tuneful 
quartos of Southey are already little better 
than lumber: — and the rich melodies of 
Keats and Shelley,—and the fantastical em
phasis of Wordsworth,—and the plebeian 
pathos of Crab be, are melting fast from the 
field of our vision. The novels of Scott have 
put out his poetry. Even the splendid strains 
of Moore are fading into distance and dim
ness, except where they have been married 
co immortal music; and the blazing star of 
Byron himself is receding from its place of 
pride. We need say nothing of Milman, and 
Croly, and Atherstone, and Hood, and a legion 
of others, who, with no ordinary gifts of taste 
and fancy, have not so properly survived their 
fame, as been excluded by some hard fatality, 
from what seemed their just inheritance. The 
two who have the longest-withstood this rapid 
withering of the laurel, and with the least 
marks of decay on their branches, are Rogers 
and Campbell; neither of them, it may be re
marked, voluminous writers, and both dis-
tinguished rather for the fine taste and con
summate elegance of their writings, than for 
that fiery passion, and disdainful vehemence, 
which seemed for a time to be so much more 
in favour with the public. 

If taste and elegance, however, be titles to 
enduring fame, we might venture securely to 
promise that rich boon to the author before 
us; who adds to those great merits a tender
ness and loftiness of feeling, and an ethereal 
purity of sentiment, which could only ema
nate from the soul of a woman. She must 
beware, howevbr, of becoming too volumin
ous ; and must not venture again on any thing 
so long as the "Forest Sanctuary." But, if 
the next generation inherits our taste for short 
poems, we are persuaded it will not readily 
allow her to be forgotten. For we do not 
hesitate to say, that she is, beyond all corn-
pan son, the most touching and accomplished 
writer of occasional verses that our literature 
has yet to boast of. 

PHILOSOPHY OF THE MINI), 

METAPHYSICS, AND JURISPRUDENCE. 

I AM aware that the title prefixed to this head or Division of the present publication, is 
not likely to attract many readers; and, for this reason, I have put much less under it, than 
under any of the other divisions. But, having been at one time more addicted to the studies 
to which it relates than to any other—and still confessing to a certain partiality for them-^-I 
could not think of letting this collection of old speculations go forth to the world, without some 
specimen of those which once found so much favour in my eyes. 

I will confess, too, that I am not unwilling to have it known that, so long ago as 1804, I 
adventured to break a spear (and I trust not quite ingloriously) in these perilous lists, with two 
such redoubted champions as Jeremy Bentham and Dugald Stewart, then in the maturity of 
their fame, and also to assail, with equal gallantry, what appeared to me the opposite errors 
of the two great Dogmatical schools of Priestley and of Reid. 

I will venture also to add, that on looking back on what I have now reprinted of these 
early lucubrations, I cannot help indulging a fond, though probably delusive expectation, that 
the brief and familiar exposition I have there attempted, both of the fallacy of the Materialist 
theory, and of the very moderate practical value that can be assigned to Metaphysical dis
cussions generally, and especially of the real shallowness and utter insignificance of the 
thorough-going Scepticism (even if unanswerable) to which they have been supposed v<> lead 
may be found neither so tedious, nor so devoid of interest even to the general reader, as the 
mere announcement of the subjects might lead him to apprehend. 

( 2 t p r U ,  1 8 0 4 . )  

Traites de Legislation Civile et Penale; precedes de Principes Generaux de Legislation, et d^une 
Vue dhm Corps complet de Droit; termines par un Essai sur Vinfluence des • Tems et des 
Lieux relativement aux Lois. Par M. JE'REMIE BENTHAM, Jurisconsulte Anglois. Publies 
en Francis par M. DUMONT de Geneve, d'apres les Manuscrits confies par l'Auteur. 8vo. 
3 torn. Paris, an X. 1802. 

THE title-page of this work exhibits a curi
ous instance of the division of labour; and of 
the combinations that hold together the lite
rary commonwealth of Europe. A living 
author consents to give his productions to the 
world in the language of a foreign editor; and 
the speculations of an English philosopher are 
published at Paris, under the direction of a 
redacteur from Geneva. This arrangement is 
not the most obvious or natural in the world; 
nor is it very flattering to the literature of this 
country; but we have no doubt that it was 
adopted for sufficient reasons. 

It is now about fifteen years since Mr. 
Bentham first announced to the world his de
sign of composing a great work on the Prin
ciples of morals and legislation. The specimen 
which he then gave of his plan, and of his 
abilities, was calculated, we think, to excite 
considerable expectation, and considerable 
alarm, in the reading part of the community. 

While the author displayed, in many places, 
great originality and accuracy of thinking, and 
gave proofs throughout of a very uncommon 
degree of courage, acuteness, and impartiality, 
it was easy to perceive that he was encum
bered with the magnitude of his subject, and 
that his habits of discussion were but ill 
adapted to render it popular with the greater 
part of his readers. Though fully possessed 
of his subject, he scarcely ever appeared to 
be properly the master of it; and seemed evi
dently to move in his new career with great 
anxiety and great exertion. In the subordi
nate details of his work, he is often extremely 
ingenious, clear, and satisfactory; but in the 
grouping and distribution of its several parts, 
he is apparently irresolute or capricious; and 
has multiplied and distinguished them by such 
a profusion of divisions and subdivisions, that 
the understanding is nearly as much bewil
dered from the excessive labour and com-
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plexity of the arrangement, as it could have 
been from its absolute omission. In following 
out the discussions into which he is tempted 
by every incidental suggestion, he is so anxi
ous to fix a precise and appropriate principle 
of judgment, that he not only loses sight of 
the general scope of his performance, but 
pushes his metaphysical analysis to a degree 
of subtlety and minuteness that must prove 
repulsive to the greater part of his readers. In 
the extent and the fineness of those specula
tions', he sometimes appears to lose all recol
lection of his subject, and often seems to have 
tasked his ingenuity to weave snares for his 
understanding. 

The powers and the peculiarities which 
were thus indicated by the preliminary trea
tise, were certainly such as to justify some 
solicitude as to the execution of the principal 
work. While it was clear that it would be 
well worth reading, it was doubtful if it would 
be very fit for being read: and while it was 
certain that it would contain many admirable 
remarks, and much original reasoning, there 
was room for apprehending that the author's 
love of method and metaphysics might place 
his discoveries beyond the reach of ordinary 
students, and repel the curiosity which the 
importance of the subject was so likely to ex
cite. Actuated probably, in part, by the con
sciousness of those propensities (which nearly 
disqualified him from being the editor of his 
own speculations), and still too busily occu
pied with the prosecution of his great work 
to attend to the nice finishing of its parts, Mr. 
Bentham, about six years ago, put into the 
hands of M. Dumont a large collection of 
manuscripts, containing the greater part of 
the reasonings and observations which he 
proposed to embody into his projected sys
tem. These materials, M. Dumont assures 
us, though neither arranged nor completed, 
were rather redundant than defective in quan
tity : and left nothing to the redacteur, but the 
occasional labour of selection, arrangement, 
and compression. This task he has performed, 
as to a considerable part of the papers entrust
ed to him, in the work now before us; and 
has certainly given a very fair specimen both 
of the merit of the original speculations, and 
of his own powers of expression and distribu
tion. There are some passages, perhaps, into 
which a degree of levity has been introduced 
that does not harmonise with the general tone 
of the composition; and others in which we 
miss something of that richness of illustration 
and homely vigour of reasoning which de
lighted us in Mr. Bentham's original publica
tions; but, in point of neatness and perspicuity, 
conciseness and precision, we have no sort of 
doubt that M. Dumont has been of the most 
essential service to his principal; and are in
clined to suspect that, without, this assistance, 
we should never have been able to give any 
account of his labours.* 

The principle upon which the whole of Mr. 

* A considerable portion of the original paper 
is heie omitted; and those parts only retained 
which relate to the general principle and scope of 
the system. 

Bentham's system depends is, that Utility, 
and utility alone, is the criterion of right and 
wrong, and ought to be the sole object of the 
legislator. This principle, he admits, has 
often been suggested, and is familiarly recur
red to both in action and deliberation ; but he 
maintains that it has never been followed out 
with sufficient steadiness and resolution, and 
that the necessity of assuming it as the exclu
sive test of our proceedings has never been 
sufficiently understood. There are two prin
ciples, he alleges, that have been admitted to 
a share of that moral authority which belongs 
of right to utility alone, and have exercised a 
control over the conduct and opinions of so
ciety, by wffiieh legislators have been very 
frequently misled. One of these he denomi
nates the Ascetic principle, or that which en
joins the mortification of the senses as a duty, 
and proscribes their gratification as a sin ; and 
the other, wffiieh has had a much more exten
sive. influence, he calls the principle of Sym
pathy or Antipathy; under which name he 
comprehends all those systems which place 
the basis of morality in the indications of a 
moral Sense, or in the maxims of a rule of 
Right; or wffiieh, under any other form of ex
pression, decide upon the propriety of human 
actions by any reference to internal feelings, 
and not solely on a consideration of their con
sequences. 

As utility is thus assumed as the test and 
standard of action and approbation, and as it 
consists in procuring pleasure and avoiding 
pain, Mr. Bentham has thought it necessaiy, 
in this place, to introduce a catalogue of all 
the pleasures and pains of wffiieh he conceives 
man to be susceptible ; since these, he alleges, 
are the elements of that moral calculation in 
which the wisdom and the duty of legislators 
and individuals must ultimately be found to 
consist. The simple pleasures of wffiieh man 
is susceptible are fourteen, it seems, in num
ber; and are thus enumerated—1. pleasures 
of sense : 2. of wealth : 3. of dexterity : 4. of 
good character : 5. of friendship: 6. of power: 
7. of piety : 8. of benevolence : 9. of malevo
lence : 10. of memory: 11. of imagination: 
12. of hope: 13. of association: 14. of relief 
from pain. The pains, our readers will be 
happy to hear, are only eleven ; and are al
most exactly the counterpart of the pleasures 
that have now been enumerated. The con
struction of these catalogues, M. Dumont con
siders as by far the greatest improvement that 
has yet been made in the philosophy of hu
man nature ! 

It is chiefly by the fear of pain that men 
are regulated in the choice of their deliberate 
actions; and Mr. Bentham finds that pain 
may be attached to particular actions in four 
different wrays : 1. by nature : 2. by public 
opinion : 3. by positive enactment: and 4. by 
the doctrines of religion. Our institutions will 
be perfect wffien all these different sanctions 
are in harmony with each other. 

But the most difficult part of our author's 
task remains. In order to make any use of 
those "elements of moral arithmetic." which 
are constituted, by the lists of our pleasures 
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and pains, it wras evidently necessary to as
certain their relative Value,—to enable him to 
proceed in his legislative calculations writh any 
degree of assurance. Under this head, how
ever, we are only told that the value of a 
pleasure or a pain, considered in itself, de
pends, 1. upon its intensity, 2. upon its prox
imity, 3. upon its duration, and 4. upon its 
certainty; and that, considered with a view 
to its consequences, its value is further affect-
ed, 1. by its fecundity, i. e. its tendency to 
produce other pleasures or pains; 2. by its 
purity, i. e. its being unmixed with other sen
sations ; and, 3. by the number of persons to 
whom it may extend. These considerations, 
however, the author justly admits to be still 
inadequate for his purpose; for, by what 
meins is the Intensity of any pain or pleasure 
to be measured, and how, without a knowledge 
of this, are we to proportion punishments to 
temptations, or adjust the measures of recom
pense or indemnification 1 To solve this pro
blem, Mr. Bentham seems to have thought it 
sufficient to recur to his favourite system of 
Enumeration; and to have held nothing else 
necessary than to make out a fair catalogue 
of "the circumstances by which the sensi
bility is affected." These he divides into two 
branches—the primary and the secondary. 
The first he determines to be exactly fifteen, 
viz. temperament—health—strength—bodily 
imperfection — intelligence — strength of un
derstanding— fortitude —perseverance—dis
positions—notions of honour — notions of reli
gion—sympathies—antipathies — folly or de
rangement—fortune. The secondary are only 
nine, viz. sex—age — rank—education—pro
fession—climate —creed—government — re
ligious creed. By carefully attending to these 
twenty-four circumstances, Mr. Bentham is of 
opinion that we may be able to estimate the 
value of any particular pleasure or pain to an 
individual, with sufficient exactness; and to 
judge of the comparative magnitude of crimes, 
and of the proportionate amount of pains and 
compensations. 

Now the first remark that suggests itself is, 
that if there is little that is false or pernicious 
in this system, there is little that is either new 
or important. That laws were made to pro
mote the general welfare of society, and that 
nothing should be enacted which has a differ
ent tendency, are truths that can scarcely 
claim the merit of novelty, or mark an epoch 
by the date of their promulgation; and wre 
have not yet been able to discover that the 
vast technical apparatus here provided by Mr. 
Bentham can be of the smallest service in 
improving their practical application. 

The basis of the wffiole system is the undi
vided sovereignty of the principle of Utility, 
and the necessity which there is for recurring 
strictly to it in every question of legislation. 
Moral feelings, it is admitted, will frequently 
be found to coincide with it : but they are on 
no account to be trusted to, till this coinci
dence has been verified. They are no better, 
in short, than sympathies and antipathies, 
mere private and unaccountable feelings, that 
may vary in the case of every individual ; 
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and therefore can afford no fixed standard for 
general approbation or enjoyment. Now we 
cannot help thinking, that this fundamental 
proposition is very defective, both in logical 
consistency, and in substantial truth. In the 
first place, it seems very obvious that the 
principle of utility is liable to the very same 
objections, on the force of which the authority 
of moral impressions has been so positively 
denied. For how shall utility itself be recog
nised, but by a feeling exactly similar to that 
which is stigmatised as capricious and unac
countable 1 How are pleasures and pains, and 
the degrees and relative magnitude of plea
sures and pains, to be distinguished, but by 
the feeling and experience of every individual ? 
And what greater certainty can there be in 
the accuracy of such determinations, than in 
the results of other feelings no less general 
and distinguishable ? If right and wrong, in 
short, be not precisely the same to every in
dividual, neither are pleasure and pain; and 
if there be despotism and absurdity in impos
ing upon another, one's own impressions of 
wisdom and propriety, it cannot be just and 
reasonable to erect a standard of enjoyment, 
and a consequent rule of conduct, upon the 
narrow basis of our own measure of sensibility. 
It is evident, therefore, that by assuming the 
principle of utility, we do not get rid of the 
risk ot variable feeling; and that we are still 
liable to all the uncertainty that may be pro
duced by this cause, under the influence of 
any other principle. 

The truth is, however, that this uncertainty 
is in all cases of a very limited nature; and 
that the common impressions of morality, the 
vulgar distinctions of right and wrong, virtue 
and vice, are perfectly sufficient to direct the 
conduct of the individual, and the judgment 
of the legislator, for all useful purposes, with
out any reference to the nature or origin of 
those distinctions. In many respects, indeed, 
we conceive them to be much fitter for this 
purpose than Mr. Bentham's oracles of utility. 
In the first place, it is necessary to observe, 
that it is a very gross and unpardonable mis
take to represent the notions of right and 
wrong, which are here in question, as depend
ing altogether upon the private and capricious 
feelings of an individual. Certainly no man 
was ever so arrogant or so foolish, as to insist 
upon establishing his own individual persua
sion as an infallible test of duty and wisdom 
for all the rest of the world. The moral feel
ings, of which Mr. Bentham would make so 
small account, are the feelings which obser
vation has taught us to impute to all men-, 
those in which, under every variety of cir 
cumstances, they are found pretty constantly 
to agree, and as to which the uniformity of 
their conclusions may be reasoned and reck
oned upon, with almost as much security as 
in the case of their external perceptions. 
The existence of such feelings, and the uni
formity with which they are excited in all 
men on the same occasions, are facts, in short, 
that admit of no dispute ; and, in point of cer-
taiiity and precision, are exactly on a footing 
with those perceptions of utility that can only 
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be relied on after they also have been verified 
by a similar process of observation. Now, 
we are inclined to think, in opposition to Mr. 
Bentham, that a legislator will proceed more 
safely by following the indications of those 
moral distinctions as to which all men are 
agreed, than by setting them altogether at 
defiance, and attending exclusively to those 
perceptions of utility which, after all, he must 
collect from the same general agreement. 

It is now, we believe, universally admitted, 
that nothing can be generally the object of 
moral approbation, which does not tend, upon 
the whole, to the good of mankind; and we 
are not even disposed to dispute with Mr. 
Bentham, that the true source of this moral 
approbation is in all cases a perception or ex
perience of what may be called utility in the 
action or object which excites it. The dif
ference between us, however, is considerable; 
and it is precisely this—Mr. Bentham main
tains, that in all cases we ought to disregard 
the presumptions arising from moral approba
tion, and, by a resolute and scrupulous analy
sis, to get at the actual, naked utility upon 
which it is founded; and then, by the appli
cation of his new moral arithmetic, to deter
mine its quantity, its composition, and its 
value; and, according to the result of this in
vestigation, to regulate our moral approbation 
for the future. We, on the other hand, are 
inclined to hold, that those feelings, where 
they are uniform and decided, are by far the 
surest tests of the quantity and value of the 
utility by which they are suggested; and that 
if we discredit their report, and attempt to as
certain this value by any formal process of cal
culation or analysis, we desert a safe and natu
ral standard, in pursuit of one for the construc
tion of which we neither have, nor ever can 
have, any rules or materials. A very few ob
servations, we trust, will set this in a clear light. 

The amount, degree, or intensity of any 
pleasure or pain, is ascertained by feeling; 
and not determined by reason or reflection. 
These feelings however are transitory in their 
own nature, and, when they occur separately, 
and, as it were, individually, are not easily 
recalled with such precision as to enable us 
upon recollection, to adjust their relative val
ues. But when they present themselves in 
combinations, or in rapid succession, their 
relative magnitude or intensity is' generally 
perceived by the mind without any exertion, 
and rather by a sort of immediate feeling, 
than in consequence of any intentional com
parison . And when a particular combination 
or succession of such feelings is repeatedly or 
frequently suggested to the memory, the rela-
live value of all ,ts parts is perceived with 
great readiness and rapidity, and the general 
result is fixed in the mind, without our being 
conscious of any act of reflection. In this 
way, moral maxims and impressions arise in 
the minds of all men, from an instinctive and 
mvoluntary valuatumof the good and the evil 
which they have perceived to be connected 
with certain actions or habits; and those im 
pressions may safely be taken for the iust re
sult of that valuation, which we may after 

wards attempt, unsuccessfully, though wflfc 
great labour, to repeat. They may be com
pared, on this view of the matter, to tho*,© 
acquired perceptions of sight by which the eye 
is enabled to judge of distances; of the pro 
cess of acquiring which we are equally un
conscious, and yet by which it is certain that 
we are much more safely and commodiously 
guided, within the range of our ordinary occu
pations, than we ever could be by any formal 
scientific calculations, founded on the faint-
ness of the colouring, and the magnitude of the 
angle of vision, compared with the average 
tangible bulk of the kind of object in question. 

The comparative value of such good and 
evil, we have already observed, can obviously 
be determined by feeling alone; so that the 
interference of technical and elaborate reason
ing, though it may well be supposed to disturb 
those perceptions upon the accuracy of which 
the determination must depend, cannot in any 
case be of the smallest assistance. Where 
the preponderance of good or evil is distinctly 
felt by all persons to whom a certain combi
nation of feelings has been thus suggested, 
we have all the evidence for the reality of 
this preponderance that the nature of the 
subject will admit; and must try in vain to 
traverse that judgment, by any subsequent 
exertion of a faculty that has no jurisdiction 
in the cause. The established rules and im
pressions of morality, therefore, we consider 
as the grand recorded result of an infinite 
multitude of experiments upon human feeling 
and fortune, under every variety of circum
stances; and as affording, therefore, by far 
the nearest approximation to a just standard 
of the good and the evil that human conduct 
is concerned \vith, which the nature of our 
faculties will allow. In endeavouring to cor
rect or amend this general verdict of mankind, 
in any particular instance, we not only substi
tute our own individual feelings for that large 
average which is implied in those moral im
pressions, which are universally prevalent, 
but obviously run the risk of omitting or mis
taking some of the most important elements 
of the calculation. Every one at all ac
customed to reflect upon the operations of 
his mind, must be conscious how difficult it 
is to retrace exactly those trains of thought 
which pass through the understanding almost 
without giving us any intimation of their ex
istence, and how impossible it frequently is 
to repeat any process of thought, when we 
purpose to make it the subject of observation. 
The reason of this is, that our feelings are not 
in their natural state when we would thus 
make them the objects of study or analysis; 
and their force and direction are far better 
estimated, therefore, from the traces "which 
they leave in their spontaneous visitations, 
than from any forced revocation of them for 
the purpose of being measured or compared. 
When the object itself is inaccessible, it is 
wisest to compute its magnitude from its 
shadow; where the cause cannot be directly 
examined, its qualities are most securely in
ferred from its effects. 

I One of the most obvious consequences of 
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disregarding the general impressions of mo
rality, and determining every individual ques
tion upon a rigorous estimate of the utility it 
might appear to involve, would be, to give an 
additional force to the causes by which our 
judgments are most apt to be perverted, and 
entirely to abrogate the authority of those 
General rules by which alone men are com
monly enabled to judge of their own conduct 
with any tolerable impartiality. If we were 
to dismiss altogether from our consideration 
those authoritative maxims, which have been 
sanctioned by the general approbation of man
kind, and to regulate our conduct entirely by 
a view of the good and the evil that promises 
to be the consequence of every particular 
action, there is reason to fear, not only that 
inclination might occasionally slip a false 
weight into the scale, but that many of the 
most important consequences of our actions 
might be overlooked. Those actions are bad, 
according to Mr. Bentham, that produce more 
evil than good : But actions are performed by 
individuals; and all the good may be to the 
individual, and all the evil to the community. 
There are innumerable cases, in which the 
advantages to be gained by the commission 
of a crime are incalculably greater (looking 
only to this world) than the evils to which it 
may expose the criminal. This holds in al
most every instance where unlawful passions 
may be gratified with very little risk of de
tection. A mere calculation of utilities would 
never prevent such actions; and the truth 
undoubtedly is, that the greater part of men 
are only withheld from committing them by 
those general impressions of morality, which 
it is the object of Mr. Bentham's system to 
supersede. Even admitting, what might well 
be denied, that, in all cases, the utility of the 
individual is inseparably connected with that 
of society, it will not be disputed, at least, 
that this connection is of a nature not very 
striking or obvious, and that it may frequently 
be overlooked by an individual deliberating 
on the consequences of his projected actions. 
It is in aid of this oversight, of this omission, 
of this partiality, that we refer to the General 
rules of morality; rules, which have been 
suggested by a larger observation, and a longer 
experience, than any individual can dream of 
pretending to, and which have been accom
modated, by the joint action of our sympathies 
with delinquents and with sufferers, to the 
actual condition of human fortitude and in
firmity. If they be founded on utility, it is 
on an utility that cannot always be discovered; 
and that can never be correctly estimated, in 
deliberating upon a particular measure, or 
with a view to a specific course of conduct: 
It is on an utility that does not discover itself 
till it is accumulated ; and only becomes ap
parent after a large collection of examples 
have been embodied in proof of it. Such 
summaries of utility, such records of uniform 
observation, we conceive to be the General 
rules of Morality, by which, and by which 
alone, legislators or individuals can be safely 
directed in determining on the propriety of 
any course of conduct. They are observa

tions taken in the calm, by which we must 
be guided in the darkness and the terror of 
the tempest; they are beacons and strongholds 
erected in the day of peace, round which we 
must rally, and to which we must betake our
selves, in the hour of contest and alarm. 

For these reasons, and for others w men our 
limits will not now permit us to hint at, we 
are of opinion, that the old established mo
rality of mankind ought upon no account to 
give place to a bold and rigid investigation 
into the utility of any particular act, or any 
course of action that may be made the sub
ject of deliberation; and that the safest and 
the shortest way to the good which we all 
desire, is the beaten highway of morality, 
which was formed at first by the experience 
of good and of evil. 

But our objections do not apply merely to 
the foundation of Mr. Bentham's new system 
of morality: We think the plan and execu
tion of the superstructure itself defective in 
many particulars. Even if we could be per
suaded that it would be wiser in general to 
follow the dictates of utility than the impres
sions of moral duty, we should still say that 
the system contained in these volumes does 
not enable us to adopt that substitute: and 
that it really presents us with no means of 
measuring or comparing utilities. After pe
rusing M. Dumont's eloquent observations on 
the incalculable benefits which his author's 
discoveries were to confer on the science of 
legislation, and on the genius and good fortune 
by which he had been enabled to reduce 
morality to the precision of a science, by fix
ing a precise standard for the good and evil 
of our lives, we proceeded with the perusal 
of Mr. Bentham's endless tables and divisions, 
with a mixture of impatience, expectation, 
and disappointment. Now that we have fin
ished our task, the latter sentiment alone 
remains; for we perceive very clearly that 
M. Dumont's zeal and partiality have imposed 
upon his natural sagacity, and that Mr. Ben
tham has just left the science of morality in 
the same imperfect condition in which it was 
left by his predecessors. The whole of Mr. 
Bentham's catalogues and distinctions tend 
merely to point out the Number of the causes 
that produce our happiness 01 misery, but by 
no means to ascertain their relative Magnitude 
or force ; and the only effect of their introduc
tion into the science of morality seems to be, 
to embarrass a popular subject with a technical 
nomenclature, and to perplex familiar truths 
with an unnecessary intricacy of arrangement. 

Of the justice of this remark any one may 
satisfy himself, by turning back to the tables 
and classifications which we have exhibited 
in the former part of this analysis, and trying 
if he can find there any rules for estimating 
the comparative value of pleasures and pains, 
that are not perfectly familiar to the most un-
instructed of the species. In the table of 
simple pleasures, for instance, what satisfac
tion can it afford to find the pleasure of riches 
set down as a distinct genus from the pleasure 
of power, and the pleasure of the senses— 
unless some scale were annexed by which the 
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respective value of these several pleasures 
might be ascertained ? If a man is balancing 
between the pain of privation and the pain 
of shame, how is he relieved by merely find
ing these arranged under separate titles ? or, 
in either case, will it give him any informa
tion, to be told that the value of a pain or 
pleasure depends upon its intensity, its dura
tion, or its certainty ? If a legislator is desi
rous to learn what degree of punishment is 
suitable to a particular offence, will he be 
greatly edified to read that the same punish
ment may be more or less severe according 
to the temperament, the intelligence, the 
rank, or the fortune of the delinquent ; and 
that the circumstances that influence sensi
bility, though commonly reckoned to be only 
nine, may fairly be set down at fifteen % Is 
there any thing, in short, in this whole book, 
that realises the triumphant Introduction of 
the editor, or that can enable us in any one 
instance to decide upon the relative magnitude 
of an evil, otherwise than by a reference to 
the common feelings of mankind 1 It is true, 
we are perfectly persuaded, that by the help 
of these feelings, we can form a pretty correct 
judgment in most cases that occur; but Mr. 
Bentham is not persuaded of this; and insists 
upon our renouncing all faith in so incorrect 
a standard, while he promises to furnish us 
with another that is liable to no sort of inac
curacy. This promise we do not think he has 
in any degree fulfilled ; because he has given 
us no rule by which the intensity of any pain 
or pleasure can be determined ; and furnish
ed us with no instrument by which we may 
take the altitude of enjoyment, or fathom the 
depths of pain. It is no apology for having 
made this promise, that its fulfilment was 
evidently impossible. 

In multiplying these distinctions and divi
sions which form the basis of his system, Mr. 
Bentham appears to us to bear less resem
blance to a philosopher of the present times, 
than to one of the old scholastic doctors, who 
substituted classification for reasoning, and 
looked upon the ten categories as the most 
useful of all human inventions. Their dis
tinctions were generally real, as well as his, 
and could not have been made without the 
misapplication of much labour and ingenuity: 
But it is now generally admitted that they are 
of no use whatever, either for the promotion 
of truth, or the detection of error; and that 
they only serve to point out differences that 
cannot be overlooked, or need not be remem
bered. There are many differences and many 
points of resemblance in all actions, and in 
all substances, that are absolutely indifferent 
in any serious reasoning that may be entered 
into with regard to them; and though much 
industry and much acuteness maybe display
ed in finding them out, the discovery is just 
as unprofitable to science, as the enumeration 
of the adverbs in the creed, or the dissyllables 
in the decalogue, would be to theology. The 
greater number of Mr. Bentham's distinctions 
however, are liable to objection, because they 
state, under an intricate and technical arrange
ment, those facts and circumstances only that 

are necessarily familiar to all mankind, and 
cannot possibly be forgotten on any occasion 
where it is of importance to remember them. 
If bad laws have been enacted, it certainly is 
not from having forgotten that the good of 
society is the ultimate object of all law, or 
that it is absurd to repress one evil by the 
creation of a greater. Legislators have often 
bewildered themselves in the choice of means; 
but they have never so grossly mistaken the 
ends of their institution, as to need to be re
minded of these obvious and elementary 
truths. 

If there be any part of Mr. Bentham's clas
sification that might be supposed to assist us 
in appreciating the comparative value of 
pleasures and pains, it must certainly be his 
enumeration of the circumstances that affect 
the sensibility of individuals. Even if this 
table were to fulfil all that it promises, how
ever, it would still leave the system funda
mentally deficient, as it does not enable us to 
compare the relative amount of any two plea
sures or pains, to individuals in the same cir
cumstances. In its particular application, 
however, it is truly no less defective; for 
though we are told that temperament, intelli
gence, &c. should vary the degree of punish
ment or reward, we are not told to what extent, 
or in what proportions, it should be varied by 
these circumstances. Till this be done, how
ever, it is evident that the elements of Mr. 
Bentham's moral arithmetic have no determi
nate value; and that it would be perfectly 
impossible to work any practical problem in 
legislation by the help of them. It is scarcely 
necessary to add, that even if this were ac
complished. and the cognisance of all these 
particulars distinctly enjoined by the law, the 
only effect would be, to introduce a puerile 
and fantastic complexity into our systems of 
jurisprudence, and to encumber judicial pro
cedure with a multitude of frivolous or im
practicable observances. The circumstances, 
in consideration of which Mr. Bentham would 
have the laws vary the punishment, are so 
numerous and so indefinite, that it would re
quire a vast deal more labour to ascertain 
their existence in any particular case, than to 
establish the principal offence. The first is 
Temperament; and in a case of flogging, we 
suppose Mr. Bentham would remit a few 
lashes to a sanguine and irritable delinquent, 
and lay a few additional stripes -on a phleg
matic or pituitous one. But how is the tem
perament to be given in evidence ? or are the 
judges to aggravate or alleviate a punishment 
upon a mere inspection of the prisoner's com
plexion. Another circumstance that should 
affect the pain, is the offender's firmness of 
mind; and another his strength of understand
ing. How is a court to take cognisance of 
these qualities ? or in what degree are they to 
affect their proceedings ? If we are to admit 
such considerations into our law at all, they 
ought to be carried a great deal farther than 
Mr. Bentham has indicated; and it should be 
expressed in the statutes, what alleviation of 
punishment should be awarded to a culprit 
on account of his wife's pregnancy, or the 
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colour of his children's hair. We cannot help 
thinking that the undistinguishinggrossness of 
our actual practice is better than such foppery. 
We fix a punishment which is calculated for 
the common, average condition of those to 
whom it is to be applied; and, in almost all 
cases, we leave with the judge a discretionary 
power of accommodating it to any peculiarities 
that may seem to require an exception. After 
all, this is the most plausible part of Mr. Ben
tham's arrangements. 

In what he has said of the false notions 
which legislators have frequently followed in 
preference to the polar light of utility, we 
think we discover a good deal of inaccuracy, 
and some little want of candour. Mr. Ben
tham must certainly be conscious that no one 
ever pretended that the mere antiquity of a 
law was a sufficient reason for retaining it, in 
spite of its evident inutility: But when the 
utility of parting with it is doubtful, its an
tiquity may fairly be urged as affording a pre
sumption in its favour, and as a reason for 
being cautious at least in the removal of what 
must be incorporated with so many other in
stitutions. We plead the antiquity of our 
Constitution as an additional reason for not 
yielding it up to innovators : but nobody ever 
thought, we believe, of advancing this plea in 
support of the statutes against Witchcraft. In 
the same way, we think, there is more wit 
than reason in ascribing the errors of many 
legislators to their being misled by a metaphor. 
The metaphor, we are inclined to think, has 
generally arisen from the principle or practice 
to which Mr. Bentham would give effect in
dependent of it. The law of England respects 
the sanctity of a free citizen's dwelling so 
much, as to yield it some privilege ; and there
fore an Englishman's house is called his Castle. 
The piety or superstition of some nations has 
determined that a criminal cannot be arrested 
in a place of worship. This is the whole fact; 
the usage is neither explained nor convicted 
of absurdity, by saying that such people call 
a church the House of God. If it were the 
house of God, does Mr. Bentham conceive 
that it ought to be a sanctuary for criminals ? 
In what is said of the Fictions of law, there 
is much of the same misapprehension. Men 
neither are, nor ever were, misguided by 
these fictions; but the fictions are merely cer
tain quaint and striking methods of expressing 
a rule that has been adopted in an apprehen
sion of its utility. To deter, men from com
mitting treason, their offspring is associated 
to a certain extent in their punishment. The 
motive and object of this law is plain enough; 
and calling the effect "Corruption of blood," 
will neither aggravate nor hide its injustice. 
When it is said that the heir is the same per
son with the deceased, it is but a pithy way 
of intimating that he is bound in all the obli
gations, and entitled to all the rights of his 
predecessor. That the King never dies, is 
only another phrase for expressing that the 
office is never vacant; and that he is every 
where, is true, if it be lawful to say that a 
person can act by deputy. In all these ob
servations, and in many that are scattered ] 

through the subsequent part of his book, Mr. 
Bentham seems to forget that there is such a 
thing as common sense in the world; and to 
take it for granted, that if there be an opening 
in the letter of the law for folly, misapprehen
sion, or abuse, its ministers will eagerly take 
advantage of it, and throw the whole frame of 

. society into disorder and wretchedness. A 
very slight observation of the actual business 
of life might have taught him, that expediency 
may, for the most part, be readily and cer-

; tainly discovered by those who are interested 
i in finding it; and that in a certain stage of 
; civilisation there is generated such a quantity 
, of intelligence and good sense, as to disarm 
• absurd institutions of their power to do mis-
> chief, and to administer defective laws into a 
. system of practical equity. This indeed is 
i the grand corrective which remedies all the 
s errors of legislators, and retrenches all that is 

pernicious in prejudice. It makes us inde
pendent of technical systems, and indifferent 
to speculative irregularities; and he who could 
increase its quantity, or confirm its power, 
would do more service to mankind than all 
the philosophers that ever speculated on the 
means of their reformation. 

In the following chapter we meet with a 
perplexity which, though very ingeniously 
produced, appears to us to be wholly gratui
tous. Mr. Bentham for a long time can see 
no distinction between Civil and Criminal 
jurisprudence; and insists upon it, that rights 
and crimes necessarily and virtually imply 
each other. If I have a right to get your 
horse, it is only because it would be a crime 
for you to keep him from me; and if it be a 
crime for me to take your horse, it is only be
cause you have a right to keep him. This 
we think is very pretty reasoning: But the 
distinction between the "civil and the criminal 
law is not the less substantial and apparent. 
The civil law is that which directs and en
joins—the criminal law is that which Punishes. 
This is enough for the legislator; and for those 
who are to obey him. It is a curious inquiry, 
no doubt, how far all rights may be considered 
as the counterpart of crimes; and whether 
every regulation of the civil code necessarily 
implies a delict in the event of its violation. 
On this head there is room for a good deal of 
speculation; but in our opinion Mr. Bentham 
pushes the principle much too far. There 
seems to be nothing gained, for instance, 
either in the way of clearness or consistency, 
by arranging under the head of criminal law, 
those cases of refusal to fulfil contracts, or to 
perform obligations, for which no other pun
ishment is or ought to be provided, but a com
pulsory fulfilment or performance. This is 
merely following out the injunction of the 
civil code, and cannot, either in law or in logic, 
be correctly regarded as a punishment. The 
proper practical test of a crime, is where, over 
and above the restitution of the violated right 
[where that is possible), the violator is sub
jected to a direct pain, in order to deter from 
the repetition of such offences. 

In passing to the code of criminal law, Mi. 
Bentham does not forget the necessity of class 
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ifying and dividing. Delicts, according to 
him, are either, 1. Private, or against one or 
a few individuals; 2. Reflective, or against the 
delinquent himself; 3. Semipublic, or against 
some particular class or description of per
sons; and. finally. Public, or against the whole 
community. Private delicts, again, relate 
either to the person, the property, the repu
tation or the condition; and they are distrib
uted into complex and simple, principal and 
accessory, positive and negative, &c. &c. The 
chief evil of a crime is the alarm which it 
excites in the community; and the degree of 
this alarm, Mr. Bentham assumes, depends 
upon eight circumstances, the particular situa
tion of the delinquent, his motives, his noto
riety, his character, the difficulties or facilities 
of the attempt, &c. But here again, we see 
no sense in the enumeration; the plain fact 
being, that the alarm is increased by every 
thing which renders it probable that such acts 
may be frequently repeated. In one case, and 
one of considerable atrocity, there is no alarm 
at all; because the only beings who ban be 
affected by it, are incapable of fear or suspi
cion—this is the case of infanticide : and Mr. 
Bentham ingeniously observes, that it is pro
bably owing to this circumstance that the 
laws of many nations have been so extremely 
indifferent on that subject. In modern Eu
rope, however, he conceives that they are 
barbarously severe. In the case of certain 
crimes against the community, such as mis-
government of all kinds, the danger again is 
always infinitely greater than the^alarm. 

The remedies which law has provided 
against the mischief of crimes, Mr. Bentham 
says, are of four orders; preventive—repres
sive—compensatory—or simply penal. Upon 
the subject of compensation or satisfaction, 
Mr. Bentham is most copious and most origi
nal; and under the title of satisfaction in 
honour, he presents us with a very calm, 
acute, and judicious inquiry into the effects 
of duelling ; which he represents as the only 
remedy which the impolicy or impotence of 
our legislators has left for such offences. We 
do not think, however, that the same good 
sense prevails in what he subjoins, as to the 
means that might be employed to punish in
sults and attacks upon the honour of individu
als. According to the enormity of the offence, 

he is for making the delinquent pronounce a 
discourse of humiliation, either standing, or on 
his knees, before the offended party, and 
clothed in emblematical robes, with a mask 
of a characteristic nature on his head, &c. 
There possibly may be countries where such 
contrivances might answer; but, with us, 
they would not only be ineffectual, but ridic
ulous. 

In the choice of punishments, Mr. Bentham 
wishes legislators to recollect, that punish
ment is itself an evil; and that it consists of 
five parts;—the evil of restraint—the evil of 
suffering—the evil of apprehension—the evil 
of groundless persecution—and the evils that 
extend to the innocent connections of the de
linquent. For these reasons, he is anxious that 
no punishment should be inflicted without a 
real cause, or without being likely to influence 
the will; or where other remedies might 
have been employed; or in cases where the 
crime produces less evil than the punishment. 
These admonitions are all very proper^ and, 
we dare say, sincere; but we cannot think 
that they are in any way recommended by 
their novelty. 

In the section upon the indirect means of 
preventing crimes, there is a great deal of 
genius and strong reasoning; though there 
are many things set down in too rash and per
emptory a manner, and some that are sup
ported with a degree of flippancy not very 
suitable to the occasion. The five main sources 
of offence he thinks are, want of occupation, 
the angry passions, the passion of the sexes, 
the love of intoxication, and the love of gain. 
As society advances, all these lose a good 
deal of their mischievous tendency, excepting 
the last; against which, of course, the legisla
ture should be more vigilant than ever. In 
the gradual predominance of the avaricious 
passions over all the rest, however, Mr. Ben
tham sees many topics of consolation; and 
concludes this part of his work with declar
ing, that it should be the great object of the 
criminal law to reduce all offences to that 
species which can be completely atoned for 
and repaired by payment of a sum of money. 
It is a part of his system, which we have for
gotten to mention, that persons so injured 
should in all cases be entitled to reparation 
out of the public purse. 

( l a n t t a r g ,  1 8 0 4 . )  

MmtdPMlmovhv^ntheif'"'^°"v Reid, ^ ® S Edinburgh, late Professor of 
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ALTHOUGH it is impossible to entertain 
greater respect for any names than we do for 
those that are united in the title of this work 
we must be permitted to say, that there are 
many things with which we cannot agree 
both in the system of Dr. Reid, and in Mr' 

Stewart's elucidation and defence of it. Tha 
elucidation begins, indeed, with a remark 
which we are not at all disposed to contrc 
vert; that the distinguishing feature of Di 
Reid's philosophy is the systematical steadi 
ness with which he has adhered to the corns 
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of correct observation, and the admirable self-
command by which he has confined himself 
to the clear statement of the facts he has col
lected : But then Mr. Stewart immediately 
follows up this observation with a warm en
comium on the inductive philosophy of Lord 
Bacon, and, a copious and eloquent exposition 
of the vast advantage that may be expected 
from applying to the science of Mind those 
sound rules of experimental philosophy that 
have undoubtedly guided us to all the splen
did improvements in modern physics. From 
the time indeed that Mr. Hume published his 
treatise of human nature, down to the latest 
speculations, of Condorcet and Mr. Stewart 
himself, we have observed this to be a favour
ite topic with all metaphysical writers; and 
that those who have differed in almost every 
thing else, have agreed in magnifying the im
portance of such inquiries, and in predicting 
the approach of some striking improvement in 
the manner of conducting them. 

Now, in these speculations we cannot help 
suspecting that those philosophers have been 
misled in a considerable degree by a false 
analogy; and that their zeal for the promotion 
of their favourite studies has led them to form 
expectations somewhat sanguine and extrava
gant, both as to their substantial utility and 
as to the possibility of their ultimate improve
ment. In reality, it does not appear to us 
that any great advancement in the knowledge 
of the operations of mind is to be expected 
from any improvement in the plan of investi
gation; or that the condition of mankind is 
likely to derive any great benefit from the 
cultivation of this interesting but abstracted 
study. 

Inductive philosophy, or that which pro
ceeds upon the careful observation of facts, 
may be applied to two different classes of 
phenomena. The first are those that can be 
made the subject of proper Experiment : 
where the substances are actually in our 
power, and the judgment and artifice of the 
inquirer can be effectually employed to ar
range and combine them in such a way as to 
disclose their most hidden properties and re
lations. The other class of phenomena are 
those that occur in substances that are placed 
altogether beyond our reach; the order and 
succession of which we are generally unable 
to control; and as to which we can do little 
more than collect and record the laws by 
which they appear to be governed. Those 
substances are not the subject of Experiment, 
but of Observation; and the knowledge we 
may obtain, by carefully watching their varia
tions, is of a kind that does not directly in
crease the power which we might otherwise 
have had over them. It seems evident, how
ever, that it is principally in the former of 
these departments, or the strict experimental 
philosophy, that those splendid improvements 

have been made, which have erected so vast 
a trophy to the prospective genius of Bacon. 
The astronomy of Sir Isaac Newton is no ex
ception to this general remark: All that mere 
Observation could do to determine the move
ments of the heavenly bodies, had been ac

complished by the star-gazers who preceded 
him; and the law of gravitation, which he 
afterwards applied to the planetary system, 
was first calculated and ascertained by experi
ments performed upon substances which were 
entirely at his disposal. 

It will scarcely be denied, either, that it is 
almost exclusively to this department of pro
per Experiment, that Lord Bacon has directed 
the attention of his followers. His funda
mental maxim is, that knowledge is power; 
and the great problem which he constantly 
aims at resolving is, in what manner the na
ture of any substance or quality may, by ex
periment, be so detected and ascertained as 
to enable us to manage it at our pleasure. 
The greater part of the Novum Organum ac
cordingly is taken up with rules and examples 
for contriving and conducting experiments; 
and the chief advantage which he seems to 
have expected from the progress of those in
quiries, appears to be centered in the enlarge
ment of man's dominion over the material 
universe which he inhabits. To the mere 
Observer, therefore, his laws of philosophising, 
except where they are prohibitory laws, have 
but little application ; and to such an inquirer, 
the rewards of his philosophy scarcely appear 
to have been promised. It is evident indeed 
that no direct utility can result from the most 
accurate observation of occurrences which we 
cannot control; and that for the uses to which 
such observations may afterwards be turned, 
we are indebted not so much to the observer, 
as to the person who discovered the applica
tion. It also appears to be pretty evident 
that in the art of observation itself, no very 
great or fundamental improvement can be 
expected. Vigilance and attention are all that 
can ever be required in an observer; and 
though a talent for methodical arrangement 
may facilitate to others the study of the facts 
that have been collected, it does not appear 
how our actual knowledge of those facts can 
be increased by any new method of describing 
them. Facts that we are unable to modify or 
direct, in short, can only be the objects of ob
servation; and observation can only inform 
us that they exist, and that their succession 
appears to be governed by certain general 
laws. 

In the proper Experimental philosophy, 
every acquisition of knowledge is an increase 
of power; because the knowledge is neces
sarily derived from some intentional disposi
tion of materials which we may always com
mand in the same manner. In the philoso
phy of observation, it is merely a gratification 
of our curiosity. By experiment, too, we 
generally acquire a pretty correct knowledge 
of the causes of the phenomena we produce; 
as we ourselves have distributed and arranged 
the circumstances upon which they depend; 
while, in matters of mere observation, the 
assignment of causes must always be in a 
good degree conjectural, inasmuch as we have 
no means of separating the preceding pheno
mena, or deciding otherwise than by analogy, 
to which of them the succeeding event is to 
be attributed. 
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Now, it appears to us to be pretty evident 
that the phenomena of the Human Mind are 
almost all of the latter description. We feel, 
and perceive, an^ remember, without any 
purpose or contrivance of ours, and have evi
dently no power over the mechanism by which 
those functions are performed. We may ob
serve and distinguish those operations of 
mind, indeed, with more or less attention or 
exactness; but we cannot subject them to 
experiment, or alter their nature by any pro
cess of investigation. We cannot decompose 
our perceptions in a crucible, nor divide our 
sensations with a prism; nor can we, by art 
and contrivance, produce any combination of 
thoughts or emotions, besides those with which 
all men have been provided by nature. No 
metaphysician expects by analysis to discover 
a new power, or to excite a new sensation in 
the mind, as a chemist discovers a new earth 
or a new metal; nor can he hope, by any 
process of synthesis, to exhibit a mental com
bination different from any that nature has 
produced in the minds of other persons. The 
science of metaphysics, therefore, depends 
upon observation, and not upon experiment: 
And all reasonings upon mind proceed ac
cordingly upon a reference to that general 
observation which all men are supposed to 
have made, and not to any particular experi
ments, wpich are known only to the inventor. 

The province of philosophy in this depart
ment, therefore, is the province of observation 
wnly: and in this department the greater part 
of that code of laws which Bacon has pro
vided for the regulation of experimental in
duction is plainly without authority. In meta
physics, certainly, knowledge is not power • 
and instead of producing new phenomena to 
elucidate the old, by well-contrived and well-
conducted experiments, the most diligent in
quirer can do no more than registerand arrange 
the appearances, which he can neither account 
for nor control. 

But though our power can in no case be 
directly increased by the most vigilant and 
correct observation alone, our knowledge may 
often be very greatly extended by it. In the 
science of mind, however, we are inclined to 
suspect that this is not the case. From the 
very nature of the subject, it seems necessa
rily to follow, that all men must be practically 
famihar with all the functions and qualities 
ot their minds; and with almost all the laws 
by which they appear to be governed. Every 
one knows exactly what it is to perceive and 
fnrl thn t,rT ' imagine, and believe; 
and though he may not always apply the 
words that denote these operations with per
fect propriety, it is not possible to suppose that 
any one is ignorant of the things. Even those 
laws of thought, or connections of mental 
operation, that are not so commonly stSed in 
words, appear to be universally known • and 
are found to regulate the practice of those 
who never thought of enouncing them in pre 
cise or abstract propositions. °A manwho 
never heaid it asserted that memory depends 
upon attention, yet attends with uncommon 
care to any thing that he wishes to remember; 
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and accounts for his forge tfulness, by acknow
ledging that he had paid no attention. A 
groom, who never heard of the association of 
ideas, feeds the young war-horse to the sound 
of a drum; and the unphilosophical artists 
who tame elephants and train dancing dogs 
proceed upon the same obvious and admitted 
principle. The truth is, that as we only know 
the existence of mind by the exercise of its 
functions according to certain laws, it is im
possible that any one should ever discover or 
bring to light any functions or any laws of 
which men would admit the existence, unless 
they were previously convinced of their oper
ation on themselves. A philosopher may be 
the first to state these laws, and to describe 
their operation distinctly in words; but men 
must be already familiarly acquainted with 
them in reality, before they can assent to the 
justice of his descriptions. 

For these reasons, we cannot help thinking 
that the labours of the metaphysician, instead 
of being assimilated to those of the chemist 
or experimental philosopher, might, with less 
impropriety, be compared to those of the gram
marian who arranges into technical order the 
words of a language which is spoken famil
iarly by all his readers; or of the artist, who ex
hibits to them a correct map of a district with 
every part of which they were previously 
acquainted. We acquire a perfect knowledge 
of our own minds without study or exertion, 
just as we acquire a perfect knowledge of our 
native language or our native parish; yet we 
cannot, without much study and reflection, 
compose a grammar of the one, or a map of 
the other. To arrange in correct order all the 
particulars of our practical knowledge, and to 
set down, without omission and without dis
tortion, every thing that we actually know 
upon a subject, requires a power of abstrac
tion, recollection, and disposition, that falls to 
the lot of but few. In the science of mind, 
perhaps, more of those qualities are required 
than m any other; but it is not the less true 
or this, than of all the rest, that the materials 
of the description must always be derived 
from a previous acquaintance with the sub
ject—that nothing can be set down technically 
that was not practically known—and that no 
substantial addition is made to our knowledge 
by a scientific distribution of its particulars. 
After such a systematic arrangement has been 
mtioduced, and a correct nomenclature ap
plied, we may indeed conceive more clearly, 
and will certainly describe more justly, the 
nature and extent of our information; but our 
information itself is not really increased, and 
the consciousness by which we are supplied 
with all the materials of our reflections, does 
not become more productive, by this dispo
sition of its contributions. 

But though we have been induced in this 
way ta express our scepticism, both as to the 
probable improvement and practical utility 
of metaphysical speculations, we would by 
no means be understood as having asserted 
that these studies are absolutely without 
interest or importance. With regard to Per
ception, indeed, and some of the other primary 
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functions of mind, it seems now to be admit
ted, that philosophy can be of no use to us, 
and that the profoundest reasonings lead us 
back to the creed, and the ignorance, of the 
vulgar. As to the laws of Association, how
ever, the case is somewhat different. In
stances of the application of such laws are 
indeed familiar to every one, and there are 
few who do not of themselves arrive at some 
imperfect conception of their general limits 
and application: But that they are sooner 
learned, and may be more steadily and ex
tensively applied, when our observations are 
assisted by the lessons of a judicious instruc
tor, seems scarcely to admit of doubt; and 
though there are no errors of opinion perhaps 
that may not be corrected without the help 
of metaphysical principles, it cannot be dis
puted, that an habitual acquaintance with 
those principles leads us more directly to the 
source of such errors, and enables us more 
readily to explain and correct some of the 
most formidable aberrations of the human 
understanding. After all, perhaps, the chief 
value of such speculations will be found to 
consist in the wholesome exercise which 
they afford to the faculties, and the delight 
which is produced by the consciousness of 
intellectual exertion. Upon this subject, we 
gladly borrow from Mr. Stewart the following 
admirable quotations:— 

" An author well qualified to iudge, from his 
own experience, of whatever conduces to invigo
rate or to embellish the understanding, has beauti
fully remarked, that, ' by turning the soul inward 
on itself, its forces are concentrated, and are fitted 
for stronger and bolder flights of science ; and that, 
in such pursuits, whether we take, or whether we 
lose the game, the Chase is certainly of service.' 
In this respect, the philosophy of the mind (abstract
ing entirely from that pre-eminence which belongs 
to it in consequence of its practical applications) 
may claim a distinguished rank among those pre
paratory disciplines, which another writer of equal 
talents has happily compared to ' the crops which 
are raised, not for the sake of the harvest, but to 
be ploughed in as a dressing to the land.' " 

pp. J66, 167. 
In following out his observations on the 

scope and spirit of Dr. Reid's philosophy, Mr. 
Stewart does not present his readers with any 
general outline or summary of the peculiar 
doctrines by which it is principally distin
guished. This part of the book indeed ap
pears to be addressed almost exclusively to 
those who are in some degree initiated in the 
studies of which it treats, and consists of a 
vindication of Dr. Reid's philosophy from the 
most important objections that had been made 
to it by his antagonists. The first is proposed 
by the materialist, and is directed against the 
gratuitous assumption of the existence of 
mind. To this Mr. Stewart answers with 
irresistible force, that the philosophy of Dr. 
Reid has in reality no concern with the theo
ries that may be formed as to the causes of 
our mental operations, but is entirely confined 
to the investigation of those phenomena which 
are known to us by internal consciousness, 
and not by external perception. On the 
theory of Materialism itself, he makes some 
admirable observations: and, after having 
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stated the perceptible improvement that has 
lately taken place in the method of consider
ing those intellectual phenomena, he con
cludes with the following judicious and elo
quent observations:— 

" The authors who form the most conspicuous 
exceptions to this gradual progress, consist chiefly 
of men, whose errors may be easily accounted for, 
by the prejudices connected with their circumscribed 
habits of observation and inquiry ;—of Physiolo
gists, accustomed to attend to that part alone of the 
human frame, which the knife of the Anatomist 
can lay open ; or of Chemists, who enter on the 
analysis of Thought, fresh from the decompositions 
of the laboratory ; carrying into the Theory of Mind 
itself (what Bacon expressly calls) 'the smoke and 
tarnish of the furnace.' Of the value of such pur
suits, none can think more highly than myself; but 
I must be allowed to observe, that the most dis
tinguished pre-eminence in them does not neces
sarily imply a capacity of collected and abstracted 
reflection ; or an understanding superior to the pre
judices of early association, and the illusions of 
popular language. I will not go so far as Cicero, 
when he ascribes to those who possess these ad
vantages, a more than ordinary vigour of intellect: 
' Magni est ingenii revocare mentem a sensibus, et 
cogilationem a consuetudine abducere.' I would 
only claim for them, the merit of patient and cau
tious research ; and would exact from their an
tagonists the same qualifications."—pp. 110, 111. 

The second great objection that has been 
made to the doctrines of Dr. Reid, is, that 
they tend to damp the ardour of philosophical 
curiosity, by stating as ultimate facts many 
phenomena which -might be resolved into 
simpler principles; and perplex the science 
of mind with an unnecessary multitude of 
internal and unaccountable properties. As 
to the first of these objections, we agree en
tirely with Mr. Stewart. It is certainly bet
ter to damp the ardour of philosophers, by 
exposing their errors and convincing them of 
their ignorance, than to gratify it by sub
scribing to their blunders. It is one step to
wards a true explanation of any phenomenon, 
to expose the fallacy of an erroneons one; 
and though the contemplation of such errors 
may render us more diffident of our own suc
cess, it will probably teach us some lessons 
that are far from diminishing our chance of 
obtaining it. But to the charge of multiply
ing unnecessarily the original and instinctive 
principles of our nature, Mr. Stewart, we 
think, has not made by any means so satis
factory an answer. The greater part of what 
he says indeed upon this subject, is rather an 
apology for Dr. Reid, than a complete justifi
cation of him. In his classification of the 
active powers, he admits that Dr. Reid has 
multiplied, without necessity, the number of 
our original affections; and that, in the other 
parts of his doctrine, he has manifested a 
leaning to the same extreme. It would have 
been better if he had rested the defence of 
his author upon those concessions; and upon 
the general reasoning with which they are 
very skilfully associated, to prove the supe
rior safety and prudence of a tardiness to 
generalise and assimilate: For, with-all our 
deference for the talents of the author, we 
find it impossible to agree with him in those 
particular instances in which he has endeav 
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oured to expose the injustice of the accusa
tion. After all that Mr. Stewart has said, we 
can still see no reason for admitting a prin
ciple of credulity, or a principle of veracity, 
in human nature; nor can we discover any 
sort ol evidence for the existence of an in
stinctive power of interpreting natural signs. 

Dr. Reid's only reason for maintaining that 
the belief we commonly give to the testimo
ny ol others is not derived from reasoning 
and experience, is, that this credulity is more 
apparent and excessive in children, than in 
those whose experience and reason is mature. 
Now, to this it seems obvious to answer, that 
the experience of children, though not exten
sive, is almost always entirely uniform in fa
vour of the veracity of those about them. 
There can scarcely be any temptation to utter 
serious falsehood to an infant; and even if 
that should happen, they have seldom such a 
degree of memory or attention as would be 
necessary for its detection. In all cases, be
sides, it is admitted that children learn the 
general rule, before they begin to • attend to 
the exceptions; and it will not be denied that 
the general rule is, that there is a connection 
between the assertions of mankind and the 
realities of which they are speaking. False
hood is like those irregularities in the con
struction of a language, which children always 
overlook for the sake of the general analogy. 
. Tile principle of veracity is in the same 

situation. Men speak and assert, in order to 
accomplish some purpose: But if they did not 
generally speak truth, their assertions would 
answer no purpose at all—not even that of 
deception. To speak falsehood, too. even if 
we could suppose it to be done Without a 
motive, requires a certain exercise of imagi
nation and of the inventive faculties, which is 
not without labour : While truth is suggested 
spontaneously—not by the principle of veraci
ty, but by our consciousness and memory 
Even if we were not rational creatures, there-
101 e, but spoke merely as a consequence of 
our sensations,.we would speak truth much 
ottener than falsehood ; but being rational, and 
addressing ourselves to other beings with a 
view of influencing their conduct or opinions, 
it follows, as a matter of necessity, that we 
must almost always speak truth: Even the 
principle of credulity would not otherwise be 
sufficient to render it worth while for us to 
speak at all. 

nrAltliwe1a.rd -t0 the P''inciPle by which we 
are enabled to interpret the natural signs of 
the passions, and of other connected events, 

sm ThM; P entertaining a similar sceptb 
cism. There is no evidence, we think, for the 
existence ot such a principle; and all the 
phenomena may be solved with the help of 
memory and the association of ideas. The 
•inductive principle" is very nearly in the 

same pred'cament; though the full dfscuss on 
of the argument that might be maintained 
upon that subject would occupy more room 
than we can now spare. 

After some very excellent observations on 
the nature and the functions of instinct Mr 
otewart proceeds to consider, as the last great 

objection to Dr. Reid's philosophy, the alleged 
tendency of his doctrines on the subject^of 
common sense, to sanction an appeal from the 
decisions of the learned to the voice of the 
multitude. Mr. Stewart, with great candour 
admits that the phrase was unluckily chosen * 
and that it has not always been employed with 
perfect accuracy, either by Dr. Reid or his 
followers: But he maintains, that the greater 
part of the truths which Dr. Reid has referred 
to this authority, are in reality originally and 
unaccountably impressed on the human un
derstanding, and are necessarily implied in 
the greater part of its operations. These, he 
says, may be better denominated, "Funda
mental laws of belief;" and he exemplifies 
them by such propositions as the following: 
"I am the same person to-day that I was 
yesterday.—The material world has a real 
existence.—The future course of nature will 
resemble the past." We shall have occasion 
immediately to offer a few observations on 
some of those propositions. 

With these observations Mr. Stewart con
cludes his defence of Dr. Reid's philosophy: 
but we cannot help thinking that there was 
room for a farther vindication, and that some 
objections may be stated to the system in 
question, as formidable as any of those which 
Mr. Stewart has endeavoured to obviate. We 
shall allude very shortly to those that appear 
the most obvious and important. Dr. Reid's 
great achievement was undoubtedly the sub
version of the Ideal system, or the confutation 
of that hypothesis which represents the im
mediate objects of the mind in perception, as 
certain images or pictures of external objects 
conveyed by the senses to the ^ensorium. 
This part of his task, it is now generally ad
mitted that he has performed with exemplary 
diligence and complete success: But we are 
by no means so entirely satisfied with the 
uses he has attempted to make of his victory. 
After considering the subject with some atten
tion, we must confess that we have not been 
able to perceive how the destruction of the 
Ideal theory can be held as a demonstration 
of the real existence of matter, or a confuta
tion of the most ingenious reasonings which 
have brought into question the popular faith 
upon this subject. The theory of images and 
pictures, in fact, was in its original state more 
closely connected with the supposition of a 
real material prototype, than the theory of 
direct perception; and the sceptical doubts 
that have since been suggested, appear to us 
to be by no means exclusively applicable to 
he toimer hypothesis. He who believes that 

certain forms or images are actually transmit
ted through the organs of sense to the mind, 
must believe, at least, in the reality of the 
organs and the images, and probably in their 
origin from real external existences. He who 
is contented with stating that he is conscious 
ot certain sensations and perceptions, by no 
means assumes the independent existence of 
matter, and gives a safer account of the pne-
nomena than the idealist. 

Dr. Reid's sole argument for the real exist
ence of a material world, is founded on the 
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irresistible belief of it that is implied in Per
ception and Memory; a belief, the founda
tions of which, he seems to think, it would 
be something more than absurd to call in 
question. Now the reality of this general 
persuasion or belief, no one ever attempted to 
deny. The question is only about its justness 
or truth. It is conceivable, certainly, in every 
case, that our belief should be erroneous; 
and there can be nothing absurd in suggesting 
reasons for doubting of its conformity with 
truth. The obstinacy of our belief, in this 
instance, and its constant recurrence, even 
after all our endeavours to familiarise our
selves with the objections that have been 
made to it, are not absolutely without parallel 
in the history of the human faculties. All 
children believe that the earth is at rest; and 
that the sun and fixed stars perform a diurnal 
revolution round it. They also believe that 
the place which they occupy on the surface 
is absolutely the uppermost, and that the in
habitants of the opposite surface must be 
suspended in an inverted position. Now of 
this universal, practical, and irresistible belief, 
all persons of education are easily disabused 
in speculation, though it influences their ordi
nary language, and continues, in fact, to be 
the habitual impression of their minds. In 
the same way, a Berkleian might admit the 
constant recurrence of the illusions of sense, 
although his speculative reason were suffi
ciently convinced of their fallacy. 

The phenomena of Dreaming and of De
lirium, however, appear to afford a sort of 
experimentum crucis. to demonstrate that a 
real external existence is not necessary to 
produce sensation and perception in the hu
man mind. Is it utterly absurd and ridiculous 
to maintain, that all the objects of our thoughts 
maybe "such stuff as dreams are made of?" 
or that the uniformity of Nature gives us some 
reason to presume that the perceptions of ma
niacs and of rational men are manufactured, 
like their organs, out of the same materials I 
There is a species of insanity known among 
medical men by the epithet notional, in which, 
as well as in delirium tremens, there is fre
quently no general depravation of the reason
ing and judging faculties, but where the 
disease consists entirely in the patient mis
taking the objects of his thought or imagina
tion for real and present existences. The 
error of his perceptions, in such cases, is only 
detected by comparing them with the per
ceptions of other people; and it is evident 
that he has just the same reason to impute 
error to them, as they can have individually 
for imputing it to him. The majority, indeed, 
necessarily carries the point, as to all practi
cal consequences: But is there any absurdity 
in alleging that we can have no absolute or 
infallible assurance of that as to which the 
internal conviction of an individual must be 
supported, and may be overruled by the testi
mony of his fellow-creatures ? 

Dr. Reid has himself admitted that "we 
might probably have been so made, as to have 
all the perceptions and sensations which we 
now have, without any impression on our 

bodily organs at all." But it is surely alto
gether as reasonable to say, that we might 
have had all those perceptions, without the 
aid or intervention of any material existence 
at all. Those perceptions, too, might still have 
been accompanied with a belief that would 
not have been less universal or irresistible for 
being utterly without a foundation in reality. 
In short, our perceptions can never afford any 
complete or irrefragable proof of the real ex
istence of external things; because it is easy 
to conceive that we might have such percep
tions without them. We do not know, there
fore, with certainty, that our perceptions are 
ever produced by external objects; and in the 
cases to which we have just alluded, we ac
tually find perception and its concomitant be
lief, where we do know with certainty that it 
is not produced by any external existence. 

It has been said, however, that we have the 
same evidence for the existence of the mate
rial world, as for that of our own thoughts or 
conceptions;—as we have no reason lor be
lieving in the latter, but that we cannot help 
it; which is equally true of the former. • Now, 
this appears to us to be very inaccurately ar
gued. Whatever we doubt, and whatever we 
prove, we must plainly begin with consciousness. 
That alone is certain—all the rest is inference. 
Does Dr. Reid mean to assert, that our per
ception of external objects is not a necessary 
preliminary to any proof of their reality, or 
that our belief in their reality is not founded 
upon our consciousness of perceiving them I It 
is only our perceptions, then, and not the ex
istence of their objects, which we cannot help 
believing; and it would be nearly as reason
able to say that we must take all our dreams 
for realities, because we cannot doubt that we 
dream, as it is to assert that we have the same 
evidence for the existence of an external 
world, as for the existence of the sensations 
by which it is suggested to our minds. 

We dare not now venture fafther into this 
subject; yet wTe cannot abandon it without ob
serving, that the question is entirely a matter 
of philosophical and abstract speculation, and 
that by far the most reprehensible passages 
in Dr. Reid's writings, are those in which he 
has represented it as otherwise. When we 
consider, indeed, the exemplary candour, and 
temper, and modesty, with which this excel
lent man has conducted the whole of his 
speculations, we cannot help wondering that 
he should ever have forgotten himself so far 
as to descend to the vulgar raillery which he 
has addressed, instead of argument, to the 
abettors of the Berkleian hypothesis. The 
old joke, of the sceptical philosophers running 
their noses against posts, tumbling into ken
nels, and being sent to madhouses, is repeated 
at least ten times in different parts of Dr. 
Reid's publications, and really seems to have 
been considered as an objection not less forci
ble than facetious. Yet Dr. Reid surely could 
not be ignorant that those who have questioned 
the reality of a material universe, never af
fected to have perceptions, ideas, and sensa
tions, of a different nature from other people. 
The debate was merely about the origin of 
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these sensations ; and could not possibly affect 
the conduct or feelings of the individual. The 
sceptic, therefore, who has been taught by 
experience that certain perceptions are con
nected with unpleasant sensations, will avoid 
the occasions of them as carefully as those 
who look upon the object of their perceptions 
as external realities. Notions and sensations 
he cannot deny to exist; and this limited 
faith will regulate his conduct exactly in the 
same manner as the more extensive creed of 
his antagonists. We are persuaded that Mr. 
Stewart would reject the aid of such an argu
ment for the existence of an external world. 

The length to which these observations 
have extended, deters us from prosecuting 
any farther our remarks on Dr. RekPs philoso
phy. The other points in which it appears to 
us that he has left his system vulnerable are, 
his explanation of our idea of cause and effect. 
and his speculations on the question of liberty 

and necessity. In the former, we cannot heli> 
thinking that he has dogmatised, with a de
gree of confidence which is scarcely justified 
by the cogency of his arguments; and has 
endeavoured to draw ridicule on the reasoning 
of his antagonists, by illustrations' that are ut 
terly inapplicable. In the latter, also, he has 
made somethihg more than a just use of the 
prejudices of men and the ambiguity of lan
guage ; and has more than once "been oUiitv 
if we be riot mistaken, of what, in a less 
respectable author, we should not have scru
pled to call the most palpable sophistry. We 
are glad that our duty does not require us to 
enter into the discussion of this very per
plexing controversy; though we may be per
mitted to remark, that it is somewhat extra
ordinary to find the dependence of human 
actions on Motives so positively denied bv 
those very philosophers with whom the doc
trine of Causation is of such high authority. 

( © r t o l u r ,  1 8 0 6 . )  

ê̂ ^̂ ô̂ hAfdSeu^^byShi^'Son^o^vhPrie^ilpVr^enJ>t{h^mSe^ 
THOMAS COOPER, PrJidlf JUDGE oftife FRN™ By 
WILLIAM CHRISTIE. 8VO. pp. 481 London 1805 Pennsylvania, and the Reverend 

DR. PRIESTLEY has written more, we be-
lieve, and on a greater variety of subjects, 
than any other English author; and probably 

tVfv' SS len,cl Mr- Cooper appears to 
do at this moment, that his several publica
tions were destined to make an ®ra in the 
respective branches of speculation to which 
they bore reference. We are not exactly of 
that opinion: But we think Dr. Priestley a 
person of no common magnitude in the his
tory of English literature; and have perused 
this miscellaneous volume with more interest 
than we have usually found in publications 
of the same description. The memoirs are 
written with great conciseness and simplicity 

Prele,m a ver>7 angular picture of that in-
defatigabJe activity, that bigotted vanity that 
precipitation, cheerfulness, and sincerity 

hich made up the character of this restless 
philosopher. The observations annexed by 
Mr Cooper are the work, we think, of a pow-
understandin^Th8' a"d m0sl untractable 
k- Hn™!. ®i hey are wri«en in a defy-

? 7 Uliaccommodating style: with 
Xen wi,heffrearfef0Kmna in many P^ but n great rashness and arrogance* and 
a°ten^of mrt °f PMosofS, and a tang ot paity politics, which communicate 
an air of vulgarity to the whole woTS 

publications on subjects of theology, naiural nhn'°US 

phy, and chemistry; retaining fn y the /nll„ °8°" 
examination of his doctrine of Materialism °1,0wlng 

, In the Second part of his book, Mr. Cooper 
professes to estimate the Metaphysical wri
tings of Dr. Priestley, and delivers a long and 
very zealous defence of the doctrines of Ma
terialism, and of the Necessity of human ac-
ions. A good deal of learning and a good 

deal of talent are shown in this production: 
Rut we believe that most of our readers will 
be surprised to find that Mr. Cooper con
siders both these questions as having been 
Ssi r *>•,he * >•» 

Dr r£?i philosophical inquiry, the section of 
JJr. Hartley on the mechanism of the mind, and 
Ihe review of the subject taken by Dr. Priestley 
/«L«S,^PPonents, are not to be reasoned with 
itiwrt "i V deniqu sit is a 
maxim of technical law. It will apply equally to 

i il elle'S; and Ih? "^seems to have 
si l ti f j separate existence of the human 
j '. the freedom of the Will, and the eterna 
of "the nT°rLriv 5Ure P™ishmeum> like the doctrines 
rpJrl/ ty!,and Transubstantiation, may be 
sLgn d-pa335? l0ngGr emitled 10 Public discus-

The advocates of Necessity we know, have 
long been pretty much of this opinion; and 
we have no inclination to disturb them at 
presen with any renewal of the controversy: 
.5 Wr ^allydld not know that the advo
cates of Materialism laid claim to the same 
triumph; and certainly find some difficulty in 
admitting that all who believe in the existence 
ot mind are unfit to be reasoned with. To us, 
indeed, it has always appeared that it was 
than tKeaSiei\t0 pr0Vr the existence of mind, than the existence of matter; and with whati 
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ever contempt Mr. Cooper and his friends may 
regard us, Ave must be permitted to say a word 
or two in defence of the vulgar opinion. 

The sum of the argument against the exist
ence of mind, in case any of our readers 
should be ignorant of it, is shortly as follows. 
The phenomena of thinking, or perception, 
are always found connected with a certain 
mass of organised matter, and have never 
been known to exist in a separate or detached 
state. It seems natural, therefore, to consider 
them as qualities of that substance : Nor is it 
any objection to say, that the quality of think
ing has no sort of resemblance or affinity to 
any of the other qualities with Avhich we 
know matter to be endowed. This is equally 
true of all the primary qualities of matter, 
when compared -with each other. Solidity, 
for instance, bears no sort of resemblance or 
affinity to extension; nor is there any other 
reason for our considering them as qualities 
of the same substance, but that they are al
ways found in conjunction—that they occupy 
the same portion of space, and present them
selves together, on all occasions, to our obser
vation. Now, this may be said, with equal 
force, of the quality of thinking. It is al
ways found in conjunction with a certain mass 
of solid and extended matter—it inhabits the 
same portion of space, and presents itself in
variably along Avith those other qualities the 
assemblage of which makes up our idea of 
organised matter. Whatever substratum can 
support and unite the qualities of solidity and 
extension, may therefore support the quality 
of thinking also; and it is eminently unphilo-
sophical to suppose, that it inheres in a sepa
rate substance to which Ave should give the 
appellation of Mind All the phenomena of 
thought, it is said, may be resolved by the 
assistance of Dr. Hartley, into perception and 
association. Now, perception is evidently 
produced by certain mechanical impulses 
upon the nerves, transmitted to the brain, 
and can therefore be directly proved to be 
merely a peculiar species of motion; and as
sociation is something very like the vibration 
of musical cords in juxtaposition, and is strictly 
within the analogy of material movement. 

In answering this argument, Ave will fairly 
confess that we have no distinct idea of Sub
stance ; and that we are perfectly aware 
that it is impossible to combine three propo
sitions upon the subject, without involving a 
contradiction. All that we knoAv of substance, 
are its qualities ; yet qualities must belong to 
something—and of that something to which 
they belong, and by Avhich they are united, 
we neither knoAT anything nor can form any 
conception. We cannot help believing that it 
exists; but we have no distinct notion as to 
the mode of its existence. 

Admitting this, therefore, in the first place, 
we may perhaps be permitted to observe, that 
it seems a little disorderly and unphilosophi-
cal, to class perception among the qualities 
of matter, when it is obvious, that it is by 
means of perception alone that we get any 
notion of matter or its qualities; and that it 
is possible, with perfect consistency, to main

tain the existence of our perceptions, and to 
deny that of matter altogether. The other 
qualities of matter are perceived by us; but 
perception cannot be perceived: And all we 
know about it is, that it is that by Avhich we 
perceive every thing else. It certainly does 
sound someAvhat absurd and unintelligible, 
therefore, to say, that perception is that 
quality of matter by Avhich it becomes con
scious of its own existence, and acquainted 
with its other qualities: Since it is plain that 
this is not a quality, but a knowledge of quali
ties; and that the percipient must necessarily 
be distinct from that Avhich is perceived. We 
must ahvays begin Avith perception ; and the 
followers of Berkeley will tell us, that we 
must end there also. At all events, it certainly 
never entered into the head of any plain man 
to conceive that the faculty of perception Avas 
itself one of the qualities Avith Avhich that 
faculty made him acquainted : or that it could 
possibly belong to a substance, Avhich his 
earliest intimations and most indestructible 
impressions taught him to regard as some
thing external and separate.# 

This, then, is the first objection to the doc
trine of Materialism, — that it makes the 
faculty of perception a quality of the thing 
perceived; and converts, in a way that must 
at first sight appear absurd to all mankind, 
our knowledge of the qualities of matter into 
another quality of the same substance. The 
truth is, however, that it is a gross and un
warrantable abuse of language, to call percep
tion a quality at all. It is an act or an event— 
a fact or a phenomenon—of Avhich the percipi
ent is conscious: but it cannot be intelligibly 
conceived as a quality; and, least of all, as a 
quality of that substance which is knoAvn to 
us as solid and extended. 1st, All the qualities 
of matter, it has been already stated, are per
ceived by the senses : but the sensation itself 
cannot be so perceived; nor is it possible to call 
it an object of sense, without the grossest per
version of language. 2dly, All the qualities 
of matter have a direct reference to Space or 
extension; and are conceived, in some mea
sure, as attributes or qualities of the space 
within which they exist. When we say that 
a particular body is solid, we mean merely 
that a certain portion of space is impenetra
ble : when Ave say that it is coloured, we 

* We are not very partial to the practice of quo
ting poetry in illustration of metaphysics; but the 
following lines seem to express so forcibly the uni
versal and natural impression of mankind on this 
subject, that we cannot help offering them to the 
consideration of the reader. 
" Am I but what I seem, mere flesh and blood ? 
A branching channel, and a mazy flood? 
The purple stream, that through my vessels glides, 
Dull and unconscious flows like common tides. 
The pipes, through which the circling juices stray, 
Are not that thinking I, no more than they. 
This frame, compacted with transcendent skill, 
Of moving joints, obedient to my will, 
Nurs'd from the fruitful glebe like yonder tree, 
Waxes and wastes : I call it MINE, not ME. 
New matter still the mould'ring mass sustains ; 
The mansion chang'd, the tenant still remains, 
And, from the fleeting stream repair'd by food, 
Distinct, as is the swimmer from the flood." 

2 R 
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mean that the same portion of space appears 
ot one hue,—and so of the other qualities: 
but sensation or thought is never conceived 
so to occupy space, or to characterise it; nor 
can those faculties be at all conceived as 
being merely definite portions of space, en
dued with perceptible properties. In the third 
place, all the primary qualities of matter are 
inseparable from it, and enter necessarily into 
its conception and definition. All matter 
must necessarily be conceived as extended, 
solid, and figured: and also as universally 
capable of all the secondary qualities. It is 
obvious, however, that thought or sensation 
is not an inseparable attribute of matter; as 
by far the greater part of matter is entirely 
destitute of it ; and it is found in connection 
only with those parts which we term organ
ised ; and with those, only while they are 
in a certain state, which we call alive. If 
it be said, however, that thought may re
semble those accidental qualities of matter, 
such as heat or colour, wrhich are not insepa
rable or permanent; then we reply, that 
neither of these things can, in strictness, be 
termed qualities of matter, more than thought 
or sensation : They are themselves substan
ces, or matter possessed of inseparable and 
peculiar qualities, as well as those which 
address themselves to the other senses. Light 
is a material substance, from which the 
quality of colour is inseparable; and heat is 
a material substance, which has universally 
the quality of exciting the sensation of 
warmth: and both address themselves to 
and are distinctly perceived through, our 
senses. If thought be allowed to be a sub
stance m this sense, it will remain to show 
that it also is material; by being referable to 
space, capable of subsisting in every sort of 
body, of being perceived by the senses, of 
being transferred from one body to another, 
and liable to attraction, repulsion, condensa
tion, or reflection—like heat or light. 

It is to be remarked also, that wherever 
any proper quality, primary or secondary, can 
be ascribed generally to any perceptible body 
or mass of matter, that quality must exist and 
be recognised in every part of it. If the whole 
ot any such body is hard, or coloured, or 
weighty, or hot, or cold, every part of it 
whether merely considered and examined as 
separable or actually separated and detached, 
must be hard, coloured, and weighty also: 
f-r T!es wg tm'yconditions, and, in 
fact, the only real proofs of the material ex
istence of shch a body, and of all the parts of 

® l 'hough thought or volition may be 
in 1 h have their residence somewhere with-

nfUr?an ? }hey certainly are not quali-
he ei i 7Tml mass> in th's sense; or to the effect of being sensibly present in every 

part or portion of it! We never, a? lias, 
have happened to hear it surmised that there 
is thought in the elbow-joint, or volition in 
the nail of the great toe ; and if it be said 
that these phenomena are results only of the 
living organisation as a whole, it seems to us 
that this is a substantial abandonment of the 
whole argument, and an admission that they 

are not qualities of matter (for results and 
qualities belong not to the same category) but 
mere facts or phenomena of a totally different 
description, for the production of which the 
apparatus of some such organisation may for 
the time, be necessary. 

But the material thing is, that it is not to 
the whole mass of our bodies, or their living 
organisation in general, that these phenomena 
are said by Dr. Priestley and his disciples to 
belong, as proper qualities. On the contrary 
they distinctly admit that they are not qualities 
of that physical mass generally, nor even of 
those finer parts of it which constitute our 
organs of sense. They admit that the eye 
and the ear act the parts merely of optical or 
acoustic instruments; and are only useful in 
transmitting impulses (or, it maybe, fine sub
stances) to the nervous part of the brain: of 
which alone, therefore, and indeed only of its 
minute and invisible portions, these singular 
phenomena are alleged to be proper physical 
qualities! It is difficult, we think, to make 
the absurdity of such a doctrine more appa
rent than by this plain statement of its import 
and amount. The only ground, it must always 
be recollected, for holding that mind and all 
its phenomena are mere qualities of matter, is 
the broad and popular one, that we always 
find them connected with'a certain visible 
mass of organised matter, called a living body: 
But vyheh it is admitted that they are not 
qualities of this mass generally, or even of 
any part of it which is visible or perceptible 
by our senses, the allegation of their being 
mere material qualities of a part of the brain 
must appear not merely gratuitous, but incon
sistent and absolutely absurd. If the eye 
and the ear, with their delicate structures 
and fine sensibility, are but vehicles and ap
paratus, why should the attenuated and un
known tissues of the cerebral nerves be sup-

j posed to be any thing else ? or why should 
the resulting sensations, to which both are 
apparently ministrant. and no more than min-
lstrant, and which have no conceivable re
semblance or analogy to any attribute of mat-
t?r;i!:)Ut ^Ut 0n ^e. ̂ st. physical qualities 
oi the latter—which is of itself too slight and 
subtle to enable us to say what are its com-
mon physical qualities'? But we have yet 
another consideration to suggest, before final
ly closing this discussion. 

It probably has not escaped observation, 
that throughout the preceding argument, we 
have allowed the advocates for Materialism 
to assume that what (to oblige them) we have 
called thought or perception generally, was 
one uniform and identical thing; to which, 
therefore, the appellation of a quality might 
possibly be given, without manifest and pal
pable absurdity. But in reality there is no 
ground, or even room, for claiming such an 
allowance. The acts or functions which we 
ascribe to mind, are at all events not one, but 
many and diverse. Perception no doubt is 
one of them—but it is not identical with sen
sation; and still less with memory or imagi
nation, or volition,—or with love, anger, fear, 
deliberation, or hatred. Each of these, on the 
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contrary, is a separate and distinguishable 
act, function, or phenomenon, of the existence 
of which we become aware, not through per
ception, or the external senses at all, but 
through consciousness or reflection alone: and 
none of them (with the single exception, per
haps, of perception) have any necessary or 
natural reference to any external or material 
existence whatever. It is not disputed, how
ever, that it is only by perception and the 
6enses, that we can gain any knowledge of 
matter; and, consequently, whatever we come 
to know by consciousness only, cannot pos
sibly belong to that category, or be either ma
terial or external. But we are not aware tfiat 
any materialist has ever gone the length of 
directly maintaining that volition for example, 
or memory, or anger, or fear, or any other 
such affection, were proper material qualities 
of our bodily frames, or could be perceived 
and recognised as such, by the agency of 
the external senses; in the same way as the 
weight, heat, colour, or elasticity which may 
belong to these frames. But if they are not 
each of them capable of being so perceived, 
as separate physical qualities, it is plain that 
nothing can be gained in argument, by affect
ing to disregard their palpable diversity, and 
seeking to class them all under one vague 
name, of thought or perception. Even with 
that advantage, we have seen that the doc
trine, of perception or thought being a mere 
quality of matter, is not only untenable, but 
truly self-contradictory and unintelligible. 
But when the number and diversity of the 
phenomena necessarily covered by that gene
ral appellation is considered, along with the 
fact that most of them have no reference to 
matter, and do in no way imply its existence, 
the absurdity of representing them as so 
many of its distinct perceptible qualities, 
must be too apparent, we think, to admit of 
any serious defence. 

The sura of the whole then is, that all the 
knowledge which we gain only by Perception 
and the use of our external Senses, is know
ledge of Matter, and its qualities and attri
butes alone; and all which we gain only by 
Consciousness and Reflection on our own in
ward feelings, is necessarily knowledge of 
Mind, and its states, attributes, and functions. 
This in fact is the whole basis, and rationale 
of the distinction between mind and matter: 
and, consequently, unless it can be shown 
that love, anger, and sorrow, as well as memo
ry and volition, are direct objects of sense or 
external perception, like heat and colour, or 
figure and solidity, there must be an end, we 
think, of all question as to their being ma
terial qualities. 

But, though the very basis and foundation 
of the argument for Materialism is placed 
upon the assumption, that thought and per
ception are qualities of our bodies, it is re
markable that Dr. Priestley, and the other 
champions of that doctrine, do ultimately g:ve 
up that point altogether, and maintain, that 
thought is nothing else than Motion ! Now, 
this, we cannot help thinking, was very im
politic and injudicious in these learned per

sons : For, so long as they stuck to the gene
ral assertion, that thought might, in some way 
or other, be represented as a quality of mat
ter,—although it was not perceived by the 
senses, and bore no analogy to any of its other 
qualities,—and talked about the inherent ca
pacity of substance, to support all sorts of 
qualities; although their doctrine might elude 
our comprehension, and revolt all our habits 
of thinking,—still it might be difficult to 
demonstrate its fallacy; and a certain per
plexing argumentation might be maintained, 
by a person well acquainted with the use, 
and abuse, of words: But when they cast 
away the protection of this most convenient 
obscurity, and, instead of saying that they 
do not know what thought is, have the cour
age to refer it to the known category of Mo
tion, they evidently subject their theory to the 
test of rational examination, and furnish us 
with a criterion by which its truth may be 
easily determined. 

We shall not be so rash as to attempt any 
definition of motion; but we believe we may 
take it for granted, that our readers know 
pretty well what it is. At all events, it is not 
a quality of matter. It is an act, a phenome
non, or a fact:—but it makes no part of the 
description or conception of matter; though 
it can only exist with reference to that sub
stance. Let any man ask himself, however, 
whether the motion of matter bears any sort 
of resemblance to thought or sensation; or 
whether it be even conceivable that these 
should be one and the same thing I—But, it is 
said, we find sensation always produced by 
motion; and as we can discover nothing else 
in conjunction with it, we are justified in as
cribing it to motion. But this, we beg leave 
to say, is not the question. It is not neces
sary to inquire, whether motion may produce 
sensation or not, but whether sensation be mo
tion, and nothing else ? It seems pretty evi
dent, to be sure, that motion can never pro
duce any thing but motion or impulse; and 
that it is at least as inconceivable that it should 
ever produce sensation in matter, as that it 
should produce a separate substance, called 
mind. But this, we repeat, is not the ques
tion with the materialists. Their proposition 
is, not that motion produces sensation—which 
might be as well in the mind as in the body; 
but, th ti sensation is motion; and that all the 
phenomena of thought and perception are in
telligibly accounted for by saying, that they 
are certain little shakings in the pulpy part of 
the brain. 

There are certain propositions which it is 
difficult to confute, only because it is impos
sible to comprehend them : and this, the sub
stantive article in the creed of Materialism, 
really seems to be of this description. To say 
that thought is motion, is as unintelligible to 
us, as to say that it is space, or time, or pro
portion. 

There may be little shakings in the brain, 
for any thing we know, and there may even 
be shakings of a different kind, accompanying 
every act of thought or perception;—but, that 
the shakings themselves are the thought oi 
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perception, we are so far from admitting, that 
we find it absolutely impossible to compre
hend what is meant by the assertion. The 
shakings are certain throbbings, vibrations, or 
stirrings, in a whitish, halMuid substance 
like custard, which we might see perhaps, or 
feel, if we had eyes and fingers sufficiently 
small or fine for the office. But what should 
we see or feel, upon the supposition that we 
could detect, by our senses, every thing that 
actually took place in the brain ? We should 
see the particles of this substance change their 
place a little, move a little up or down, to the 
right or to the left, round about, or zig-zag, or 
in some other course or direction. This is 
all that we could see, if Hartley's conjecture 
were proved by actual observation; because 
this is all that exists in motion,—according to 
our conception of it ; and all that we mean, 
when we say that there is motion in any sub
stance. Is it intelligible, then, to say, that 
this motion, the whole of which we see and 
comprehend, is thought and feeling?—and 
that thought and feeling will exist wherever 
we can excite a similar motion in a similar 
substance I—In our humble apprehension, the 
proposition is not so much false, as utterly 
unmeaning and incomprehensible. That sen
sation may follow motion in the brain, or may 
even be produced by it, is conceivable at 
least, and may be affirmed with perfect pre
cision and consistency; but that the motion is 
itself sensation, and that the proper and com
plete definition of thought and feeling is. that 
they are certain vibrations in the brain, is a 
doctrine, we think, that can only be wondered 
at. and that must be comprehended before it 
be answered. 

N° advocate for the existence of mind, ever 
thought it necessary to deny that there was a 
certain bodily apparatus necessary to thought 
and sensation in man—and that, on many oc
casions, the sensation was preceded or intro
duced by certain impulses and corresponding 
m o v e m e n t s  o f  t h i s  m a t e r i a l  m a c h i n e r y w e  
cannot see without eyes and light, nor think 
withou t living bodies. All that they maintain 
is, mat these impulses and movements are 
not feelings or thought, but merely the occa-
fmnn •[, and thou8ht i and that it is 
impossible for them to confound the material 
motions which precede those sensations, with 

sensations themselves, which have no 
conceivable affinity with mktter. 
us to heaHry ^Materialism, then, appears to 
and wffhm?? unintelligible and absurd; 

nd, wifhout recurring to the reasoning of the 

BerkeJeians, it seems quite enough to detei 
mine us to reject it, that it confounds the act 
of perception with the qualities perceived ami 
classes among the objects of perception' the 
faculty by which these objects are introduced 
to our knowledge,—and which faculty must 
be exercised, before we can attain to any con
ception, either of matter or its qualities. 

We do not pretend to have looked through 
the whole controversy which Dr. Priestley's 
publications on this subject appears to have 
excited : But nothing certainly has struck us 
with more astonishment, than the zeal with 
which he maintains that this doctrine, and 
that of Necessity, taken together, afford the 
greatest support to the cause of religion and 
morality ! We are a little puzzled, indeed, to 
discover what use, or what room, there can be 
for a God at all, upon this hypothesis of Ma
terialism , as well as to imagine what species 
of being the God of the materialist must be. 
If the mere organisation of matter produces 
reason, memory, imagination, and all the 
other attributes of mind,—and'if these differ
ent phenomena be the necessary result of cer
tain motions impressed upon matter; then 
there is no need for any other reason or en
ergy m the universe : and things may be ad
ministered very comfortably, bv the intellect 
spontaneously evolved in the different combi
nations of matter. But if Dr. Priestley will 
have a superfluous Deity notwithstanding, we 
may ask what sort of a Deity he can expect? 
He denies the existence of mind or spirit al
together; so that his Deity must be material: 
and ffis wisdom, power, and goodness must 
be the necessary result of a certain organisa
tion. But how can a material deity be im
mortal ? How could he have been formed ? 
Or why should there not be more,—formed 
by himself, or by his creator? We will not 
affiim that Dr. Priestley has not attempted to 
answer these questions; but w^e will take it 
upon us to say, that he cannot have answered 
tnern m a satisfactory manner. As to his 
paradoxical doctrines, with regard to the na
tural mortality of man, and die incompre
hensible gift of immortality conferred on a 
material structure which visibly moulders and 
is dissolved, we shall only say that it exceeds 
in absurdity any of the dogmas of the Catho
lics; and can only be exceeded by his own 
supposition, that our Saviour, being only a 
man, and yet destined to live to the dav of 
judgment, is still alive in his original human 

o< y upon eaith, and is really the Wanderng 
Jew of vulgar superstition ! 

( © c t o b e r ,  1 S 0 5 . )  

Author of a"TransktiS ofPelfh^^ K' C-> F S, F. R. S. E 
' PP' 412' Cadell and Davies. London: 1805 

We do not know very well what tn r i 
this very learned publication. To some^ead it? ** 18 °ccuPied with Metaphysical specu 
ers it will probably be enough to bounce" InrS "7° * ™re 

nnounce, | precise idea of its character, to be told, that 
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though it gave a violent headache, in less than 
an hour, to the most intrepid logician of our 
fraternity, he could not help reading on till he 
came to the end of the volume.* 

Mr. Drummond begins with the doctrine 
of Locke; and exposes, we think, very suc
cessfully, the futility of that celebrated au
thor's definition of Substance, as uone knows 
not what" support of such qualities as are ca
pable of producing simple ideas in us. This 
notion of substance he then shows to be de
rived from the old Platonic doctrine of the 
primary matter, or vXy, to which the same 
objections are applicable. 

Having thus discarded Substance in general 
from the list of existences, Mr. Drummond 
proceeds to do as much for the particular sub
stance called Matter, and all its qualities. In 
this chapter, accordingly, he avows himself 
to be a determined Idealist; and it is the scope 
of his whole argument to prove, that what we 
call qualities in external substances, are in 
fact nothing more than sensations in our own 
minds; and that what have been termed pri
mary qualities, are in this respect entirely 
upon a footing with those which are called 
secondary. His reasoning upon this subject 
coincides very nearly with that of Bishop 
Berkeley; of whom, indeed, he says, that if 
his arguments be not really conclusive, it is 
certainly to be lamented that they should have 
been so imperfectly answered. 

To us. we will confess, it does not seem of 
very great consequence to determine whether 
there be any room for a distinction between 
the primary and secondary qualities of matter; 
for though we are rather inclined to hold that 
Dr. Re id's observations have established its 
possibility, we cannot help saying, that it. is a 
distinction which does not touch at all upon r ? 7 xx 
the fundamental question, as to the evidence able1 from' the sensations themselves^"and 
which we have, by our senses, for the exist- cannot be confounded with them, without the 
ence of a material world. Dr. Reid and his most wilful perversity. Perception, again, he 
followers contend as strenuously for the real holds, necessarily implies the existence of the 
existence of those material qualities which object perceived ; and the reality of a material 
produce in us the sensations of heat, or of world is thus as clearly deduced from the 
colour, as of those wffiich give us intimations exercise of this faculty, as the reality of our 
of solidity, fig'ure, or extension. We know a own existence can be from our consciousness, 
little more, indeed, according to them, about or other sensations. It appears, therefore,' 
the one sort of qualities than the other; but that there are two questions to be considered 
the evidence we have for their existence is j in determining on the merits of this contro-
exactly the same in both cases; nor is it more j versy. PVrs^whether there be any room for 
a law of our nature, that the sensation of re- i a distinction between sensation and percep-
sistance should suggest to us the definable j tion; and, secondly, if we shall allow such a 
quality of solidity in an external object, than | distinction, whether perception does neces-
that the sensation of heat should suggest to sarily imply the real and external existence 
us, that quality in an external object, which of the objects perceived, 
we cannot define otherwise than as the external If by perception, indeed, we understand, as 
cause of this sensation. j Dr. Reid appears to have done, the immediate 

Mr. Drummond, we think, has not attended and positive discovery of external existences 
sufficiently to this part of his antagonist's po- it is evident that the mere assumption of this 
sition; and after assuming, somewhat too pre- faculty puts an end to the whole question; 

• — | since it necessarily takes those existences for 
* For the reasons stated in the note prefixed to ! granted, and, upon that hypothesis, defines 

this division of the book, I refrain from reprinting the faculty in question to be that ty which 
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cipitately, that secondary qualities are uni
versally admitted to have no existence but in 
the mind of him who perceives them, proceeds, 
with an air of triumph that is at all events 
premature, to demonstrate, that there is noth
ing in the case of primary qualities by which 
they can be distinguished in this respect from 
the secondary. The fact unquestionably is, 
that Dr. Reid and his followers assert the posi
tive and independent existence of secondary, 
as well as of primary qualities in matter; and 
that there is, upon their hypothesis, exactly the 
same evidence for the one as for the other. 
The general problem, as to the probable exist
ence of matter—unquestionably the most fun
damental and momentous in the whole science 
of metaphysics—may be fairly and intelligibly 
stated in a very few words. 

Bishop Berkeley, and after him Mr. Drum
mond, have observed, that by our senses, we 
can have nothing but sensations; and that 
sensations, being affections of mind, cannot 
possibly bear any resemblance to matter, or 
any of its qualities ; and hence they infer, that 
we cannot possibly have any evidence for the 
existence of matter; and that what we term 
our perception of its qualities, is in fact noth
ing else than a sensation in our own minds. 
Dr. Reid, on the other hand, distinctly admit
ting that the primary functions of our senses 
is to make us conscious of certain sensations, 
which can have no sort of resemblance or af
finity to the qualities of matter, has asserted 
it as a fact admitting of no dispute, but recog
nised by every human creature, that these 
sensations necessarily suggest to us the notion 
of certain external existences, endowed with 
particular definable qualities; and that these 
perceptions, by which our sensations are ac
companied, are easily and clearly distinguish-

liA WIO pi C*A UOIOO, CAIIU UCOIU Upfl I 11IO | • . • -I 1*1 
tion of the existence of an external world, and the . JS no* . mere assertion of a fact, wrhich. 
faith to be given to the intimations of our senses, ! *n these subjects is the whole perhaps of our 
and other internal convictions. i legitimate philosophy, but of something which 
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may or may not be inferred from the fact; ac
cording to the views of the inquirer. The 
inquiry is an inquiry into the functions and 
operations of mind; and ail that can possibly 
be stated as fact on such an occasion, must re
late to the state and affections of mind only : 
but to assume the existence of a material 
world, in order afterwards to define one func
tion of mind to be that by which it discovers 
material qualities, is evidently blending hy
pothesis in the statement, and prejudging the 
controversy by assumption. The fact itself, 
we really conceive not to be liable to any kind 
of doubt or dispute; and yet the statement of 
it, obvious as it is, seems calculated to retrench 
a good deal from each of the opposite asser
tions. The fact, if we be not greatly mis
taken, is confessedly as follows. 

We have occasionally certain sensations 
which we call heat, pain, resistance, &c. 
These feelings, of course, belong only to the 
mind, of which they are peculiar affections; 
and both parties are agreed in asserting, that 
they have no resemblance, or necessary refer
ence, to any thing external. Dr. Reid has 
made this indeed the very ground-work of his 
reasonings on the subject of perception; and 
it will not probably be called in question by 
nis antagonists, who go the length of inferring 
trom it, that nothing but mind can be con
ceived to have an existence in nature. This 
then, is one fact which we may safely assume 
as quite certain and indisputable, viz. that 
our sensations are affections of the mind, and 
have no necessary reference to any other ex
istence. But there is another fact at least as 
obvious and indisputable, which the one party 
seems disposed to overlook, and the other to 
invest with undue authority, in the discussion. 
1 his second fact is, that some of the sensations 
m question are uniformly and irresistibly ac
companied by the apprehension and belief of 
certain external existences, distinguished bv 
peculiar qualities. The fact certainly admits 
ot no dispute ; and, accordingly, the' philoso
phers who first attempted to prove that this 
Debet was without foundation, have uniformly 
claimed the merit of disabusing mankind of a 
natural and universal illusion. Now this ap
prehension and belief of external existences, 
is m itself as much an affection of mind, as 
Inrl Sf?nsatlc?s b/ which it is accompanied: 
nprni f0Sa i ly the distinction between 
perception and sensation, might be justified 
perhaps in asserting, that it is only L sensa-

esTence^f^t^ ^ Same time> as the 
an ; j Consists in the apprehension of 
an independent existence, there can be no 

understood^^'st^t^phhoso^hfSf'lanana^6 ! 
It means no more than that affection of the 
mind which consists an apprehension and-
belief in the existence of external objects 

Now in this sense of the word, there 'can 
be no doubt that there is a real distinction 
between mere sensation and perception; in-, 

asmuch as there is a distinction between our 
feelings of pain, resistance, &c., and our con*, 
ception and belief of real external existences-
But they differ merely as one affection of 
mind may differ from another; and it is plainly 
unwarrantable to assume the real existence 
of external objects as a part of the statement 
of a purely intellectual phenomenon. After 
allowing the reality of this distinction, there 
is still room therefore for considering the 
second question to which we alluded in the 
outset, viz. Whether perception does neces
sarily imply the existence of external ob-
jects. 

Upon this subject, we entertain an opinion 
which will not give satisfaction, we are afraid 
to either of the contending parties. We thinlr 
that the existence of external objects is not 
necessarily implied in the phenomena of per-

j ception; but we think that there is no com
plete proof of their nonexistence; and that 
philosophy, instead of being benefited, would 
be subjected to needless embarrassments, by 
the absolute, assumption of the ideal theory. 

The reality of external existences is not 
necessarily implied in the phenomena of per
ception ; because we can easily imagine that 
our impressions and conceptions might have 
been exactly as they are, although matter had 
never been created. Belief, we familiarly 
know, to be no infallible criterion of actual 
existence; and it is impossible to doubt, that 
we might have been so framed as to receive 
adl the impressions which we now ascribe to 
the agency of external objects, from the me
chanism of our own minds, or the particular 
volition of the Deity. The phenomena of 
dreaming, and of some species of madness, 
seem to form experimental proofs of the pos
sibility we have now stated; and demonstrate, 
in our apprehension, that perception, as we 
have defined it, (i. e. an apprehension and be
lief of external existences,) does not necessa
rily imply the independent reality of its ob
jects. Nor is it less absurd to say that we 
nave the same evidence for the existence of 
external objects that we have for the exist
ence of our own sensations: For it is quite 
plain, that our belief in the former is founded 
altogether on our consciousness of the latter* 
and that the evidence of this belief is conse-
quently of a secondary nature. We cannot 

•I? ?x. 6 existence of our sensations, 
without being guilty of the grossest contra-
diction; but we may doubt of the existence 
ot the material world, without any contradic
tion at all If we annihilate our sensations, 
we annihilate ourselves; and, of course, leave 
no being to doubt or to reason. If we anni-
11+1? external world, we still leave entire 

all those sensations and perceptions which a 
dmerent hypothesis would refer to its myste
rious agency on our minds. 

On the other hand, it is certainty going too 
far to assert, that the nonexistence of matter 
is proved by such evidence as necessarily to 
command our assent :* Since it evidently im
plies no contradiction to suppose, that such a 
thing as matter may exist, and that an omnip
otent being might make us capable of dis-
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covering its qualities. The instinctive and 
insurmountable belief that we have of its 
existence, certainty is not to be surrendered, 

* merely because it is possible to suppose it 
erroneous; or difficult to comprehend how a 
material and immaterial substance can act 
upon each other. The evidence of this uni
versal and irresistible belief, in short, is not 
to be altogether disregarded; and, unless it 
can be shown that it leads to actual contra
dictions and absurdities, the utmost length 
that philosophy can warrantably go, is to con
clude that it may be delusive; but that it 
may also be true. 

The rigorous maxim, of giving no faith to 
any thing short of direct and immediate con
sciousness, seems more calculated, we think, 
to perplex than to simplify our philosophy, 
and will run us up, in two vast strides, to the 
very brink of absolute annihilation. We deny 
the existence of the material world, because 
we have not for it the primary evidence of 
consciousness; and because the clear concep
tion and indestructible belief we have of it, 
may be fallacious, for any thing we can prove 
to the contrary. This conclusion annihilates 
at once all external objects; and, among 
them, our own bodies, and the bodies and 
minds of all other men ; for it is quite evident 
that we can have no evidence of the exist
ence of other minds, except through the me
diation of the matter they are supposed to 
animate; and if matter be nothing more than 
an affection of our own minds, there is an end 
to the existence of every other. This first step, 
therefore, reduces the whole universe to the 
mind of the individual reasoner; and leaves 
no existence in nature, but one mind, with its 
compliment of sensations and ideas. The 
second step goes still farther; and no one can 
hesitate to take it, who has ventured deliber
ately on the first. If our senses may deceive 
us, so may our memory;—if we will not be
lieve in the existence of matter, because it is 
not vouched by internal consciousness, and 
because it is conceivable that it should not 
exist, we cannot consistently believe in the 
reality of any past impression : for which, in 
like manner, we cannot have the direct evi
dence of consciousness, and of which our 
present recollection may possibly be falla
cious. Even upon the vulgar hypothesis, we 
know that memory is much more deceitful 
than perception; and there is still greater 
hazard in assuming the reality of any past 
existence from our present recollection of it, 
than in relying on the reality of a present 
existence from our immediate perception. If 
we discredit our memory, however, and deny 
all existence of which we have not a present 
consciousness or sensation, it is evident that 
we must annihilate our own personal identity, 
and refuse to believe that we had thought or 
sensation at any previous moment. There 
can be no reasoning, therefore, nor know
ledge, nor opinion; and we must end by vir
tually annihilating ourselves, and denying 
that any thing whatsoever exists in nature, 
but the present solitary and momentary im
pression. 

This is the legitimate and inevitable ter
mination of that determined scepticism which 
refuses to believe any thing without the high
est of all evidence, and chooses to conclude 
positively that every thing is not, which may 
possibly be conceived not to be. The process 
of reasoning which it implies, is neither long 
nor intricate; and its conclusion would be 
undeniably just, if every thing was necessarily 
true which could be asserted without a con
tradiction. It is perfectly true, that we are 
absolutely sure of nothing but what we feel at 
the present moment; and that it is possible 
to distinguish between the evidence we have 
for the existence of the present impression, 
and the evidence of any other existence. The 
first alone is complete and unquestionable; 
we may hesitate about all the rest without 
any absolute contradiction. But the distinc
tion, we apprehend, is in itself of as little use 
iii philosophy, as in ordinary life ; and the ab
solute and positive denial of all existence, 
except that of our immediate sensation, alto
gether rash and unwarranted. The objects 
of our perception and of our recollection, cer
tainly may exist, although we cannot demon
strate that they must; and when in spite of 
all our abstractions, we find that we must 
come back, and not only reason with our fel
low creatures as separate existences, but en
gage daily in speculations about the qualities 
and properties of matter, it must appear, at 
least, an unprofitable refinement which would 
lead us to dwell much on the possibility of 
their nonexistence. There is no sceptic, pro
bably, who would be bold enough to maintain, 
that this single doctrine of the nonexistence 
of any thing but our present impressions, 
would constitute a just or useful system of 
logic and moral philosophy; and if, after 
flourishing with it as an unfruitful paradox in 
the outset, we are obliged to recur to the or
dinary course of observation and conjecture 
as to the nature of our faculties, it may be 
doubted whether any real benefit has been 
derived from its promulgation, or whether the 
hypothesis can be received into any sober 
system of philosophy. To deny the existence 
of matter and of mind, indeed, is not to phi
losophise, but to destroy the materials of phi
losophy. It requires no extraordinary in
genuity or power of reasoning to perceive the 
grounds upon which their existence may be 
doubted ; but we acknowledge that we cannot 
see how it can be said to have been disproved; 
and think we perceive very clearly, that .phi
losophy will neither be simplified nor abridged 
by refusing to take it for granted. 

Upon the wdiole, then, we are inclined to 
think, that the conception and belief which 
we have of material objects (which is what 
we mean by the perception of them) does not 
amount to a complete proof of their existence, 
but renders it sufficiently probable : that the 
superior and complete assurance we have of 
the existence of our present sensations, does 
by no means entitle us positively to deny the 
reality of every other existence; and that as 
t h i s  s p e c u l a t i v e  s c e p t i c i s m  n e i t h e r  r e n d e r s  U B  
independent of the ordinary modes of investi-
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gation, nor assists us materially in the use of 
them, it is inexpedient to dwell long upon it 
in the course of our philosophical inquiries; 
and much more advisable to proceed upon 
the supposition that the real condition of things 
is conformable to our natural apprehensions. 

The little sketch we have now ventured to 
offer of the abstract, or thorough-going phi
losophy of scepticism, will render it unneces-
sary for us to follow our author minutely 
through the different branches of this inquiry. 
Overlooking, or at least undervaluing the in
disputable fact, that our sensations are uni
formly accompanied with a distinct apprehen
sion. and firm belief in the existence of real 
external objects, he endeavours to prove, that 
the qualities which we ascribe to them are in 
reality nothing more than names for our pecu
liar sensations; and maintains accordingly, 
that because men differ in their opinions of 
the same object, it is impossible to suppose 
that they actually perceive any real object at 
all ; as a real existence must always appear 
the same to those who actually perceive it. 

His illustrations are of this nature. Water, 
which feels tepid to a Laplander, would appear 
cold to a native of Sumatra: But the same 
water cannot be both hot and cold : therefore 
it is to be inferred that neither of them is 
affected by any real quality in the external 
body, but that each describes merely his 
own sensations. Now, the conclusion here is 
plainly altogether unwarranted by the fact • 
since it is quite certain that both the persons 
in question perceive the same quality in the 
water, though they are affected by it in a dif
ferent manner. The solution of the whole 
puzzle is, that heat and cold are not different 
qualities; but different degrees of the same 
quality, and probably exist only relatively to 
each other If the water is of a higher tem
perature than the air, or the body of the 
person who touches it, he will call it warm; 
n ? ?er temPerature, he will call it cold. 
it1 JTS-8 s ,nGt Prove by any means, that 
the difference between two distinct tempera-
ures is ideal or that it is not always perceived 

by all individuals m the very same way. If 
[' J111^11011? co_u^ bnd out a person who 

not only thought the water cold which other 
people called warm, but also thought that 
warm which they perceived to be cold he 

fOU"dation for his inference ; 
and steam ?".ma"klnd agree that ice is cold, 
in thpl^n !? ' concur indeed most exactly 
all externa? ° heat of 
11 " . odies, it is plainly a mere auib-
ties to caVrertibtle 4Ure 0f 'hese quail 

wj-.Sfissi"1' 
s=aflssr.,saisS 
.. it, neighbours f| 
then, can we suppose that they perceive °he 
same real qualities, when their judgments in 
regard to them are so diametrically opposite ? | 

Now, nothing, we conceive, is more obvious 
than the fallacy of this reasoning. The U. 
king, or disliking, of men to a particular object 
has nothing to do with the perception of its • 
external qualities; and they may differ en
tirely as to their opinion of its agreeableness 
though they concur perfectly as to the de
scription of all its properties. One man may 
admire a tall woman, and another a short one' • 
but it would be rather rash to infer, that they 
did not agree' in recognising a difference in 
stature, or that they had no uniform ideas of 
magnitude in general. In the same way one 
person may have an antipathy to salt, and 
another a liking for it; but they both perceive 
it to be salt, and both agree in describing it 
by that appellation. To give any degree of 
plausibility to Mr. Drummond's inferences, it 
would be necessary for him to show that some 
men thought brandy and Cayenne pepper in
sipid and tasteless, and objected at the same 
time to milk and spring water as excessively 
acrid and pungent. 

In the concluding part of his book, Mr. 
Drummond undertakes nothing less than a 
defence of the theory of Ideas, against the 
arguments of Dr. Reid. This is a bold at
tempt; but, we are inclined to think, not a 
successful one. Mr. Drummond begins with 
the old axiom, that nothing can act but where 
it is; and infers, that as real material objects 
cannot penetrate to the seat of the soul, that 
sentient principle can only perceive certain 
images or ideas of them; against the assump
tion of which he conceives there can be no 
considerable obstacle. Now, it is needless, 
we think, to investigate the legitimacy of this 
reasoning very narrowly, because the founda
tion, we are persuaded, is unsound. The 
axiom, we believe, is now admitted to be 
fallacious (in the sense at least here assigned 
to it) by all who have recentlypaid any atten
tion to the subject. But what does Mr. Drum
mond understand exactly by ideas ? Does he 
mean certain films, shadows, or simulacra, 
proceeding from real external existences, and 
passing through real external organs to the 
local habitation of the soul? If he means 
this, then he admits the existence of a ma
terial world, as clearly as Dr. Reid does: 
and subjects himself to all the ridicule which 
he has himself so justly bestowed upon the 
hypothesis of animal spirits, or any other 
supposition, which explains the intercourse 
between mind and matter, by imagining some 
matter, of so fine a nature as almost to gra
duate into mind! If, on the other hand, by 
ideas, Mr. Drummond really means nothing 

ut sensations and perceptions (as wre have 
already explained that word), it is quite ob
vious that Dr. Reid has never called their 
existence m question; and the whole debate 
comes back to the presumptions for the exist
ence of an external world; or the reasonable
ness of trusting to that indestructible belief 

| which certainly accompanies those sensations, 
as evidence of their having certain external 
causes. We cannot help doubting, whether 
Mr. Drummond has clearly stated to himself, 
m which of these two senses he proposes to 
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defend the doctrine of ideas. The doctrine I 
of IMAGES proceeding from actual external ! 
existences, is the only one in behalf of which 
he can claim the support of the ancient phi
losophers ; and it is to it he seems to allude, I 
in several of the remarks which he makes on 
the illusions of sight. On the other supposi
tion. however, he has no occasion to dispute 
with Dr. Reid about the existence of ideas; for 
the Doctor assuredly did not deny that we 
had sensations and perceptions, notions, re
collections, and all the other affections of-
mind to which the word idea may be applied, 
in that other sense of it. There can be no 
question upon that supposition, but about the 
origin of these ideas — which belongs to 
another chapter. 

Mr. Drummond seems to lay the whole 
stress of his argument upon a position of 
Hume's, which he applies himself to vindicate 
from the objections which Dr. Reid has urged 
against it. "The table which I see," says 
D r .  H u m e ,  " d i m i n i s h e s  a s  I  r e m o v e  f r o m  i t ;  
but the real table suffers no alteration:—it 
could be nothing but its image, therefore, 
which was present to my mind." Now this 
statement, we think, admits pretty explicitly, 
that there is a real table, the image of which 
is presented to the mind: but, at all events, 
we conceive that the phenomenon may be 
easily reconciled with the supposition of its 
real existence. Dr. Reid's error, if there be 
one, seems to consist in his having asserted 
positively, and without any qualification, that 
it is the real table which we perceive, when 
our eyes are turned towrards it. When the 
matter however is considered very strictly, it 
will be found that by the sense of seeing we 
can perceive nothing but light, variously ar
ranged and diversified; and that, when we 
look towards a table, we do not actually see 
the table itself, but only the rays of light 
which are reflected from it to the eye. Inde
pendently of the co-operation of our other 
senses, it seems generally to be admitted, that 
we should perceive nothing by seeing but an 
assemblage of colours, divided by different 
lines ; and our only visual notion of the table 
(however real it might be) would, therefore, 
be that of a definite portion of light, distin

guished by its colour, from the other portions 
that were perceived at the same time. It 
seems equally impossible to dispute, however, 
that we should receive from this impression 
the belief and conception of an external ex
istence, and that we should have the very 
same evidence for its reality, as for that of the 
objects of our other senses. But if the exter
nal existence of light be admitted, a very 
slight attention to its laws and properties, -will 
show its appearances must vary, according to 
our distance from the solid objects which emit 
it. We perceive the form of bodies by sight, 
in short, very nearly as a blind man perceives 
them, by tracing their extremities with his 
stick : It is only the light in one case, and the 
stick in the other, that is properly felt or per
ceived ; but the real form of the object is 
indicated, in both cases, by the state and dis
position of the medium which connects it with 
our sensations. It is by intimations formerly 
received from the sense of Touch, no doubt, 
that we ultimately discover that the rays of 
light which strike our eyes with the impres
sions of form and colour, proceed from distant 
objects, which are solid and extended in three 
dimensions; and it is only by recollecting 
what we have learned from this sense, that 
we are enabled to conceive them as endued 
with these qualities. By the eye itself we 
do not perceive these qualities: nor. in strict
ness of speech, do we perceive, by this sense, 
any qualities whatever of the reflecting ob
ject ; we perceive merely the light which it 
reflects; distinguished by its colour from the 
other light that falls on the eye along with it, 
and assuming a new form and extension, ac
cording as the distance or position of the body 
is varied in regard to us. These variations 
are clearly explained by the known properties 
of light, as ascertained by experiment; and 
evidently afford no ground for supposing any 
alteration in the object which emits it, or for 
throwing any doubts upon the real existence 
of such an object. Because the divergence 
of the rays of light varies with the distance 
between their origin and the eye, is there the 
slightest reason for pretending, that the mag
nitude of the object from which they proceed 
must be held to have varied also ? 

( T l p r i l ,  1 8 0 7 . )  

An account of the Life and Writings of James Beattie, LL. D. late Professor of Moral Philoso
phy and Logic in the Marischal College and University of Aberdeen : including many of his 
original Letters. By Sir W. FORBES of Pitsligo, Baronet, one of the Executors of Dr. 
Beattie. 2 vols. 4to. pp. 840. Edinburgh and London: 1806. 

DR. BEATTIE'S great work, and that which 
was undoubtedly the first foundation of his ce
lebrity, is the " Essay on the Nature and 
Immutability of Truth;" on which such un-

* The greater part of this article also is withheld 
from the present reprint, for the reasons formerly 
stated ; and only those parts given which bear upon 

measured praises are bestowed, both by his 
! present biographer, and by all the author's 
; male and female correspondents, that it is 
j with difficulty we can believe that they are 
| speaking of the performance which we have 
I just been wearying ourselves with looking 
over. That the author's intentions were good, 

! and his convictions sincere, we entertain noi 
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the least doubt; but that the merits of his 
book have been prodigiously overrated; we 
think; is equally undeniable. It contains ab
solutely nothing; in the nature of argument; 
that had not been previously stated by Dr. 
Reid in his u Inquiry into the Human Mind;77 

and; in our opinion; in a much clearer and 
more unexceptionable form. As to the merits 
of that philosophy; we have already taken 
occasion; in more places than one; to submit 
our opinion to the judgment of our readers; 
and; after having settled our accounts with 
Mr. Stewart and Dr. Reid, we really do not 
think it worth while to enter the lists again 
with Dr. Beattie. Whatever may be the ex
cellence of the common-sense school of phi
losophy, he certainly has no claim to the 
honours of a founder. He ihvented none of 
it; and it is very doubtful with us, whether 
he ever rightly understood the principles upon 
which it depends. It is unquestionable, at 
least, that he has exposed it to considerable 
disadvantage, and embarrassed its more en
lightened supporters, by the misplaced con
fidence with which he has urged some 
propositions, and the fallacious and fantastic 
illustrations by which he has aimed at recom
mending many others. 

His confidence and his inaccuracy, however, 
might have been easily forgiven. Every one 
has not the capacity of writing philosophically : 
But every one may at least be temperate and 
candid; and Dr. Beattie's book is still more 
remaikable for being abusive and acrimonious, 
than for its defects in argument or originality. 
There are no subjects, however, in the wide 
field of human speculation, upon which such 
vehemence appears more groundless and un
accountable, than the greater part of those 
which have served Dr. Beattie for topics of 
declamation or invective. 

His fiist great battle is about the real exist
ence of external objects. The sceptics say 
that perception is merely an act or affection 
ot the mind, and consequently might exist 
without any external cause. It is a sensation 
or affection of the mind, to be sure, which 
consists in the apprehension and belief of such 
external existences: But being in itself a phe
nomenon purely mental, it is a mere supposition 
or conjecture to hold that there are any such 
existences, by whose operation it is produced. 
It is impossible, therefore, to bring any evi-

existence of material objects; 
and the belief which is admitted to be in
separable from the act of perception, can 
never be received as such evidence. The 
whole question is about the grounds of this 

not »bout.its existence: and the 
phenomena of dreaming and madness prove 
expe rim en y> that perception, as character
ised by belief, may exist where there is no 
Eh Tteid thlt the Beatt.ie answers, after Dr. Reid, that the mere existence of this in
teractive and indestructible belief in the re
ality ot external objects, is a complete and 
sufficient proof of their reality; that nature 
meant us to be satisfied with it; and that we 
cannot call it in question, without running into 
the greatest absurdity. 

This is the whole dispute; and a pretty 
correct summary of the argument upon both 
sides of the question. But is there anything 
here that could justify the calling of names 
or the violation of decorum among the dis
putants ? The question is, of all other ques
tions that can be suggested, the most purely 
and entirely speculative, and obviously dis
connected from any practical or moral con
sequences. After what Berkeley has written 
011 the subject, it must be a gross and wilful 

.fallacy to pretend that the conduct of men can 
be in the smallest degree affected by the 
opinions they entertain about the existence 
or nonexistence of matter. The system 
which maintains the latter, leaves all our sen
sations and perceptions unimpaired and en
tire ; and as it is by these, and by these only 
that our conduct can ever be guided, it is 
evident that it can never be altered by the 
adoption of that system. The whole dispute 
is about the cause or origin of our perceptions-

which the one party ascribes to the action of 
external bodies, and the other to the inward 
development of some mental energy. It is a 
question of pure curiosity; it never can be 
decided ; and as its decision is perfectly in
different and immaterial to any practical pur
pose, so, it might have been expected that 
the discussion should be conducted without 
virulence or abuse. 

The next grand dispute is about the evi
dence of Memory. The sceptics will have 
it, that we are sure of nothing* but our present 
sensations; and that, though these are some
times characterised by an impression and 
belief that other sensations did formerly exist 
we can have no evidence of the justice of this 
belief, nor any certainty that this illusive con
ception of former sensation, which we call 
memory, may not be an original affection of 
T ™nds- The orthodox philosophers, on 
the other hand, maintain, that the instinctive 
reliance we have on memory is complete and 
satisfactory proof of its accuracy; that it is 
absurd to ask for the grounds of this belief-
and that we cannot call it in question without 
manifest inconsistency. The same observa
tions which were made on the aramment for 
the existence of matter, apply gJsolo this con
troversy. It is purely speculative, and with
out application to any practical conclusion. 
I he sceptics do not deny that they remember 
like other people, and, consequently, that they 
have an indestructible belief in past events or 
existences. All the question is about the origin, 
or the justice of this belief;—whether itanse 
trom such events having actually happened 
belore, or from some original affection of the 
mmd, which is attended with that impression. 

1 he argument, as commonly stated by the 
sceptics, leads only to a negative or sceptical 
conclusion. It amounts only to this, that the 
present sensation, which we call memory, 

S if U° conc^us^veevidence of past existence; 
and that for any thing that can be proved to 
the contrary, nothing of what we remember 
may have existed. We think this undeniably 
true; and so we believe did Dr. Beat.tie. He 
thought it also very useless; and there, too, 
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wo agree with him: But he thought it very 
wicked and very despicably silly; and there 
we cannot agree with him at all. It is a very 
pretty and ingenious puzzle,—affords a very 
useful mortification to human reason,—and 
leads us to that state of philosophical wonder 
and perplexity in which we feel our own 
helplessness, and in which we ought to feel 
the impropriety of all dogmatism or arrogance 
in reasoning upon such subjects. This is the 
only use and the only meaning of such scep
tical speculations. It is altogether unfair, 
and indeed absurd, to suppose that their 
authors could ever mean positively to main
tain that we should try to get the better of 
any reliance on our memories, or that they 
themselves really doubted more than other 
people as to the past reality of the things 
they remembered.. The very arguments they 
use, indeed, to show that the evidence of 
memory may be fallacious, prove, completely, 
that, in point of fact, they relied as implicitly 
as their antagonists on the accuracy of that 
faculty. If they were not sure that they re
collected the premises of their own reason
ings, it is evidently impossible that they 
should ever have come to any conclusion. 
If they did not believe that they had seen the 
books they answered, it is impossible they 
should have set about answering them. 

The truth is, however, that all men have a 
practical and irresistible belief both in the 
existence of matter, and in the accuracy of 
memory; and that no sceptical writer ever 
meant or expected to destroy this practical 
belief in other persons. All that they aimed 
at was to show their own ingenuity, and the 
narrow limits of the human understanding;— 
to point out a curious distinction between the 
evidence of immediate consciousness, and 
that of perception of memory,—and to show 
that there was a kind of logical or argumen
tative possibility, that the objects of the latter 
faculties might have no existence. There 
never was any danger of their persuading 
men to distrust their senses or their memory; 
nor can they be rationally suspected of such 
an intention. On the contrary, they neces
sarily took for granted the instinctive and in
destructible belief for which they found it so 
difficult to account. Their whole reasonings 
consist of an attempt to explain that admitted 
fact, and to ascertain the grounds upon which 
that belief depends. In the end, they agree 
with their adversaries that those grounds can
not be ascertained : and the only difference 
between them is, that the adversary main
tains that they need no explanation ; while the 
sceptic insists that the want of it still leaves 
a possibility that the belief maybe fallacious; 
and at any rate establishes a distinction, in 
degree, between the primary evidence of con
sciousness, which it is impossible to distrust 
without a contradiction, and the secondary evi
dence of perception and memory, which may 
be clearly conceived to be erroneous. 

To this extent, we are clearly of opinion 
that the sceptics are right; and though the 
value of the discovery certainly is as small as 
possible, we are just as well satisfied that its 

consequences are perfectly harmless. Their 
reasonings are about as ingenious and as inno
cent as some of those which have been em
ployed to establish certain strange paradoxes 
as to the nature of motion, or the infinite divis
ibility of matter. The argument is perfectly 
logical and unanswerable; and yet no man in 
his senses can practically admit the conclu
sion. Thus, it maybe strictly demonstrated, 
that the swiftest moving body can never over
take the slowest which is before it at the com
mencement of the motion; or, in the "words 
of the original problem, that the swift-footed 
Achilles could never overtake a snail that had 
a few yards the start of him. The reasoning 
upon which this valuable proposition is found
ed, does not admit, we believe, of any direct 
confutation; and yet there are few; we sup
pose, who, upon the faith of it, would take abet 
as to the result of such a race. The sceptical 
reasonings as to the mind lead to no other 
practical conclusion; and may be answered 
or acquiesced in with the same good nature. 

Such, however, are the chief topics which 
Dr. Beattie has discussed in this Essay, with 
a vehemence of temper, and an impotence 
of reasoning, equally surprising and humilia
ting to the cause of philosophy. The subjects 
we have mentioned occupy the greater part 
of the work, and are indeed almost the only 
ones to which its title at all applies. Yet we 
think it must be already apparent, that there 
is nothing whatever in the doctrines he op
poses, to call down his indignation, or to jus
tify his abuse. That there are other doctrines 
in some of the books which he has aimed at 
confuting, which would justify the most zeal
ous opposition of every friend to religion, we 
readily admit; but these have no necessary 
dependence on the general speculative scep
ticism to which we have now been alluding, 
and will be best refuted by those who lay all 
that general reasoning entirely out of con
sideration. Mr. Hume's theory of morals, 
which, when rightly understood, we conceive 
to be both salutary and true, certainly has no 
connection with his doctrine of ideas and im
pressions; and the great question of liberty 
and necessity, which Dr. Beattie has settled, 
by mistaking, throughout, the power of doing 
what we will, for the power of willing with
out motives, evidently depends upon consider
ations altogether apart from the nature and 
immutability of truth. It has always appeared 
to us, indeed, that too much importance has 
been attached to Theories of morals, and to 
speculations on the sources of approbation. 
Our feelings of approbation and disapproba
tion, and the moral distinctions which are 
raised upon them, are Facts which no theory 
can alter, although it may fail to explain. 
While these facts remain, they must regulate 
the conduct, and affect the happiness of man
kind, whether they are well or ill accounted 
for by the theories of philosophers. It is the 
same nearly with regard to the controversy 
about cause and effect. It does not appear to 
us, however, that Mr. Hume ever meant to 
deny the existence of such a relation, or of 
the relative idea of power. He has merely 
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given a new theory as to its genealogy or scholars of the south, who knew little of meta 
descent; and detected some very gross inac- physics themselves, to get a Scotch professor 
curacies in the opinions and reasonings which of philosophy to take up the gauntlet in their 
were formerly prevalent on the subject. behalf. The contempt with which he chose 

If Dr. Beattie had been able to refute these to speak of his antagonists was the very tone 
doctrines, we cannot help thinking that he- which they wished to be adopted; and. some 
would have done it with more temper and of them, imposed on by the confidence of his 
moderation; and disdained to court popularity manner, and some resolved to give it all 
by so much fulsome cant about common sense, chances of imposing on others, they joined in 
v^ue' and and his contempt and one clamour of approbation, and proclaimed a 
abhorrence for infidels, sophists, and meta- triumph for a mere rash skirmisher, while the 
physicians; by such babyish interjections, as leader of the battle was still doubtful of the 

fy on it! fy on it!"—such triumphant ex- victory. The book, thus dandled into popu-
cJamations, as, "say, ye candid and intelli- larity by bishops and good ladies, contained 
gent, —or such terrific addresses, as, "ye many pieces of nursery eloquence,'and much 
traitors to human kind! ye murderers of the innocent pleasantry: it was not fatieuimr to 
human soul —" vain hypocrites rperfidious the understanding; and read less heavily on 
profligates ' and a variety of other embellish- the whole, than most of the Sunday library 
ments, as dignified as original in a philosophi- In consequence of all these recommendation* 
th ia;d^gUmentatlVe lr?atlse* ,The truth is> ren through various editions, and found its 
that the Essay acquired its popularity, partly i way into most well-regulated families • and 
Ion™ nrpv^lpfe-renpe ^ i which has j though made up of such stuff, as we really 
nhl^;?p?^ -m Engtend, as to the meta- ! believe no grown man who had ever thought 
snWt nf' hmGS f!1 TFe made the ' 0f the subiect could possibly go through with-

vwejrPfyfr0? lhe PerPetual out nausea and compassion, still retains its 
\ QCtS l° makG fr°m phil0S°" PIace ™g ^ meritorious performances 

Eem the^acpi Jpnt ^0n?m0n sf nse i a"d P^tly I by which youthful minds are to be purified 
th J? accidentaI cir°umstances of the au- | and invigorated. We shall hear no more of it 

was a great matter for the orthodox j however, among those who have left collet 

( N  O V E M B  

Philosophical Essays. By DUGALD STEWART, E 
Moral Philosophy in the University of Edinbi 

THE studies to .which Mr. Stewart has de- 1 

voted himself, have lately fallen out of favour 
with the English public; and the nation which 
once placed the name of Locke immediately 
unde* those of Shakespeare and of Newton 
and has since repaid the metaphysical labours 
or Berkeley and of Hume with such just ce
lebrity, seems now to be almost without zeal 

GUnr°tP as t0 the pregress of the Philosophy of Mind. 
. Tbe causes of this distaste it would be cu

rious, and probably not uninstructive, to inves-
: ?ut the inquiry would be laborious, 

in^??r^aps notJery satisfactory. It is easy, 
voW °,sa^ that the age has become fri-
dniTP^t ft? impatient of labour; and has aban
doned this, along with all other good learning 
of\hZlhVr^ * recluires concentration SLSS& ssjrtf T"*" 
fact' TuchWlre iX Ten a fai'r statereentroTt°he 
habits and 
phenomenon to be accounted for,—and not to 
be accounted for upon lio-ht or sidpratinn<a Tr» or shallow considerations. lo us, the phenomenon, in so 
far as we are inclined to admit its existence 
has always appeared to arise from the Seat 
multiplication of the branches of liberal study 
and from the more extensive diffusion of J 
knowledge among the body of the people,— j 

e r ,  1 8 1 0 . )  

sq., F. R. S. Edinburgh, Emeritus Professorof 
irgh, &c. &c. 4to. pp.590. Edinburgh: 1810. 

and to constitute, in this way, a signal ex
ample of that compensation, by which the good 

j«nd evil in our lot is constantly equalised, or 
reduced at least to no very variable standard. 

The progress of knowledge has given birth 
of late years, to so many arts and sciences that 
a man of liberal curiosity finds both sufficient 
occupation for his time, and sufficient exercise 
to his understanding, in acquiring a superficial 

I Knowledge of such as are most inviting and 
most popular; and, consequently, has much 
less leisure, and less inducement than formerly 
to dedicate himself to those abstract studies 
which call for more patient and persevering 

| attention. In older times, a man had nothing 
, lor it, but either to be absolutely ignorant and 
idle, or to take seriously to theology and the 
school logic. When things grew a little bet
ter, the classics and mathematics filled up the 
measure of general education and private 
study; and m the most splendid periods of 
English philosophy, had received little ad
dition, but from these investigations into our 
intellectual and moral nature. Some few in
dividuals might attend to other things; but a 
knowledge of these was all that was required 
ot men of good education; and was held ac
complishment enough to entitle them to the 
rank of scholars and philosophers. Nowa
days, however, the necessary qualification is 
prodigiously raised,—at least in denomina-
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tion; and a man can scarcely pass current in 
the informed circles of society, without know
ing something of political economy, chemistry, 
mineralogy, geology, and etymology,—having 
a small notion of painting, sculpture, and ar
chitecture, with some sort of taste for the 
picturesque,—and a smattering of German 
and Spanish literature, and even some idea 
of Indian, Sanscrit, and Chinese learning and 
history,—over and above some little know
ledge of trade and agriculture; with a reason
able acquaintance with what is called the phi
losophy of politics, and a far more extensive 
knowledge of existing parties, factions, and 
eminent individuals, both literary and politi
cal, at home and abroad, than ever were re
quired in any earlier period of society. The 
dissipation of time and of attention occasion
ed by these multifarious occupations, is, of 
course, very unfavourable to the pursuit of 
any abstract or continued study; and even if 
a man could, for himself, be content to remain 
ignorant of many things, in order to obtain a 
profound knowledge of a few, it would be 
difficult for him, in the present state of the 
world, to resist the impulse and the seduc
tions that assail him from without. Various 
and superficial knowledge is now not only so 
common, that the want of it is felt as a dis
grace; but the facilities of acquiring it are so 
great, that it is scarcely possible to defend 
ourselves against its intrusion. So many easy 
and pleasant elementary books,—such tempt
ing summaries, abstracts, and tables,—©such 
beautiful engravings, and ingenious charts, 
and cowps-d?ail of information,—so many mu
seums, exhibitions, and collections, meet us at 
every corner,—and so much amusing and pro
voking talk in every party, that a taste for 
miscellaneous and imperfect information is 
formed, almost before we are aware; and our 
time and curiosity irrevocably devoted to a 
sort of Encyclopedical trifling. 

In the mean time, the misfortune is, that 
there is no popular nor royal road to the pro-
founder and more abstract truths of philoso
phy; and that these are apt, accordingly, to 
fall into discredit or neglect, at a period when 
it is labour enough for most men to keep them
selves up to the level of that great tide of 
popular information, which has been rising, 
with such unexampled rapidity, for the last 
forty years. 

Such, we think, are the most general and 
uncontrollable causes which have recently 
depressed all the sciences requiring deep 
thought and solitary application, far below the 
level of their actual importance; and pro
duced the singular appearance of a partial 
falling off in intellectual enterprise and vigour, 
in an age distinguished, perhaps, above all 
others, for the rapid development of the hu
man faculties. The effect we had formerly 
occasion to observe, when treating of the sin
gular decay of Mathematical science in Eng
land; and so powerful and extensive is the 
operation of the cause, that, even in the intel
lectual city which we inhabit, we have known 
instances of persons of good capacity who 
had never found leisure to go beyond the first 
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elements of mathematical learning; and were 
even suspected of having fallen into several 
heresies in metaphysics, merely from want 
of time to get regularly at the truth! 

If the philosophy of mind has really suffered 
more, from this universal hurry, than all her 
sister sciences of the same serious complex
ion, we should be inclined to ascribe this mis
fortune, partly to the very excellence of what 
has been already achieved by her votaries, 
and partly to the very severe treatment which 
their predecessors have received at their hands. 
Almost all the great practical maxims of this 
mistress of human life, such as the use of the 
principle of Association in education, and the 
generation and consequences of Habits in all 
periods of life, have been lately illustrated in 
the most popular and satisfactory manner; 
and rendered so clear and familiar, as rules 
of practical utility, that few persons think it 
necessary to examine into the details of that 
fine philosophy by which they may have been 
first suggested, or brought into notice. There 
is nothing that strikes one as very important 
to be known upon these subjects, which may 
not now be established in a more vulgar and 
empirical manner,—or which requires, in 
order to be understood, that the whole pro
cess of a scientific investigation should be 
gone over. By most persons, therefore, the 
labour of such an investigation will be de
clined; and the practical benefits applied— 
with ungrateful indifference to the sources 
from which they were derived. Of those, 
again, whom curiosity might still tempt to 
look a little closer upon this great field of 
wonders, no small part are dismayed at the 
scene of ruin which it exhibits. The destruc 
tion of ancient errors, has hitherto constituted 
so very large a part of the task of modem 
philosophers, that they may be said to have 
been employed rather in throwing dowm, than 
in building up, and have as yet established 
very little but the fallacy of all former phi
losophy. Now, they who had been accus
tomed to admire that ancient philosophy, can 
not be supposed to be much delighted with 
its demolition; and, at all events, are natu
rally discouraged from again attaching them
selves to a system, which they may soon have 
the mortification of seeing subverted in its 
turn. In their minds, therefore, the opening 
of such a course of study is apt only to breed 
a general distrust of philosophy, and to rivet 
a conviction of its extreme and irremediable 
uncertainty: while those who had previously 
been indifferent to the systems of error, are 
displeased with the labour of a needless ref
utation; and disappointed to find, that, after 
a long course of inquiry, they are brought 
back to that very state of ignorance from 
which they had expected it -would relieve 
them. 

If anything could counteract the effect of 
these and some other causes, and revive in 
England that taste for abstract speculation for 
which it was once so distinguished, we should 
have expected this to be accomplished by the 
publications of the author before us.—The 
great celebrity of his name, and the uniform 

2 S 
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clearness, simplicity, and good sense of his 
statements, might indeed have failed to attract 
those whom similar merits could no longer 
tempt to look into the pages of Locke or°of 
Berkeley. But the singular eloquence with 
which Mr. Stewart has contrived to adorn the 
most unpromising parts of his subject,—the 
rich lights which his imagination has every 
where thrown in, with such inimitable judg
ment and effect,—the warm glow of moral 
enthusiasm which he has spread over the 
whole of his composition,—and the tone of 
mildness, dignity, and animation which he 
has uniformly sustained, in controversy, as 
well as in instruction ; are merits which we 
do not remember to have seen united in any 
other philosophical writer; and which might 
have recommended to general notice, topics 

less engaging than those on wThich they 
were employed. His former work, 011 the 
Philosophy of the Human Mind, has accord
ingly been more read than any other modern 
book on such subjects; and the volume be-
01 e us, vve think, is calculated to be still more 

popular.*' 
But it is in the second part of the Prelimi

nary Dissertation that we take the chief in
terest-as Mr. Stewart has there taken occa
sion to make a formal reply to some of our 
hasty speculations, and has done us the honour 
of embodying several of our transitory pages 
in this enduring volume. If we were at 

t0 yield u° ithe common weaknesses 
of authors, we should probably be tempted to 
defend ourselves m a long dissertation: but 
and to°fh Tr V> due to our re^ers and to the public, to think of engaging any 
considerable share of their attention with a 
controversy which may be considered in some 
measure as personal to ourselves •: and there
fore, however honourable we think it, to be 
thus singled out for equal combat by such an 
antagonist, we shall put what we have to say 
within the shortest possible compass. 

ihe observations to which Mr. Stewart has 
numbe°r nfeSCe" m t0 reply' °CCUr in an ear'y to SSw °lrpubhcatl0I1> a,,d were intended 
feet of' P asmmd "as not the proper sub-
thereL^hr ' °f so, 
the mU f "? vryd0fe analogy between 
the motf mstaphysical investigation, and 
those nh PP[°ved methods of inquiry as to 
those physical substances which are subject 
fects wl hPr°Sal 1nd contro1 i—that as all\he tacts with legard to mind must be derived 
was"di fficui 1^"^ u',llversal Consciousness, it 
them could add fn n w anT arrangement of 

our Power augmentation of 

primary functions' was 
that this doctrine seemed 2 tTd wittuTaS 
hmitation; and as to the Associating^ 

* A portion of ihe original article 
general view of the subject of these Essays 3 S f°r 'he reas°ns stated at head of this J 

pie, while it was admitted that the case waa 
somewhat different, it was observed, that all 
men were in reality aware of its existence 
and acted upon it on ail important occasions' 
though they might never have made its laws 
a subject of reflection, nor ever stated its 
general phenomena in the form of an abstract 
proposition. 

To all this Mr. Stewart proceeds to answer 
by observing, that the distinction between ex
periment and observation is really of no im
portance whatever, in reference to this argu
ment; because the facts disclosed by experi
ment are merely phenomena that are observed 
and the inferences and generalisations thai' 
are deduced from the observation of spon
taneous phenomena, are just of the same sort 
with those that are inferred from experiment 
and afford equally certain grounds of conclu
sion, provided they be sufficiently numerous 
and consistent. The justice of the last pro
position, vve do not mean to dispute; and 
assuredly, if any thing inconsistent with it is 
to be found m our former speculations, it must 
have arisen from that haste and inadvertence 
which, we make no doubt, have often betray
ed us into still greater errors. But it is very 
far from following from this, that there is not 
a material difference between experiment and 
observation; or that the philosophy of mind 
m not necessarily restrained within very nar
row limits, in consequence of that distinction. 
Substances which are m our power, are the 
obje<*s of experiment; those which are not 
m our power, of observation only. With re
gard to the former, it is obvious, that, by well-
contrived experiments, we may discover manv 
things that could never be disclosed by any 
eugth of observation. With regard to the 

latter, an attentive observer may, indeed, see 
moie m them than strikes the eye of a care
less spectator: But he can see nothing that 

seen by every body > and>in cases viiere the appearances are very , or verv 
niterating, the chance is, that he does see 
nothing more—and that all that is left to phi-

distinguish them into classes. 
Now M" ?em T appropriate appellations: 
a^ Ze-humb]y conceive, considered 
nLt TCt invest,Igation)is subject of 
observation only; and is known nearly as well 

• a men as by those who have most dili
gently studied its phenomena. " We cannot 
se7v°PT°S-e °Ur Se';S,ati011s>" we formerly ob
served « m a crucible, nor divide our percep-

V P1'iST" Tbe metaphor 
was%W ; ' meaning obviously 
to Onv a Te cacn0t subiect those faculties 
to any analogous processes; nor discover more 
ot then nature than consciousness has taught 
all the beings who possess them. Is it a 
satisfactory answer, then, for Mr. Stewart, to 

•v bf ":e may analyse them by reflection 
snitef ft! • 0tber htstruments better 
lert.rirt ft" pr,sms ,or crucibles to the intel-
terinte ? hotatory which furnishes their ma-
the™ t f reply is, that we cannot analyse 

them at all ;and can never know more of them 
thev hi always been known to all to whom 

y bad been imparted; and that, for this 
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pjain reason, that the truth of every thing that 
is said with regard to the mind, can be deter
mined by an appeal to consciousness alone, 
and would not be even intelligible, if it in
formed men of any thing that they did not 
previously feel to be true. 

With regard to the actual experiments to 
which Mr. Stewart alludes, as having helped 
to explain the means by which the eye judges 
of distances and magnitudes, these, we must 
observe, are, according to our conception, very 
clearly experiments, not upon mind, but upon 
matter ; and are only entitled to that name at 
all, in so far as they are carried on by means 
of the power we possess of disposing certain 
pieces of matter in certain masses and inter
vals. Strictly considered, they are optical 
experiments on the effects produced by dis
tance on the light reflected from known 
bodies; and are nearly akin to experiments 
on the effects produced on such reflected rays 
by the interposition of media of different re
fracting powers, whether in the shape of 
prisms, 01* in any other shape. At all events, 
they certainly are not investigations carried 
011 solely by attending to the subjects of our 
Consciousness; which is Mr. Stewart's own 
definition of the business of the philosophy 
of mind. 

In answer to our remark, that " no meta
physician expects, by analysis, to discover a 
new power, or to excite a new sensation in 
the mind, as the chemist discovers a new earth 
or a new metal," Mr. Stewart is pleased to 
observe— 

" That it. is no more applicable to the anatomy 
of the mind, than to the anatomy of the body. 
After all the researches of physiologists on this last 
subject, both in the way of observation and of ex
periment, no discovery has yet been made of a new 
organ, either of power or of pleasure, or even of 
the means of adding a cubit to the human stature; 
but it does not therefore follow that these researches 
are useless. By enlarging his knowledge of his 
own internal structure, they increase the power of 
man, in that way in which alone they profess to 
increase it. They furnish him with resources for 
remedying many of the accidents to which his 
health and his life are liable ; for recovering, in some 
cases, those active powers which disease has de
stroyed or impaired ; and, in others, by giving sight 
to the blind, and hearing to the deaf, for awakening 
powers of perception which were dormant before. 
Nor must we overlook what they have contributed, 
in conjunction with the arts of the optician and of 
the mechanist, to extend the sphere of those senses, 
and to prolong their duration."—Prelim. Diss. pp. 
xlvi, xlvii. 

Now, ingenious and elegant as this parallel 
must be admitted to be, we cannot help re
garding it as utterly fallacious—for this sim
ple reason—that the business of anatomy is 
to lay open, with the knife, the secrets of that 
internal structure, which could never other
wise be apparent to the keenest eye; while 
the metaphysical inquirer can disclose nothing 
of which all his pupils are not previously 
aware. There is 110 opaque skin, in short, on 
the mind, to conceal its interior mechanism; 
nor does the metaphysician, when he appeals 
to the consciousness of all thinking beings 
for the truth of his classifications, perform 
any tiling at all analogous to the dissector, 

5OPHICAL ESSAYS. 507 

when he removes those outer integuments, 
and reveals the wonders of the inward organi
sation of our frame. His statements do not 
receive their proof from the previous, though 
perhaps undigested knowledge of his hearers, 
but from the actual revelation which he makes 
to their senses; and his services would evi
dently be more akin to those of the metaphy
sician, if, instead of actually disclosing what 
was not previously known, or suspected to 
exist, he had only drawn the attention of an 
incurious generation to the fact that they had 
each ten fingers and ten toes, or that most of 
them had thirty-two teeth, distinguishable 
into masticators and incisors. 

When, from these, and some other consid
erations, we had ventured to infer, that the 
knowledge derived from mere observation 
could scarcely make any addition to our 
power, Mr. Stewart refers triumphantly to the 
instance of astronomy; and, taking it almost 
for granted, that all the discoveries in that 
science have been made by observation alone, 
directs the attention of his readers to the in
numerable applications which may be made 
of it, to purposes of unquestioned utility. 

"Tn compensation," he observes, "for the in-
ability of the astronomer to control those move
ments-of which he studies the laws, he may boast, 
as I already hinted, of the immense accession of a 
more useful power which his discoveries have added 
to the human race, on the surface of their own 
planet. It would be endless to enumerate all the 
practical uses to which his labours are subservient. 
It is sufficient for me to repeat an old, but very 
striking reflectioh, that the only accurate knowledge 
which Man yet possesses of the surface of the earth, 
has been derived from the previous knowledge he 
had acquired of the phenomena of the stars. Is it 
possible to produce a more apposite, or a more un
deniable proof of the universality of Bacon's maxim, 
that ' knowledge is power,' than a fact which de
monstrates the essential aid which man has derived, 
in asserting his dominion over this lower world, 
from a branch of science which seems, at first view, 
fitted only to gratify a speculative curiosity ; and 
which, in its infancy, served to amuse the leisure 
of the Chaldean shepherd?"—Prelim. Diss. pp. 
xxxviii, xxxix. 

To this we have to answer, in the first place, 
that astronomical science has not been per
fected by observation alone; but that all the 
elements which have imparted to it the cer
tainty, the simplicity, and the sublimity which 
it actually possesses, have been derived from 
experiments made upon substances in the 
power of their contrivers ;—from experiments 
performed with small pieces of matter, on 
the laws of projectile motion—the velocities 
of falling bodies—and on centrifugal and cen
tripetal forces. The knowledge of those laws, 
like all other valuable knowledge, was ob
tained by experiment only; and their appli
cation to the movements of the heavenly 
bodies was one of those splendid generalisa
tions, which derive their chief merit from 
those inherent imperfections of observation by 
which they were rendered necessary. 

But, in the second place, we must observe, 
that even holding astronomy to be a science 
of mere observation, the power which Mr. 
Stewart says we have obtained by means ot 
it, is confessedly a power, not over the sub-
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stances with which that science is conversant; 
but over other substances which stand in some 
relation to them ; and to which, accordingly, 
that science is capable of being applied. It 
is over the earth and the ocean that we have 
extended our dominion by means of our know
ledge of the stars. Now, applying this case 
to that of the philosophy of Mind, and as
suming, as we seem here entitled to assume, 
that it has invested us with no new power 
over mind itself,—what, we would ask, are 
the other objects over which our power is in
creased by means of our knowledge of mind ? 
Is there any other substance to which that 
knowledge can possibly be applied ? Is there 
any thing else that we either know better, or 
can dispose of more effectually in consequence 
of our observations on our own intellectual 
constitution 1 It is evident, we humbly con
ceive, that these questions must be answered 
"V- Z The most precise knowledge 
which the metaphysician can acquire by re-
ectmg on the subjects of his consciousness, 

can give him no new power over the mind in 
15 discovers those subjects; audit is 

almost a self-evident proposition, that the 1 

most accuiate knowledge of the subjects of 
consciousness can give him no power over 
any thing but mind. P 

wid?fhf« 18 °ne othei\little Point connected, 
w1th Mr argument which we wish to settle 

ith Mr. Stewart. In speaking of the useful 
theknn ' T V ^  ™ a y  b e  u l t i m a t e l y  m a d e  o f  the knowledge derived from observation we 

had said, that for the power or the benefit so 
obtained, mankind were indebted—not to the 

firtf that the mere empircTona 
not tl? Tk th® mere ob Now, wedo not think the cases exactly the simp • j 

some variation of cn-c^aneel''Here uS? 

which he has no controfneifhenomen.on over 

power, nor holds out berexercisesany 
ing any power eitherlbe P™sPe°tof acquir-
observation, or over anvTftt, subject of his 
who first ascertained hv lv61" Substance- He | 
pansive force of steam JnH v6"/"6"1' tbe ex" 
cold—or the identifv of r If estructlon by 
tricity, and ^eZLqUntutl^^ 
ducting rod, plainly bestowal H tbe con-
a great power upon mankind 
next to impossible that sorr?»° lcb "was 
cation should not be speedily ™p°rtant aPpH-
who first observed thePpeSicaf1m ®Ut he 

and emersions of the satellites of T^ers'°ns 

tainly neither acquired nor 
now., in ,h, J iuttn7. 
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have been but a remote and casual auxiliary 
to him whose genius afterwards found \{„ 
means of employing those phenomena'in 
guide him through the trackless waters of 
the ocean.—Epxeriment, therefore, necessari 
ly implies power: and, by suggesting analo' 
gous experiments, leads naturally to the in 
terminable expansion of inquiry and of know' 
ledgebut observation, for the most nan 
centres m itself, and tends rather to PLI' 
and allay our curiosity, than to rouse or in 
flame it. m 

After having thus attemped to prove that 
experiment has no prerogative above mere oh 
servation, Mr. Stewart thinks it worth while 
to recur again to the assertion, that the nhi 
losophy of mind does admit of experiments -
and, after remarking, rather rashly, that' 

the whole ol a philosopher's life, if he 
spends it to any purpose, is one continued se-
lies of experiments on his own faculties and 
powers, he goes on to state, that 

whilTT hai'd,y fxPedment can be imagined 
Naturfi fifnl' r6ady bleen Lried bi1 hand of atuie, displaying, in the infinite varieties of hu. 
man genius and pursuits, the astonishingly diversi' 

i fied effects, resulting from the possible LS. 
nfnSu °u SG e,em.entary faculties and principles 
of which every man is conscious in himself Savaw 
™Ttyj £nd ad tJle different modes of civilization* 
als whefwThCa"!ngS and ,')ro,essions of individu^ a s, whether liberal or mechanical; the preiudiced 

Nature illustrate.8 f • exPerimentby which 

hi. m,t3 
tionfafpf»nment 

b® righ defined the inten-
for the r,1,"^fmeiJ 0/substances,n°urpower, 
these are observinS 'he result, then 
Ply nor tenH experiments)and neither im-
enters into bes'°w, that power which 
But the ar S conception o f  all experiment. 
charoeahlA ^uP?ent' fj} °or apprehension, is 
The T)hiln« T f more radical fallacy. 

I m'nd is distinctly defined, 
emnlovf "? himself, to be that which is 
cotStn f phenamRIja of which we are 
stated to 'hp1 ® pec lar object and aim is 
constitution ^certain the laws of our 
tained. bv 'atT "e as T can be ascer-
conscionsnoc f,' 01,1 .t0 tbe subjects of our 
sages it i« S'. f 'a 8Teat variety of pas-
which all tb~e^ tait6 ' tbat tbe Powers by 
unon onr f,t0 be effare reflection 
ofca]m ai,?eD °Pera''0ns, and the faculty 
of which pa nt attention to the sensations 
the nroner rf 316 C0nscio"s- But, if this be 
phv of m provi"ce and object of the philoso-
receivf ' ̂ h&t •bene6ttbe student to 
mamrnrs ^°bferV-ng ?he various effects of 
liar colour ,®.Jtuatlon> Jn imparting a pecu-
age and the r" '° lhe cha™ter of thenar-
and far,i t ctUzen a the prejudiced clown, 

vation of Z lma" °f fashion The obser-vation of such varieties is, no doubt, a very 
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curious and a very interesting occupation;— 
but we humbly conceive it to form no part, or, 
at least, a very small and inconsiderable part, 
of the occupation of a student of philosophy. 
It is an occupation which can only be effec
tually pursued, in the world, by travelling, and 
intercourse with society; and, at all events, 
by vigilant observation of what is shown to 
us, by our senses, of the proceedings of our 
fellow-men. The philosophy of mind, how
ever, is to be cultivated in solitude and silence 
—by calm reflection on our own mental ex
periences, and patient attention to the sub
jects of our own consciousness. But can we 
ever be conscious of those varieties of temper 
and character ihat distinguish the different 
conditions of human life I—or, even independ
ent of Mr. Stewart's definition—is it reconcila
ble to common usage or general understand
ing, to call our attention to such particulars 
the study of the philosophy of mind %—Is it 
not, on the contrary, universally understood 
to be the peculiar and limited province of 
that philosophy, to explain the nature and 
distinctions of those primary functions of the 
mind, which are possessed in common hy
men of all vocations and all conditions?—to 
treat, in short, of perception, and attention, 
and memory, and imagination, and volition, 
and judgment, and all the other powers or 
faculties' into which our intellectual nature 
may be distinguished ?—Is it not with these, 
that Hobbes, and Locke, and Berkeley, and 
Reid, and all the other philosophers who have 
reasoned or philosophised about mind, have 
been occupied ?—or, what share of Mr. Stew
art's own invaluable publications is devoted 
to those slighter shades of individual charac- I 
ter, to which alone his supposed experiments 
have any reference ? The philosophy of the 
human mind, we conceive, is conversant only 
With what is common to all human beings— 
and with those faculties of which every indi
vidual of the species is equally conscious: 
and though it may occasionally borrow illus
trations, or even derive some reflected light 
from the contemplation of those slighter va
rieties that distinguish one individual from 
another, this evidently forms no part of the 
study of the subjects of our consciousness, 
and can never be permitted to rank as a le
gitimate part of that philosophy. 

This exhausts almost all that we have to 
say in defence of our supposed heresies as to 
the importance and practical value of the 
philosophy of mind, considered with refer
ence to the primary and more elementary 
faculties of man. With regard to the Asso
ciating principle, we have still a word or two 
to add. In our original observations we ad
mitted, that this principle seemed to stand in 
a situation somewhat different from the sim
pler phenomena of the mind—and that the 
elucidations which Philosophy had furnished 
with regard to its operations, were not so 
easily recognised as previously impressed on 
our consciousness, as most of her revelations. 
We allowed, therefore, that some utility might 
be derived from the clear exposition of this 
more complicated part of our mental organi-
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sation, in respect both to the certainty and the 
extent of its application : at tfie same time 
that we felt ourselves constrained to add, that, 
even as to this habit of the mind, Philosophy 
could lay no claim to the honours of a dis
covery ; since the principle was undoubtedly 
familiar to the feelings of all men, and was 
acted upon, with unvarying sagacity, in almost 
every case where it could be employed with 
advantage; though by persons who had never 
thought of embodying it in a maxim, or at
tending to it as a law of general application. 
The whole scheme of education, it v*as ob
served, has been founded on this principle, 
in every age of the world. "The groom," it 
was added, " who never heard of ideas or as
sociations, feeds the young war-horse to the 
sound of the trumpet ; and the unphilosophi-
cal artists who .tame elephants, or train dan
cing dogs, proceed on the same obvious and 
familiar principle." 

As this part of our speculations has in
curred more of Mr. Stewart's disapprobation 
than any thing which we have hitherto at
tempted to defend, we think ourselves called 
upon to state the substance of his objections, 
in his own eloquent and impressive words. 
After quoting the sentence we have already 
transcribed, he proceeds:— 
" This argument, I suspect, leads a little too far 

for the purpose of its author; inasmuch as it con
cludes still more forcibly (in consequence of the 
great familiarity of the subject) against Physics, 
strictly so called, than against the Science of Mind. 
The savage, who never heard of the accelerating 
force of gravity, yet knows how to add to the mo
mentum of his missile weapons, by gaining an emi
nence ; though a stranger to Newton's third law of 
motion, he applies it to its practical use, when he 
sets his canoe afloat, by pushing with a pole against 
the shore: in the use of his sling, he illustrates, 
with equal success, the doctrine of centrifugal 
forces, as he exemplifies (without any knowledge 
of the experiments of Robins) the principle of the 
rifle-barrel, in feathering his arrow. The same 
groom who, "in feeding his young war-horse to 
the sound of the drum," has nothing to learn from 
Locke or from Hume concerning the laws of asso
ciation, might boast, with far greater reason, that, 
without having looked into Borelli, he can train that 
animal to his various paces ; and that, when he 
exercises him with the longe, he exhibits an ex
perimental illustration of the centrifugal force, and 
of the centre of gravity, which was known in the 
riding-school long before their theories were un
folded in the Principia of Newton. Even the ope
rations of the animal which is the subject of his 
discipline, seem to involve an acquaintance with the 
same physical laws, when we attend to the mathe
matical accuracy with which he adapts the obliquity 
of his body to the rate of his circular speed. In 
both cases (in that of the man as well as of the 
brute) this practical knowledge is obtruded on the 
organs of external sense by the hand of Nature 
herself: But it is not on that account the less useful 
to evolve the general theorems which are thus em
bodied with their particular applications ; and to 
combine them in a systematical and scientific form, 
for our own instruction and that of others. Does 
it detract from the value of the theory of pneuma
tics to remark, that the same effects of a vacuum, 
and of the elasticity and pressure of the air, which 
afford an explanation of its most curious pheno
mena, are recognized in an instinctive process 
coeval with the first breath which we draw ; and 
exemplified in the month of every babe and suck
ling?"—Prel. Diss. p. ix. lxi. 

2 s2 
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Now, without recurring to what we have 
already said as to the total absence of power 
in all cases of mere observation, we shall 
merely request our readers to consider, what 
is the circumstance that bestows a value, an 
importance, or an utility, upon the discovery 
and statement of those general laws, which 
are admitted, in the passage now quoted, to 
have been previously exemplified in practice. 
Is it any thing else, than their capacity of a 
more extensive application I—the possibility 
or facility of employing them to accomplish 
many things to which they had not been pre
viously thought applicable I If Newton's third 
law of motion could never have been em
ployed for any other purpose than to set afloat 
the canoe of the savage—or if the discovery 
of the pressure of the atmosphere had led to 
nothing more than an explanation of the 
operation of sucking—would there have been 
any thing gained by stating that law, or that 
discovery, in general and abstract' terms ? 
W ould there have been any utility, any dignity 
or 1eal advancement of knowledge, in the mere 
technical arrangement of these limited and fa
miliar phenomena under a new classification I 

I here can be but one answer to these in
terrogatories. But we humbly conceive, that 
all the laws of mental operation which phi
losophy may collect and digest, are exactly 
in this last predicament. They have no ap
plication to any other phenomena than the 
particular ones by which they are suggested 
and which they were familiarly employed to 
produce. They are not capable of being ex
tended fo any other cases; and all that is 
gained by their digestion into a system, is a 
more precise and methodical enumeration of 
truths that were always notorious. 

Fiom the experience and consciousness of 
all men, in all ages, we learn that, when two 
ormoieobjects are frequently presented to-
mltZ'tl passes spontaneously from 
one to the other, and invests both with some
thing of the colouring which belongs to the 
most important. This is the law of associa
tion , which is known to every savage, and l 
°e;®y cl°™b.in a thousand familiar in-

nsefnf ' ar ' W regard to its capacity of 
that iJ nPP ,Cat'01!' lt seems t0 be admitted, that it has been known and acted upon by 
parents, pedagogues, priests, and legislators, in 
n !v!dSa rrW' and has eve» been em" pi°yed, as an obvious and easy instrument bv 
such humble judges of intellectual resources 
as common horse-jockies and bear-dance s ' 

If this principle, then, was always known 
and regularly employed wherever any advan
tage could be expected from its employment 
what reason have we to imqainp iw ' 
substantial benefit is to be derived fronTits 
scientific investigation or anv i™™ f + 
hereafter discovered for i US6S 

merely of investing it with'a precisT Mme*3 

and stating, under one general theorem The 
common law of its operation ? If <,^1.' 
sons as grooms and masters of menaoJnV>J 
have been guided, by their low intellects and 
sordid motives, to its skilful application as a 
means of directing even the lower animals , 

is it to be believed, that there can be many 
occasions for its employment in the o-0Vern-
ment of the human mind, of which men 
have never yet had the sense to bethink 
themselves I Or, can it be seriously main
tained, that it is capable of applications as 
much more extensive and important than 
those which have been vulgarly made in past 
ages, as are the uses of Newton's third law 
of motion, compared with the operation of 
tfie savage in pushing his canoe from the 
shore I If Mr. Stewart really entertained any 
such opinion as this, it was incumbent upon 
mm to have indicated, in a general. way the 
departments in which he conceived that these 
great discoveries were to be made : and to 
have pointed out some, at least, of the new 
applications, on the assumption of which 
alone he could justify so ambitious a paral-
i< j Jnst®ad however, we do not 
nnd that he has contemplated any other 
spheres for the application of this principle, 
than those which have been so long conceded 
to it—the formation of taste, and the conduct 
ot education : and, with regard to the last and 
most important of these, he has himself re-
corded an admission, which to us, we will 
confess, appears a full justification of all that 
we have now been advancing, and a suffi
cient answer to the positions we have been 
endeavouring to combat. "In so far," Mr 
Stewart observes, "as education is effectual 
and salutary, it is founded on those princi
ples of our nature which have forced them--
oneno^UPJn^general • ohservatio7h hi consequence of the experience of ages." That 
the prmdple of association is to be reckoned 
will nntT °f n11686' Mr" St<3Wart certaa% 
the erin eiiy; °Ur ProPosltion is, that all 
nabi? f P iT natUre which are ca-
"forced fhany T application, have thus 

forced themselves on general observation » 
many centuries ago and can now receive 
deitm<°re r \te? l nomenclature and 
description from the best efforts of philosophy. 

1 he sentiments to which we have ventured 
to give expression in these and our former 
hasty observations, were suggested to us, we 
will confess, in a great degree, by the striking 
contrast between the wonders which have 
been wrought by the cultivation of modern 

hysics, and the absolute nothingness of the 
+i5e? 1 ?ve hitherto been produced bv 
the labours of the philosophers of mind We 
m^rhp7 t0. me^i°n the names of Astrono
my, Chemistry, Mechanics, Optics, and Navi-
m vub&T/' WG haV6 °nly t0 look around us> 
h/ Jl1 U1 pr7a^'-t0 cas* a glance on the machines and manufactures, the ships 

riesTSh St6am engi"eS' and e,ab0l;l'°-
TTr tTi, we are perpetually surrounded, 
—or to turn our eyes on the most common 

sinceUthkarwL°f yfars have. n°w elapsed 
metaphysical in^hr/has rewfed^France^and 
been greatly encouraged in Germany. am 
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articles of our dress and furniture,—on the 
mirrors, engravings, books, fire-arms, watches, 
barometers, thunder-rods and opera-glasses, 
that present themselves in our ordinary dwell
ings, to feel how vast a progress has been 
made in exploring and subduing the physical 
elements of nature, and how stupendous an 
increase the power of man has received, by 
the experimental investigation of her laws. 
Now is any thing in this astonishing survey 
more remarkable, than the feeling with which 
it is always accompanied, that what we have 
hitherto done in any of these departments is 
but a small part of what we are yet destined 
to accomplish; and that the inquiries which 
have led us so far, will infallibly carry us still 
farther. When we ask, however, for the tro
phies of the philosophy of mind, or inquire for 
the vestiges of her progress in the more plastic 
and susceptible elements of human genius 
and character, we are answered only by in
genuous silence, or vague anticipations—and 
find nothing but a blank in the record of her 
actual achievements. The knowledge and 
the power of man over inanimate nature has 
been increased tenfold in the course of the 
last two centuries. The knowledge and the 
power of man over the mind of man remains 
almost exactly where it'was at the first de
velopment of his faculties. The natural phi
losophy of antiquity is mere childishness and 
dotage, and their physical inquirers are mere 
pigmies and drivellers, compared with their 
successors in the present age ; but their logi
cians, and metaphysicians, and moralists, and, 
what is of infinitely more consequence, the 
practical maxims and the actual effects result
ing from their philosophy of mind, are very 
nearly on a level with the philosophy of the 
present day. The end and aim of all that 
philosophy is to make education rational and 
effective, and to train men to such sagacity 
and force of judgment, as to induce them to 
cast off the bondage of prejudices, and to fol
low happiness and virtue with assured and 
steady steps. We do not know, however, 
what modern work contains juster, or more 
profound views on the subject of education, 
than may be collected from the writings of 
Xenophon and Quintilian, Polybius, Plutarch, 
and Cicero : and, as to that sagacity and just
ness of thinking, which, after all, is the fruit 
by which this tree of knowledge must be ulti
mately known, we are not aware of many 
modern performances that exemplify it in a 
stronger degree, than many parts of the his
tories of Tacitus and Thucydides, or the Satires 
and Epistles of Horace. In the conduct of 
business and affairs, we shall find Pericles, 
and Caesar, and Cicero, but little inferior to the 
philosophical politicians of the present day; 
and, for lofty and solid principles of practi
cal ethics, we might safely match Epictetus 
and Antoninus (without mentioning Aristotle, 
Plato, Plutarch, Xenophon, or Polybius,) with 
most of our modern speculators. 

Where, then, it may be asked, are the per
formances of this philosophy, which makes 
such large promises ? or, what are the grounds 
upon which we should expect to see so much 

accomplished, by an instrument which has 
hitherto effected so little I It is in vain for 
Mr. Stewart to say, that the science is yet but 
in its infancy, and that it will bear its fruit in 
due season. The truth is, that it has, of ne
cessity, been more constantly and diligently 
cultivated than any other. It has always 
been the first object with men of talent and 
good affections, to influence and to form the 
minds of others, and to train their own to the 
highest pitch of vigour and perfection: and 
accordingly, it is admitted by Mr. Stewart, 
that the most important principles t>f this phi
losophy have been long ago "forced upon 
general observation" by the feelings and ex
perience of past ages. Independently, how
ever, of this, the years that have passed since 
Hobbes, and Locke, and Malebranche, and 
Leibnitz drew the attention of Europe to this 
study, and the very extraordinary genius and 
talents of those who have since addicted them
selves to it, are far more than enough to have 
brought it, if not to perfection, at least to such 
a degree of excellence, as no longer to leave 
it a matter of dispute, whether it was really 
destined to add to our knowledge and our 
power, or to produce any sensible effects upon 
the happiness and condition of mankind. 
That society has made great advances in com
fort and intelligence, during that period, is 
indisputable; but we do not find that Mr. 
Stewart himself imputes any great part of this 
improvement to our increased knowledge of 
our mental constitution; and indeed it is quite 
obvious, that it is an effect resulting from the 
increase of political freedom—the influences 
of reformed Christianity — the invention of 
printing—and that improvement and multipli
cation of the mechanical arts, that have ren
dered the body of the people far more busy, 
wealthy, inventive and independent, than they 
ever were in any former period of society. 

To us, therefore, it certainly does appear, 
that the lofty estimate which Mr. Stewart has 
again made of the practical importance of his 
favourite studies, is one of those splendid vi
sions by which men of genius have been so 
often misled, in the enthusiastic pursuit of 
science and of virtue. That these stucjiesare 
of a very dignified and interesting nature, we 
admit most cheerfully;—that they exercise 
and delight thq understanding, by reasonings 
and inquiries, at once subtle, cautious, and 
profound, and either gratify or exalt a keen 
and aspiring curiosity, must be acknowledged 
by all who have been initiated into their ele
ments. Those who have had the good fortune 
to be so initiated by the waitings of Mr. Stew'-
art, will be delighted to add, that they are 
blended with so many lessons of gentle and of 
ennobling virtue—so many striking precepts 
and bright examples of liberality, high-minded-
ness, and pure taste—as to be calculated, in an 
eminent degree, to make men love goodness 
and aspire to elegance, and to improve at once 
(he understanding, the imagination, ahd the 
heart. But this must be the limit of our praise. 

The sequel of this article is not now re
printed, for the reasons already stated. 
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imr P!TVe 1 haVe' in S°me °f the following papers, made a sort of apology for ,eek 
while toinfn attention of my readers to things so insignificant as Novels, it may be worth 
while to inform the present generation that, youth, writings of this sort were rat 5 

had been, the Vica of Wakefield to he t u n e o f M Edgeworth's first appearance. There 
-and Mackenzie "AW FeSnl , ' t\V andJMissBu«'^ Evelina and Cecilia 
Lee. But the staple of our Noyfl ^ ^ ftionsof the Misses 

consequently sunk and deo-raded the whnl ) '• > nd imagination, despicable : and had 
the name. graded the whole department of literature, of which it had usurped 

of ^o™J^*TUy' ChanS6d; Md that rabble™< 
all question, the mostVemTrkab^TP® N™U °f S"'WaIter Scott ^ beyond 
ti°n, and produced an effect all over EuronpP V ,preSe! age > and bave made a sensa-
since the days of Rousseau^nd VoTtafre Pwh lei "g P^"6' Ca" be mentl0ned 

place, inferior only to that which must be filled for C°"ntr>'' theV have attained a 
Shakespeare. With the heln no dnnht f tn • ve.Vei ^ unapproachable glory of 
in France, Victor H^okSc Paul de 'coco 1 ^ey have produced, 
at least, in America.! „ En2nd also thevlfve'b ? T" ̂  in ItaI7-a"d Cooper 
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tempted to envy Miss Edgeworth • — not rhpii"0 u¥ > a™d> Heaven knows, they have 
of oXLlSOmUCh for ber matchless 'powers 2" and their fame. But the3 great 
ot probable invention—her never fnii;„ 1 i he art of hvwg: and the chief seienee 

or  ̂d.„. m„.g„ojth„ r«,s 

MISS EDGEWORTH'S TALES OF FASHIONABLE LIFE. 513 

without an instructor: but the most common 
case is, to be capable of learning, and yet to 
require teaching; and a far greater part of 
the misery which exists in society arises from 
ignorance, than either from vice or from inca
pacity. 

Miss Edgeworth is the great modern mis
tress in this school of true philosophy; and 
has eclipsed, we think, the fame of all her 
predecessors. By her many excellent tracts 
on education, she has conferred a benefit on 
the whole mass of the population; and dis
charged, with exemplary patience as well as 
extraordinary judgment, a task which super
ficial spirits may perhaps mistake for an hum
ble and easy one. By her Popular Tales, she 
has rendered an invaluable service to the 
middling and lower orders of the people ; and 
by her Novels, and by the volumes before us, 
has made a great and meritorious effort to 
promote the happiness and respectability of 
the higher classes. On a former occasion we 
believe we hinted to her, that these would, 
probably be the least successful of all her 
labours; and that it was doubtful whether 
she could be justified for bestowing so much 
of her time 011 the case of a few persons, who 
scarcely deserved to be cured, and were 
scarcely capable of being corrected. The 
foolish and unhappy part of the fashionable 
world, for the most part, " is not fit to bear 
itself convinced." It is too vain, too busy, 
and too dissipated to listen to, or remember 
any thing that is said to it. Every thing seri
ous it repels, by "its dear wit and gay rheto
ric ;" and against every thing poignant, it 
seeks shelter in the impenetrable armour of 
its conjunct audacity. 

" Laugh'd at, it laughs again ;—and, stricken hard, 
Turns to the stroke its adamantine scales, 
That fear no discipline of human hands." 

A book, 011 the other hand, and especially a 
witty and popular book, is still a thing of con
sequence, to such of the middling classes of 
society as are in the habit of reading. They 
dispute about it, and think of it; and as they 
occasionally make themselves ridiculous by 
copying the manners it displays, so they are 
apt to be impressed with the great lessons it 
may be calculated to teach; and, 011 the whole, 
receive it into considerable authority among 
the regulators of their lives and opinions.— 
But a fashionable person has scarcely any 
leisure to read ; and none to think of what he 
has been reading. It would be a derogation 
from his dignity to speak of a book in any 
terms but those of frivolous derision; and a 
strange desertion of his own superiority, to 
allow himself to receive, from its perusal, any 
impressions which could at all affect his con
duct or opinions. 

But though, for these reasons, we continue 
to think that Miss Edgeworth's fashionable 
patients will do less credit to her prescriptions 
than the more numerous classes to whom 
they might have been directed, we admit 
that her plan of treatment is in the highest 
degree judicious, and her conception of the < 
disorder most luminous and precise. 

ftt 

There are two great sources of unhappiness 
to those whom fortune and nature seem to 
have placed above the reach of ordinary 
miseries. The one is ennui—that stagnation 
of life and feeling which results from the ab
sence of all motives to exertion; and by 
which the justice of providence has so fully 
compensated the partiality of fortune, that it 
may be fairly doubted whether, upon the 

. whole, the race of beggars is not happier 

. than the race of lords; and whether those 
• vulgar wants that are sometimes so importu-
> nate, are not, in this world, the chief ministers 
• of enjoyment. This is a plague that infects 
• all indolent persons who can live on in the 
; rank in which they were born, without the 
! necessity of working: but, in a free country, 
[ it rarely occurs in any great degree of viru-
> lence, except among those who are already 
» at the summit of human felicity. Below this, 

there is room for ambition, and envy, and 
( emulation, and all the feverish movements of 

aspiring vanity and unresting selfishness, 
• which act as prophylactics against this more 
• dark and deadly distemper. It is the canker 

which corrodes the full-blown flower of hu
man felicity—the pestilence which smites at 
the bright hour of noon. 

The other curse of the happy, has a range 
more wide and indiscriminate. It, too, tor
tures only the comparatively rich and for
tunate; but is most active among the least 
distinguished ; and abates in malignity as we 
ascend to the lofty regions of pure ennui. 
This is the desire of being fashionable;—the 
restless and insatiable passion to pass for 
creatures a little more distinguished than we 
really are—with the mortification of frequent 
failure, and the humiliating consciousness of 
being perpetually exposed to it. Among those 
who are secure of " meat, clothes, and fire," 
and are thus above the chief physical evils 
of existence, we do believe that this is a more 
prolific source of unhappiness, than guilt, dis
ease, or wounded affection; and that more 
positive misery is created, and more true en
joyment excluded, by the eternal fretting 

and straining of this pitiful ambition, than by 
all the ravages of passion, the desolations of 
war, or the accidents of mortality. This may 
appear a strong statement; but we make it 
deliberately, and are deeply convinced of its 
truth. The wretchedness which it produces 
may not be so intense; but it is of much 
longer duration, and spreads over a far wider 
circle. It is quite dreadful, indeed, to think 
what a sweep this pest has taken among the 
comforts of our prosperous population. To 
be thought fashionable—that is, to be thought 
more opulent and tasteful, and on a footing 
of intimacy with a greater number of distin
guished persons than they really are, is the 
great and laborious pursuit of four families 
out of five, the members of which are ex
empted from the necessity of daily industry. 
In this pursuit, their time, spirits, and talents 
are wasted; their tempers, soured; their affec-
tionspalsied; and their natural manners and 
dispositions altogether sophisticated and lost. 

These are the giant curses of fashionable 
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life, and Miss Edgeworth has accordingly 
dedicated her two best tales to the delinea
tion of their symptoms. The history of " Lord 
Glenthorn" is a fine picture of ennui—that of 
"Almeria" an instructive representation of 
the miseries of aspirations after fashion. We 
do not know whether it was a part of the fair 
writer's design to represent these maladies as 
absolutely incurable, without a change of 
condition; but the fact is, that in spite of the 
best dispositions and capacities; and the most 
powerful inducements to action, the hero of 
ennui makes no advances towards amend
ment, till he is deprived of his title and estate ! 
and the victim of fashion is left, at the end of 
the tale, pursuing her weary career, with fa
ding hopes and wasted spirits, but with in
creased anxiety and perseverance. The moral 
use of these narratives, therefore, must consist 
in warning us against the first approaches of 
evils winch can never afterwards be resisted. 

These are the great twin scourges of the 
prosperous: But there are other maladies, of 
no slight malignity, to which they are pecu-
haily liable. One of these, arising mainly 
from want of more worthy occupation, is that 
perpetual use of stratagem and contrivance— 
that little, artful diplomacy of private life, by 
which the simplest and most natural transac
tions are rendered complicated and difficult, 
and the common business of existence made 
to depend on the success of plots and counter
plots. By the incessant practice of this pettv 
policy, a habit of duplicity and anxiety is in
fallibly generated, which is equally fatal to 
integrity and enjoyment. We gradually come 
to look on others with the distrust which we 
W C0?s+C10us of Reserving; and are insensibly 
formed to sentiments of the most unamiable 

suspicion. It is needless to 
*ay, that all these elaborate artifices are worse 

W\T - ° VQrSV Wh° emPloys them ; 
and that the ingenious plotter is almost always 
baffled and exposed by the downright honesty 
ot some undesigning competitor. Miss Edge
worth, in her tale of "Manoeuvring," has given 
a very complete and most entertaining* repre-
wTvf>'°rf \!he,btpathsaud -li-ct crXl 
^on1'P 7 n ef® artful ai,d inefficient people generally make their way to disap-
Fleurv  V tale> entitled "Madame de 
of th7' • f.v?n some usefnl examples of he ways ,n which the rich may most ef
fectually do good to the poor—an operation 
winch, we really believe, fails more frequen ly 
" TheWDun°" fbe incHnation: ^In ' . has drawn a touchin°" and 

wffichThPerpooresoPiftUre °Vhe wretchedness 

of SeTe £f ]1r-
most entertaining—though the 1 pa ?' a , 
acter is soateZ 
nouement is brought about hv a i • 
which shocks by its neeffiess LnrnK vr6/7 

Lord Glenthorn is bred up by a fekE 
guardian a. ,h. S'.K*&££ 

English and Irish estate : and, long bXe he 
.s of age, exhausts almost all the resources by 

which life can be made tolerable to those who 
have nothing to wish for. Born on the very 
pinnacle of human fortune, " he had nothing 
to do but to sit still and enjoy the barrenness 
of the prospect." He tries travelling, gaming 
gluttony, hunting, pugilism, and coach-driv
ing; but is so pressed down with the load of 
life, as to be repeatedly on the eve of suicide. 
He passes over to Ireland, where he receives 
a temporary relief, from the rebellion—and 
from falling in love with a lady of high char
acter and accomplishments; but the effect of 
these stimulants is speedily expended, and 
he is in danger of falling into a confirmed 
lethargy, when it is fortunately discovered 
that he has been changed at nurse ! and that 
instead of being a peer of boundless fortune7 

he is the son of a cottager who lives 011 pota^ 
toes. With great magnanimity, he instantly 
gives up the fortune to the rightful owner 
who has been bred a blacksmith, and takes 
to the study of the law. At the commence
ment of this arduous career, he fortunately 
falls in love, for the second time, with the 
lady entitled, after the death of the black
smith, to succeed to his former estate. Pover
ty and love now supply him with irresistible 
motives for exertion. He rises in his profes
sion; marries the lady of his heart; and in 
due time returns, an altered man, to the pos
session of his former affluence. 

Such is the naked outline of a story, more 
lich 111 character, incident, and reflection, than 
any English narrative which we can now call 
to remembrance:—as rapid and various as 
the best tales of Voltaire, and as full of prac
tical good sense and moral pathetic as any of 
the other tales of Miss Edgeworth. The Irish 
characters are inimitable ;—not the coarse ca
ricatures of modern playwrights—but drawn 
with a spirit, a delicacy, and a precision, to 
which we do not know if there be any paral
lel among national delineations. As these are 
tales of fashionable life, we shall present our 
readers, in the first place, with some traits of 
an Irish lady of rank. Lady Geraldine—the 
enchantress whose powerful magic almost 
raised the hero of ennui from his leaden slum
bers is represented with such exquisite liveli
ness and completeness of effect, that the 
leader can scarcely help imagining that he 
has formerly been acquainted with the origi-
na . Every one, at least we conceive, must 
have known somebody, the recollection of 
whom must convince him that the following 
description is as true nature as it is creditable 
to art:— 

tar'v vlLLAGera,dine enJered'1 oneinvolun. 
wnmf curiosity. I saw a tall, finely-shaped 
rink 4^ A commanding air of a person of 
let w'iih L 6d Wel!; r wi,h feminine timidity, 
file !I« j promptitude, and decision. She had 

c c ' hie complexion, yet no regularity 
eLfaordfn The °"lV 'W31 St™ck me alreafi? 
froiW^ ? n7' WS? her ["difference when I was in-
troduced to her. Every body had seemed extremely 
h^'LT V a' I 8,hi°uld see her ladyship, and™hM 
Dri Jh h hP See m?and 1 was ra,her sur-
anH f iv„J unconcerned air. This piqued me, 

dxed my attention. She turned from me, and 
alfeluZ ^verse with others. Her voice was 
agreeable, though rather loud: she did not speak 
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witn the Irish accent; but, when I listened ma
liciously, 1 detected certain Hibernian inflexions— 
nothing of the vulgar Irish idiom, but something 
that was more interrogative, more exclamatory, and 
perhaps more rhetorical, than the common language 
of English ladies, accompanied with infinitely more 
animation of countenance and demonstrative ges
ture. This appeared to me peculiar and unusual, but 
not affected. She was uncommonly eloquent; and 
yet, without action, her words were not sufficiently 
rapid to express her ideas. Her manner appeared 
foreign, yet it was not quite French. If I had 
been obliged to decide, I should, however, have 
pronounced it rather more French than English. 
To determine which it was, or whether I had ever 
seen anything similar, I stood considering her lady
ship with more attention than I had ever bestowed 
on any other woman. The words striking—fasci
nating—bewitching, occurred to me as I looked at 
her and heard her speak. I resolved to turn my 
eyes away, and shut my ears; for I was positively 
determined not to like her; I dreaded so much the 
idea of a second Hymen. I retreated to the farthest 

^ window, ana looked out very soberly upon a dirty 
fish-pond. 
" If she had treated me with tolerable civility at 

first, I never should have thought about her. High
born and high-bred, she seemed to consider more 
what she should think of others, than what others 
thought of her. Frank, candid, and affable, yet 
opinionated, insolent, and an egotist: her candour 
and affability appeared the effect of a naturally good 
temper; her insolence and egotism only that of a 
spoiled child. She seemed to talk of herself purely 
to oblige others, as the most interesting possible 
topic of conversation; for such it had always been 
to her fond mother, who idolized her ladyship as an 
only daughter, and the representative of an ancient 
house. Confident of her talents, conscious of her 
charms, and secure of her station, Lady Geraldine 
gave free scope to her high spirits, her fancy, and 
her turn for ridicule. She looked, spoke, and acted, 
like a person privileged to think, say, and do, what 
she pleased. Her raillery, like the raillery of princes, 
was without fear of retort. She was not ill-natured, 
yet careless to whom she gave offence, provided 
she produced amusement; and in this she seldom 
failed ; for, in'her conversation, there was much of 
the raciness of Irish wit, and the oddity of Irish 
humour. The singularity that struck me most 
about her ladyship was her indifference to flattery. 
She certainly preferred frolic. Miss Bland was her 
humble companion; Miss Tracey her butt. It was 
one of Lady Geraldine's delights, to humour Miss 
Tracey's rage for imitating the fashions of fine 
people. ' Now you shall see Miss Tracey appear 
at. the ball to-morrow, in every thing that I have 
sworn to her is fashionable. Nor have I cheated 
her in a single article : but the tout ensemble I leave 
to her better judgment; and vou shall see her, I 
trust, a perfect monster, formed of every creature's 
best: Lady Kilrush's feathers, Mrs. Moore's wig, 
Mrs. O'Connor's gown, Mrs. Leighton's sleeves, 
and all the necklaces of all the Miss Ormsbys. 
She has no taste, no judgment; none at all, poor 
thing; but she can imitate as well as those Chinese 
painters, who, in their drawings, give you the flower 
of one plant stuck on the stalk of another, and gar
nished with the leaves of a third.' "—i. 130—139. 

This favourite character is afterwards ex
hibited in a great variety of dramatic contrasts. 
For example:— 

"Lord Craiglethorpe was, as Miss Tracey had 
described him, very stiff, cold, and high. His man
ners were in the extreme of English reserve ; and 
his ill-bred show of contempt for the Irish was suf
ficient provocation and justification of Lady Geral
dine's ridicule. He was much in awe of his fair 
and witty cousin : and she could easily put him out 
of countenance, for he was, in his way, extremely 
bashful. Once, when he was out of the room, Lady 
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Geraldine exclaimed, 4 That cousin Craiglethorpe 
of mine is scarcely an agreeable man : The awk
wardness of mauvaise-hont might be pitied and par
doned, even in a nobleman,* continued her ladyship, 
4 if it really proceeded from humility; but here, 
when I know it is connected with secret and inordi
nate arrogance, 'tis past all endurance. As the 
Frenchman said of the Englishman, for whom even 
his politeness could not find another compliment, 
44 II faut avouer que ce Monsieur a un grand talent 
pour le silence —he holds his tongue till people 
actually believe that he has somothing to say—a 
mistake they could never fall into if he would but 
speak.—It is not timidity ; it is all pride. I would 
pardon his dulness, and even his ignorance ; for one, 
as you say, might be the fault of his nature, and the 
other of his education : but his self-sufficiency is his 
own fault; and that I will not, and cannot pardon. 
Somebody says, that nature may make a fool, but 
a coxcomb is always of his own making. Now, 
my cousin—(as he is my cousin, I may say what I 
please of him,)—my cousin Craiglethorpe is a 
solemn coxcomb, who thinks, because his vanity is 
not talkative and sociable, that it's not vanity. 
What a mistake !' "—i. 146—148. 

These other traits of her character are given, 
on different occasions, by Lord Glenthorn:— 

"At first I had thought her merely superficial, 
and intent solely upon her own amusement; but I 
soon found that she had a taste for literature beyond 
what could have been expected in one who lived so 
dissipated a life ; a depth of reflection that seemed 
inconsistent with the rapidity with which she 
thought; and, above all, a degree of generous in
dignation against meanness and vice, which seemed 
incompatible with the selfish character of a fine 
lady ; and which appeared quite incomprehensible to 
the imitating tribe of her fashionable companions." 

i. 174. 
" Lady Geraldine was superior to manoeuvring 

little arts, and petty stratagems, to attract attention. 
She would not sloop, even to conquer. From gen
tlemen she seemed to expect attention as her right, 
as the right of her sex ; not to beg, or accept of it 
as a favour: if it were not paid, she deemed the gen
tleman degraded*, not herself. Far from being 
mortified by any preference shown to other ladies, 
her countenance betrayed only a sarcastic sort of 
pity for the bad taste of the men, or an absolute in
difference and look of haughty absence. I saw that 
she beheld with disdain the paltry competitions of 
the young ladies her companions: as her compan
ions, indeed, she hardly seemed to consider them ; 
she tolerated their foibles, forgave their envy, and 
never exerted any superiority, except to show her 
contempt of vice and meanness."—i. 198, 199. 

This may suffice as a specimen of the high 
life of the piece; which is more original and 
characteristic than that of Belinda—and alto
gether as lively and natural. For the low life, 
we do not know if we could extract a more 
felicitous specimen than the following de
scription of the equipage in which Lord Glen-
thorn's English and French servant were com
pelled to follow their master in Ireland. 

44 From the inn yard came a hackney chaise, in 
a most deplorably crazy state; the body mounted 
up to a prodigious height, on unbending springs, 
nodding forwards, one door swinging open, three 
blinds up, because they could not be let down, 
the perch tied in two places, the iron of the wheels 
half off, half loose, wooden pegs for linch-pins, and 
ropes for harness. The horses were worthy of the 
harness; wretched little dog-tired creatures, that 
looked as if they had been driven to the last gasp, 
and as if they had never been rubbed down in their 
lives ; their bones starting, through their skin ; one 
lame, the other blind; one with a raw back, the 
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other with, a galled breast; one with his neck poking 
down over his collar, and the other with his head 
dragged forward by a bit of a broken bridle, held at 
arms' length by a man dressed like a mad beggar, 
in half a hat, and half a wig, both awry in opposite 
directions ; a long tattered coat, tied round his waist 
by a hay-rope ; the jagged rents in the skirts of this 
coat showing his bare legs, marbled of many co
lours ; while something like stockings hung loose 
about his ankles. The noises he made, by way of 
threatening or encouraging his steeds, I pretend 
not to describe. In an indignant voice I called to 
the landlord ' I hope these are not the horses—I 
hope this is not the chaise, intended for my ser
vants. The innkeeper, and the pauper who was 
preparing to officiate as postilion, both in the same 
instant exclaimed—' Sorrow better chaise in the 
county! 'Sorrow!* said I—what do you mean 
by sorrow? 4 That there's no better, plase your 
honour, can be seen. We have two more to be 
sure but one has no top, and the other no bottom. 
Any way, there's no better can be seen than this 
same. And these horses!' cried I—1 why this 
horse is so lame he can hardly stand.' 4 Oh, plase 
your honour tho' he can't stand, he'll go fast 
enough. He has a great deal of the rogue in him, 
plase your honour. He's always that way at first 
^lUrf £Ut" • »> ?uU?at wretched animal"with the 
fni 1 breast • . He s all the better for it, when 
of nth!6 ^mS ; " ifthatc,wi" go w"h the speed ot light, plase your honour. Sure, is not he Knocke-
bamm/ythPa| f 1 give,fifteen guineas for him, 
Wv W luckPe,nnr. at the fair of ockeerog-
heryand he rising four year old at the same time?' 
hprdi«!6!J se,?ln£ hl® ™hip a"d reins in one hand, 
he clawed up his stockings with the other : so with 
25 a7 ftep hey£ot lnto his Place, and seated him
self, coachman-like, upon a well-worn bar of wood 
f ZvaSRa^CVOJ' ' ThrOW me the 'oTn £L trusJy» Bartly, for a cushion,' said he. A 

frieze coat was thrown up over the horse's heads 
Paddy caught it. < Where are you, Hosey®' cried 
he to a lad ,n charge of the leaders. ' Sure I'm 
only rowling a wisp of straw on my leg,' replied 
StsfilL l hr°W me UP>' added this pfragon of 
standers?' Arrfh! ° push °m e^u pjr ca'n' t° 'ye' - A 
™oarset00He°wa?'-hh knee' ?"d threw him uPon ,he 
norse. He was in his seat m a trice. Then clinp--
hl?rl^y t¥.I]Jane of his horse, he scrambled for the 
bridle which was under the other horse's feet 
Jound^^Padd'v WGli sa/,sded with himself, looked 
?"lat Faddy, who looked back to the chaise-
door at my angry servants, 4 secure in the last event 
anger SaSnd th.T'0,6in monotonous ger, and the Frenchman in every note of tbe 
RddU;-sas"deed &adndy" ' Necessity anydrwe0reo„e 
x auuy s side. He parried all that was said against 
hu chaise, his horses, himself, and his coin rv 
with invincible comic dexterity; till at last hnfh 

J'CjLVtiTttL Sir 'h0"' 
IM1 be^pVwidfeh.ri reTn'i Padr^- ' I'll engage 
Oh the rogue, he thinks he ha!!' Knockecr°ghery ! 
but I'll show him the differ.1 mQ &t a nonPlushi 

ecroghery kickedr anr^'addy dLWhl^Peid' Knock" 
scious of danger, sat within reach of "th J lrT"" 
horse, twitching up first one of hi 1 klck"ig 
other, and shifting as the animal • - en the 

escaping every time as it were by Safle w'rt' 
mixture of temerity and present • j Wlt.ha 

made us alternately look upon him a which 
and a hero, he gloried in the dangeT securer'man 

ceas, and of the sympathy of the^spectaSS | 

4 4 4 Ah ! didn't I compass him cleverly then ? Oh 
the villain, to be browbating me ! I'm too cute for 
him yet. See, there, now, he's come too; and I'll 
be his bail he'll go asy enough wid me. Ogh » he 
has a fine spirit of his own; but it's I that can 
match him. 'Twould be a poor case if a man like 
me couldn't match a horse any way, let alone a 
mare, which this is, or it never would be <?n v; 
cious.' i. 68, 69. VI" 

The most delectable personage, however 
in the whole tale, is the ancient Irish nurse 
Ellinor. The devoted affection, infantine sim
plicity, and strange pathetic eloquence of this 
half-savage, kind-hearted creature, afford Miss 
Edgeworth occasion for many most original 
and characteristic representations. We shall 
scarcely prepossess our English readers in 
her favour, by giving the description of her 
cottage. 

44 It was a wretched looking, low, mud-walled 
cabin. At one end it was propped by a buttress of 
loose stones, upon which stood a goat reared on his 
hind legs, to browse on the grass that grew on the 
housetop. A dunghill was before the only window 
at the other end of the house, and close to the door 
was a puddle of the dirtiest of dirty water, in which 
ducks were dabbling. At my approach, there came 
out of the cabin a pig, a calf, a lamb, a kid, and two 
geese, all with their legs tied; followed by cocks, 
hens, chickens, a dog, a cat, a kitten, a beggar-
man a beggar-woman, with a pipe in her mouth: 
children innumerable, and a stout girl, with a pitch
fork in her hand; altogether more than I, looking 
down upon the roof as I sat on horseback, and 
measuring the superficies with my eye, could have 

SfPJ]?Sed '\e ™ansio," caPai>le of containing. 
,h,d„ 1 E[hj0r O'Donoghoe was at home; but 

L IIJZI Ju' .the geese cackled, the turkeys 
so loudl'v "Jhl. ggarS begg1d wi,h one ,here was no chance of my being 
nlllfn ,t^ nhe£"|had at last Succeeded in ap? 
fhlt E^inner n?n Wlth,her P''chfork, she answered, 
wl! „ l Donoghoe was at home, but that she 
Ifier c ilhnrr f ft P°,taloes '",and she "'I to fetch her, 
I™ i' .g ys' 10 was the room 

l° C0Te.,°m j° h!s h0"°ur. As soon as 
tn j crouched under the door, and were able 

Unit- "Pf'Sj1- they welcomed me with a very 
dZT06!' a,ndfTere Proud to sce me in the king

dom. I asked if they were all Ellinor's sons. ' AH 
entirely,' was the first answer. ' Not one but one ' 
was the second answer. The third made the other 

her son6 I * ' PlaSe y0ur Honour. we are all 
son ' " Thin*' excepl myflr' who am her lawful 
??"' 1 "C? yo" are my foster brother ?' ' No 
P'aft y°ur Honour, it's not me, but my brother' 
and he's not mit.' 'Net in it ?• ' No, plaseTom 
w"?i!rl,befaas?.he's in lh« fOfge up 
I'm fTdv nt nt!y lard- ' And what are you V 

&c|!--L 94-96e yourhonour!'the short for Owen," 

an!,' tv lmP°®sible' however, for us to select 
ny thing that could give our readers even a 

vague idea of the interest, both serious and 
comic, that is produced by this original char 
acter, without quoting more of the story than 
we can now make room for. We cannot 
leave it however, without making our ac
knowledgments to Miss Edgeworth for the 
Handsome way in which she has treated our 

av [or tbe judgment as well as 
Mr m yi f ^as sh°wn in the character of 
Mr. Macleod, the proud, sagacious, friendly, 
and reserved agent of her hero. There is in-
W lh^T'laniP°cWLersof °hservation even in 
•her short sketch of his exterior. 
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44 He was a hard-featured, strong built, perpen
dicular man. with a remarkable quietness of deport
ment: lie spoke with deliberate distinctness, in an 
accent slighily Scotch ; and, in speaking, he made 
use ot no gesticulation, but held himself surprisingly 
still. No part of him but his eyes, moved; and 
they had an expression of slow, but determined 
good sense. He was sparing of bis words ; but the 
lew that he used said much, and went directly to 
the point."—i. 82. 

But we must now take an abrupt and reluct
ant leave of Miss Edgeworth. Thinking as 
we do, that her writings are, beyond all eom-

Earison, the most useful of any that have come 
efore us since the commencement of our 

critical career, it would be a point of conscience 
with us to give them all the notoriety that they 
can derive from our recommendation, even if 
their execution were in some measure liable 
to objection. In our opinion, however, they 
are as entertaining as they are instructive; 
and the genius, and wit, and imagination they 
display, are at least as remarkable as the just
ness of the sentiments they so powerfully in

culcate. To some readers they may seem to 
want the fairy colouring of high fancy and ro
mantic tenderness; and if is very true that 
they are not poetical love ta^es, any more than 
they are anecdotes of scahdal. We have 
great respect for the admirers of Rousseau and 
Petrarca; and we have no doubt that Miss 
Edgeworth has great respect for them;—but 
the world, both high and low, which she is 
labouring to mend, have no sympathy with 
this respect. They laugh at these things, and 
do not understand them; and therefore, the 
solid sense which she presses perhaps rather 
too closely upon them, though it admits of re
lief from wit and direct pathos, really could 
not be combined with the more luxuriant or
naments of an ardent and tender imagination. 
We say this merely to obviate the only objec
tion which we think can be made to the exe
cution of these stories; and to justify our 
decided opinion, that they are actually as 
perfect as it was possible to make them with 
safety to the great object of the author. 

( l u l l ) ,  

Tales of Fashionable Life. By Miss Eno 
"Belinda/'' "Castle Rackrenty* &c. 3 vols, 

The writings of Miss Edgeworth exhibit so 
singular an union of sober sense anil inex
haustible invention—so minute a knowledge 
of all that distinguishes manners, or touches i 
on happiness in every condition of human for
tune—and so just an estimate both of the real 
sources of enjoyment, and of thq illusions by 
which they are obstructed, that it cannot be 
thought wonderful that we should separate 
her from the ordinary manufacturers of novels, 
and speak of her Tales as works of more se
rious importance than much of the true history 
and solemn philosophy that come daily under 
our inspection. The great business of life, 
and the object of all arts and acquisitions, is 
undoubtedly to be happy; and though our 
success in this grand endeavour depends, in 
some degree, upon external circumstances, 
over which we have no control, and still more 
on temper and dispositions, which can only be 
controlled by gradual and systematic exertion, 
a very great deal depends also upon creeds 
and opinions, which may be effectually and 
even suddenly rectified, by a few hints from 
authority that cannot be questioned, or a few 
illustrations so fair and striking, as neither to 
be misapplied nor neglected. We are all, no 
doubt, formed, in a great degree, by the cir
cumstances in which we are placed, and the 
beings by whom we are surrounded ; bat still 
we have all theories of happiness—notions of 
ambition, and opinions as to the summum bo-
num of our own—more or less developed, and 
more or less original, according to our situa
tion and character—but influencing our con
duct and feelings at every moment of our 
lives, and leading us on to disappointment, 

1 8 1 2 . )  

eworth, Author of "Practical Education," 
12mo. pp. 1450. Johnson. London: 1812. 

and away from real gratification, as powerfully 
as mere ignorance or passion. It is to the 
correction of those erroneous theories that 
Miss Edgeworth has applied herself in that 
series of moral fictions, the last portion of 
which has recently come to our hands; and 
in which, we think, she has combined more 
solid instruction with more universal enter
tainment, and given more practical lessons of 
wisdom, with less tediousness and less pre
tension, than any other writer with whom we 
are acquainted. 

When we reviewed the first part of these 
Tales which are devoted to the delineation 
of fashionable life, we ventured to express a 
doubt, whether the author was justifiable for 
expending so large a quantity of her moral 
medicines on so small a body of patients— 
and upon patients too whom she had every 
reason to fear would turn out incurable. Up
on reflection, however, we are now inclined 
to recall this sentiment. The vices and illu
sions of fashionable life are, for the most part, 
merely the vices and illusions of human nature 
—presented sometimes in their most con
spicuous, and almost always in only their 
most seductive form;—and even where they 
are not merely fostered and embellished, but 
actually generated only in that exalted region, 
it is very well known that they " drop upon 
the place beneathf and are speedily propa
gated and diffused into the world below. To 
expose them, therefore, in this their original 
and proudest sphere, is not only to purify the 
stream at its source, but to counteract their 
pernicious influence precisely where it is 
most formidable and extensive. To point out 

2 T 
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the miseries of those infinite and laborious 
pursuits in which persons who pretend to 
be fasionable consume their days, would be 
but an unprofitable task ; while nobody could 
be found who would admit that they belong
ed to the class of pretenders; and all that 
remained therefore was to show, that the 
pursuits themselves were preposterous; and 
indicted the same miseries upon the unques
tioned leaders of fashion, as upon the hum
blest of their followers. For this task, too, 
Miss Edge worth possessed certain advantages 
of which it would have been equally unnatu
ral and unfortunate for her readers, if she had 
not sought to avail herself. 

We have said, that the hints by which we 
may be enabled to correct those errors of 
opinion which so frequently derange the whole 
scheme of life, must be given by one whose 
authority is not liable to dispute. Persons of 
fashion, therefore, and pretenders to fashion, 
will never derive any considerable benefit 
from all the edifying essays and apologues 
that superannuated governesses and precep
tors may indite for their reformation;—nor 
from the volumes of sermons which learned 
divines may put forth for the amendment of 
the age;—nor the ingenious discourses which 
philosophers may publish, from the love of 
fame, money, or mankind. Their feeling as 
to all such monitors is. that they know nothing 
at all about the matter, and have nothing to 
do with personages so much above them • 
and so they laugh at their prosing and pre
sumption—and throw them aside, with a min
gled sense of contempt and indignation. Now 
Miss Edgeworth happens fortunately to be 
born in the condition of a lady—familiar from 
early life with the polite world, and liable to 
no suspicion of having become an author from 
any other motives than those she has been 
pleased to assign. 

But it is by no means enough that we should 
be on a footing, in point of rank, with those 
to whom we are moved to address our instruc
tions. It is necessary that we should also 
have some relish for the pleasures we accuse 
them of overrating, and some pretensions to 
the glory we ask them to despise. If a man, 
without stomach or palate, takes it into his 
head t0 lecture against the pleasures of the 
table—or an old maid against flirtation—or a 
miser against extravagance, they may say as 
many wise and just things'as tLy pWe-
lauoheYpT7 &n\e that the>'wil1 either be laughed at, or not listened to; and that all 
ofYere8^8^68 Wl11 b® Set down to the score 
amanofwnanCe °r 1,1 the way, 
*£» t "Oman who is obviously without 
talents to shine or please in fashionable life 
may utter any quantity of striking truths as 
to its folly or unsatisfactoriness, wflhout ever 

solatory—that all those wise 
the fruit of disappointment and mortification 
—that they want to reduce all the worw Y 
their own dull level-and to denHve ntl 
of gratifications which they are them» ? 

of Th. SalitTiZ 

I Edgeworth, however, we think, is not in any 
very imminent danger of being disabled by 
this ingenious imputation; since, if we were 
to select any one of the traits tnat are indi
cated by her writings as peculiarly charac
teristic, and peculiarly entitled to praise we 
should specify the singular force of judgment 
and self-denial, which has enabled her to re
sist the temptation of being the most brilliant 
and fashionable writer of her day, in order to 
be the most useful and instructive. 

The writer who conceived the characters 
and reported the conversations of Lady Dela-
cour—Lady Geraldine—and Lady Dashfort 
(to take but these three out of her copious 
dramatis persona), certainly need not be afraid 
of being excelled by any of her contempora
ries, in that faithful but flattering representa
tion of the spoken language of persons of wit 
and politeness of the present day—in that 
light and graceful tone of raillery'and argu
ment—and in that gift of sportive but cutting 
medisance, which is sure of success in those 
circles, where success is supposed to be most 
difficult, and most desirable. With the con
sciousness of such rare qualifications, we do 
think it required no ordinary degree of forti
tude to withstand the temptation of being the 
nattering delineator of fashionable manners 
instead of their enlightened corrector; and to 

chance of amending the age in 
which she lived, to the certainty of enjoying 
its applauses. Miss Edgeworth, however, is 
entitled to the praise of this magnanimity:— 
Lor not only has she abstained from dressing 
any of her favourites in this glittering drapery, 
but she has uniformly exhibited it in such a 
way as to mark its subordination to the natural 
graces it is sometimes allowed to eclipse, and 
to point out the defects it still more frequently 
conceals It is a very rare talent, certainly, 
o be able to delineate both solid virtues ana 

captivating accomplishments with the same 
force and fidelity;—but it is a still rarer ex-
ercise of that talent, to render the former both 
more amiable and more attractive than the lat
ter and, without depriving wit and vivacity 
ol any of their advantages, to win not only 
our affections, but our admiration away from 
them, to the less dazzling qualities of the heart 
and the understanding. By what resources 
Miss Edgeworth is enabled to perform this 
teat, we leave our readers to discover, from 
the perusal of her writings;—of which it is 
our present business to present them with a 
slender account, and a scanty sample. 

These three new volumes contain but three 
stories;—the first filling exactly a volume, the 
second half a volume, and the last no less 
than a volume and a half. The first, which 
is entitled "Vivian," is intended to show not 
only into what absurdities, but into what guilt 
and wretchedness, a person, otherways esti
mable, may be brought by that "infirmity of 
puipose which renders him incapable of 
resisting the solicitations of others,—of saying 
iVo, m short, on proper occasions. The moral, 
perhaps, is brought a little too constantly for
ward ; and a little more exaggeration is ad
mitted into the construction of the story, than 
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Miss Edgeworth generally employs;—but it 
is full of characters and incidents and good 
sense, like all her other productions.# 

But we pass at once to the last, the longest, 
and by far the most interesting of these tales. 
It is entitled, " The Absenteeand is in
tended to expose the folly and misery of re
nouncing the respectable character of country 
ladies and gentlemen, to push, through in
tolerable expense, and more intolerable scorn, 
into the outer circles of fashion in London. 
That the case may be sufficiently striking, 
Miss Edgeworth has taken her example in an 
Irish family, of. large fortune, and consider
able rank in the peerage; and has enriched 
her main story with a greater variety of col
lateral incidents and characters, than in any 
of her other productions. 

Lord and Lady Clonbrony are the absentees; 
—and they are so, because Lady Clonbrony 
is smitten with the ambition of making a 
figure in the fashionable circles of London;— 
where her very eagerness obstructs her suc
cess; and her inward shame, and affected 
contempt for her native country, only make 
her national accent, and all her other nation
alities more remarkable. She has a niece, 
however, a Miss Grace Nugent, who is full 
of gentleness, and talent, and love for Ireland 
—and a son, Lord Colambre, who, though 
educated in England, has very much of his 
cousin's propensities. The first part of the. 
story represents the various mortifications and 
repulses which Lady Clonbrony encounters, 
in her grand attempt to be very fashionable 
in London—the embarrassments, and gradual 
declension into low company, of Lord Clon
brony—their plots to marry Lord Colambre to 
an heiress—and the growth of his attachment 
to Miss Nugent, who cordially shares both in 
his regret for the ridicule which his mother is 
at so much expense to excite, and his wish to 
snatch her from a career at once so inglorious 
and so full of peril. Partly to avoid his moth
er's importunities about the heiress, and partly 
to escape from the fascinations of Miss Nugent, 
whose want of fortune and high sense of duty 
seem to forbid all hopes of their union, he sets 
out on a visit to Ireland; where the chief in
terest of the story begins. There are here 
many admirable delineations of Irish charac
ter, in both extremes of life; and a very natu
ral development of all its most remarkable 
features. At first, his Lordship is very nearly 
entangled in the spells of Lady Dashfort and 
her daughter; and is led by their arts to form 
rather an unfavourable opinion of his country
men. An accidental circumstance, however, 
disclosing the artful and unprincipled charac
ter of these fair ladies, he breaks from his 
bondage, and travels incog, to his father's two 
estates of Colambre and Clonbrony;—the 
one flourishing under the management of a 
conscientious and active agent: the other 
going to ruin under the dominion of an un
principled oppressor. In both places, he sees 
a great deal of the native politeness, native 

* I now omit the original account of the two first 
tales ; and give only what relates to the last,—and 
most interesting, and characteristic. 

wit, and kind-heartedness of the lower Irish; 
and makes an acquaintance at the latter with 
one group of Catholic cottagers, more inter
esting, and more beautifully painted, in the 
simple colouring of nature, than all the Arca
dians of pastoral or romance. After detecting 
the frauds and villany of the tyrannical agent, 
he hurries back to London, to tell his story to 
his father; and arrives just in time to hinder 
him from being irretrievably entangled in his 
snares.. He and Miss Nugent now make joint 
suit to Lady Clonbrony to retire for a while 
to Ireland,—an application in -which they are 
powerfully seconded by the terrors of an exe
cution in the house; and at last enabled to 
succeed, by a solemn promise that the yellow 
damask furniture of the great drawing-room 
shall be burnt on the very day of their arrival. 
In the mean time, Lord Colambre, whose 
wider survey of the female world had finally 
determined him to seek happiness with Grace 
Nugent, even with an humble fortune, suffers 
great agony, from a discovery maliciously 
made by Lady Dashfort, of a stain on her 
mother's reputation; -which he is enabled at 
length to remove, and at the same time to re
cover a splendid inheritance, which had been 
long withheld by its prevalence, from the wo
man of his choice. This last event, of course, 
reconciles all parties to the match; and they 
all set out, in bliss and harmony, to the para
dise regained, of Clonbrony;—their arrival 
and reception at which is inimitably described 
in a letter from one of their postilions, with 
which the tale is concluded. 

In this very brief abstract, we have left out 
an infinite multitude of the characters and 
occurrences, from the variety and profusion 
of which the story derives its principal attrac
tion ; and have only attempted indeed to give 
such a general notice of the relations and 
proceedings of the chief agents, as to render 
the few extracts we propose to make intelli
gible. The contrivance of the story indeed is 
so good, and the different parts of it so con
cisely represented, that we could not give an 
adequate epitome of it in much less compass 
than the original. We can venture on nothing, 
therefore, but a few detached specimens: 
And we take the first from a class of society, 
which we should scarcely have thought char
acteristic of the country in question: we mean 
the Fine ladies of the Plebeian order, who 
dash more extravagantly, it seems, in Dublin, 
than any other place in this free and com
mercial empire. Lord Colambre had the 
good fortune to form an acquaintance with 
one of these, the spouse of a rich grocer, 
who invited him to dine with her at her villa, 
on his way back from the county of Wick-
low. The description, though of a different 
character from most of Miss Edgeworth's 
delineations, is so picturesque and lively, that 
we cannot help thinking it must have been 
taken from the life. We are tempted, there
fore, to give it a J full length. 

"After a charming tour in the county of Wick-
low, where the beauty of the natural scenery, and 
the taste with which those natural beauties have 
been cultivated, far surpassed the sanguine expect-
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ations Lord Colambre had formed, his LordsRip 
and his companions arrived at Tusculum ; where 
he found Mrs. Raffarty, and Miss Juliana O'Leary, 

very elegant—with a large party of the ladies and 
gentlemen of Bray assembled in a drawing-room, I 

nne with bad pictures and gaudy gilding ; the win
dows were all shut, and the company were playino-
cards, with all their might. This was the fashion 
of the neighbourhood. In compliment to Lord 
Lolambre and the officers, the ladies left the card-
tables; and Mrs. Raffarty, observing that his Lord
ship seemed partial to walking, took him out, as 

f ® M ' fo d° the honours of nature and art.' 
i he dinner had two great faults—profusion and 

pretension. 1 here was, in fact ten times more on 
I® •} n,was necessary; and the entertain
ment was far above the circumstances of the person 
fiL u was Sjven : for instance, the dish of 

f'l J brad ofJte table had been brought across 
,ffn, ?"} Sl'go, and had cost five guineas ; 

R,„ J. y *?f "15 house failed n°l ,0 make known. 
tfut, after all, things, were not of a piece: there 
attendantsbetween the entertainment and the 
th n^s a' tbefe.waa no proportion or fitness of 
things A painful endeavour at what could not be 
attained, and a toihng in vain to conceal and repair 
honslT163 a"d-blu ndefs- Had the mistress 
house been quiet; had she, as Mrs. Broadhm-^ ' 

TO°u"ii ^allwoufd hingS al°neJ le.l,hin«s ,ake [heir 
nennff: i , ? -e P^sed off with well-bred 
P pie . but she was incessantly apologising and 

ihf *r • baPta]n Bowles .'—James ! port wine tn 
the Major—James .' James Kenny! James "And 
panting James toiled after her in vain At length 
taring0UhaTfhnS g0t throu-h ' and affer a t?r-
T„m£ bour> second course appeared and 
James Kenny was intent upon one thinS and 'T Jl 

mmm 
lady's Zer kindLd^and "shfs^ke'-' Ke^t I 

in her' se^andXnTun ngbaak 

despair, ejaculated • 4 Ob £ f^T 3nd eyes in 

pyramid was raised hvthl ™* ' Jam?s !'~The 

tary eno-ineerc; or,ri » j assist^nce of the mili-
base; but the ikdy's terawZp"6 lgain on its 

restored to its equilibrium?'-pp" 25—28° S° eaS"y 

a. cJn'S/'-SSreST "*S* r» 
equally in love with ,b T , US almost 
writer who has painted rt '• ?nd with the 

pathos, and simS Tnm'hs,,chtralh' 
good-natured postbov lr,&?ni0lls and 
in the night, a few mil r™8 Lordship 
and then says, om cl°nbrony; 

" 1 If your honour will lend 
P,Ull/°V,ip the back of ditch ti!I 1 
stand while we go. I'll find J?.. 0 ' tbe horses will 
for ̂ the night with a widow of a broFher^f* l°dgi!"g 

ter s husband that was, as ever vrm d • my shis-
and your honour will be. no coLnarp^10 your JlTe; 
the inn at Clonbrony, which has no loo^e'devi! 1 

RFICTION. 
a stick. But where will I get your honour's hand t 
for it s coming on so dark, I can't see right??-

I 7 here ! you re up now safe. Yonder candle'i t'k 
house. ' Well, go and ask whether thev can • 
us a night's lodging ' 4 Is it ask ? When I seethe 
light!—Sure they'd be proud to give the train 
all the beds in the house, let alone one. Take cil 
of the polatoe furrows, that's all, and follow 
straight. I'll go on to meet the dogwhoknowa 
me<'< lV,lght be Grange to your honour' 

Kindly welcome." were the first words Lord 
Colambre heard when he approached the coftal 

• kindly welcome was in the sound offiiA 
voice, and in the countenance of the old worn 

Wind CrAZ'shading her r,lsh candle from the wind and holding it so as to light the path Whl 
he entered the cottage, he saw a'cheerful lire and? 
neat pretty young woman making it bla e "h? 
curts.ed, put her spinning wheel out of the „ y 
set a stool by the fire for the stranger; and repeal' 
ingm a very low tone of voice, ' Kindly welram? 
sir, retired. 4 Put down some eggs, dear there's 
hier"ty< V l l  f brL'' said ,hco,d ^oman, 
„! ?'—Th!h° '• bacon- . Yas no< "'0 lucky to be 

f y fg°ne to bed' bnr wa^n him 'said 
with th2!?l? l° (he,Pos'1,lon '• *and he will help you 
the nigh,.-?3'' and Put your boraes in .he bieVfo? 

ibi'r/0'" LTry chose to go on to Clonbrony with 

• kindly'welcomrm all?' thfsal, X- a'nl 
' Gr?U"ie'r' l0Ve'- VThere's your head, Grace' dear!' 
Grace!' repeated Lord Colambre, looking 

added" ^1° / h'S ,nvolul"ary exclamaifon h^ 
nan»» ' a common name in Ireland ?' 'J 

*Lad? rf" 1 y°rur honour, hut it was oive herbv 
herTosm^s r/'GnTb? "A °f h e r  S  
l^Vekl r' God bIess her; and a verv kind 
t bm thnS t0fUS and to aJI when she was Jiving in 

woman, wifh S ^ ̂  the old 

too; and sitting down hV ih/°fiUngnWOman si«hed 

her hand1?VnYafteJ6she ^g^'oh^ ^'T^^h^heklin 

'oM ^man-' 
ler's suDner on'rt g , bfd sauce for the travel-

fectly thank !° your ?' ' Per-

othet eggJ iZmorAth f c°ufd see you ea^n-' 
I nevefgte a he,!?? ' you' my good lady; 
hospitable welcome ' s?^er', nor received a more 
have to offer ' °' ,he we,come is all we 

laiSSgSSBS 

the"'iZlZiuCd1'*'L W?y 'ho^ubourer'keeps 
AndTbeJi, ? the day. s work with the overseer 
between our boy and'The n and 'S 3 di®Pule here 
counting the boy's ?allv ,h»,?er-Selr;Jand she was 

'roth he's over-worked ' ?W?"ld " ' for ln 

thing more from me mother^ad ,yh°eU T'-™3 

dmsp. i 
and the times ishSd? HPi ,hey're too poor, 
the times 1 Ther?> T" the agent's harder than 
the upper-' and ° 2 L ' the under and 
between them and thJOHI substance of one 
but we'll not be talking of X^tTspofl ^ulh^ 
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our's night's rest. The room's ready, and here's 
the rush light.' She showed him into a very small, 
but neat room. ' What a comfortable looking bed,' 
said Lord Colambre. ' Ah, these red check cur
tains,' said she, letting them down ; ' these have 
lasted well; they were give me by a good friend 
now far away, over the seas, my Lady Clonbrony ; 
and made by the prettiest hands ever you see, her 
neice's, Miss Grace Nugent's, and shea little child 
that time ; sweet love ! all gone !' The old woman 
wiped a tear from her eye, and Lord Colambre did 
what he could to appear indifferent. She set down 
the candle and left the room ; Lord Colambre went 
to bed, but he lay awake, ' revolving sweet and 
bitter thoughts.' 

44 The kettle was on the fire, tea things set, 
every thing prepared for her guest, by the hospita
ble hostess, who, thinking the gentleman would 
take tea to his breakfast, had sent off a gossoon by 
the first light to Clonbrony, for an ounce of tea, a 
quarter of sugar, and a loaf of white bread ; and 
there was on the little table good cream, milk, 
butter, eggs—all the promise of an excellent break
fast. It was a fresh morning, and there was a plea
sant fire on the hearth neatly swept up. The old 
woman was sitting in her chimney corner, behind a 
little skfeen of white-washed wall, built out into 
the room, for the purpose of keeping those who sat 
at the fire from the blast of the door. There was a 
loop-hole in this wall, to let the light in, just at the 
height of a person's head, who was sitting near the 
chimney. The rays of the morning sun now came 
through it, shining across the face of the old woman, 
as she sat knitting; Lord Colambre thought he had 
seldom seen a more agreeable countenance; intelli
gent eyes, benevolent smile, a natural expression 
of cheerfulness, subdued by age and misfortune. 
4 A good morrow to you kindly, sir, and I hope 
you got the night well ?—A fine day for us this 
Sunday morning; my Grace is gone to early prayers, 
so your honour will be content with an old woman 
to make your breakfast.—O, let me put in plenty, 
or it will never be good ; and if your honour takes 
stirabout, an old hand will engage to make that to 
your liking any way. for by great happiness we have 
what will just answer for you, of the nicest meal 
the miller made my Grace a compliment of, last 
time she went to the mill.' "—pp. 171—179. 

In the course of conversation, she informs 
her guest of the precarious tenure on which 
she held the little possession that formed her 
only means of subsistence. 

44 4 The good lord himself granted us the lase ; 
the life's dropped, and the years is out: but we 
had a promise of renewal in writing from the land
lord.—God bless him ! if he was not away, he'd 
be a good gentleman, and we'd be happy and safe.' 
4 But if you have a promise in writing of a renewal, 
surely, you are safe, whether your landlord is absent 
or present.'—4 Ah, no ! that makes a great differ, 
when there's no eye or hand over the agent.—Yet, 
indeed, there,' added she, after a pause, 4 as you 
say, I think we are safe ; for we have that memo
randum in writing, with a pencil, under his own 
hand, on the back of the lase, to me, by the same 
token when my good lord had his foot on the step 
of the coach, going away ; and I'll never forget 
the smile of her that got that good turn done for 
me, Miss Grace. And just when she was going to 
England and London, and young as she was, to 
have the thought to stop and turn to the likes of 
me ! O, then, if you could see her, and know her 
as I did ! That was the comforting angel upon 
earth—look and voice, and heart and all! O, that 
she was here present, this minute !—But did you 
scald yourself ?' said the widow to Lord Colambre. 
—4 Sure, you must have scalded yourself; for you 
poured the kettle straight over your hand, and it 
boiling ! O deear ! to think of so young a gentle
man s hand shaking so like my own. Luckily, to 
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prevent her pursuing her observations from the hand 
to the face, which might have betrayed more than 
Lord Colambre wished she should know, her own 
Grace came in at this instant—4 There, it's lor you 
safe, mother dear—the lase/' said Grace, throwing 
a packet into her lap. The old woman lifted up her 
hands to heaven with the lease between them— 
' Thanks be to Heaven !' Grace passed on, and 
sunk down on the first seat she could reach. Her 
face flushed, and, looking much fatigued, she loos
ened the strings of her bonnet and cloak.—4 Then, 
I'm tired !' but recollecting herself, she rose, and 
curtsied to the gentleman.—' What tired ye. dear V 
—' Why, after prayers, we had to go—for the agent 
was not at prayers, nor at home for us, when we 
called—we had to go all the way up to the castle ; 
and there by great good luck, we found Mr. Nick 
Garraghty himself, come from Dublin, and the lase 
in his hands; and he sealed it up that way, and 
handed it to me very civil. I never saw him so 
good — though he offered me a glass of spirits, 
which was not manners to a decent young woman, 
in a morning—as Brian noticed after.'—4 But why 
didn't Brian come home all the way with you, 
Grace V—4 He would have seen me home,' said 
Grace, 4 only that he went up a piece of the moun
tain for some stones or ore for the gentleman,—for 
he had the manners to think of him this morning, 
though shame for me. I had not, when I came in, 
or I would not have told you all this, and he himself 
by. See, there he is, mother.'—Brian came in very 
hot, out of breath, with bis hat full of stones. 'Good 
morrow to your honour. I was in bed last night; 
and sorry they did not call me up to be of sarvice. 
Larry was telling us, this morning, your honour's 
from Wales, and looking for mines in Ireland, and 
I heard talk that there was one on our mountain— 
may be, you'd be curious to see ; and so, I brought 
the best I could, but I'm no judge.' " 

Vol. vi. pp. 182—188. 

A scene of villainy now begins to disclose 
itself, as the experienced reader must have 
anticipated. The pencil writing is rubbed 
out: but tbe agent promises, that if they pay 
up their arrears, and be handsome, with their 
sealing money and glove money, &c. he will 
grant a renewal. To obtain the rent, the 
widow is obliged to sell her cow.—But she 
shall tell her story in her own words. 

4 4 4 Well, still it was but paper we got for the cow ; 
then that must be gold before the agent would take, 
or touch it—so I was laying out to sell the dresser, 
and had taken the plates and cups, and little things 
off it, and my boy was lifting it out with Andy the 
carpenter, that was agreeing for it, when in comes 
Grace, all rosy, and out of breath—it's a wonder I 
minded her run out, and not missed her—Mother, 
says she, here's the gold for you, don't be stirring 
your dresser.—And where's your own gown and 
cloak, Grace? says I. But, I beg your pardon, 
sir; may be I'm tiring you ?'—Lord Colambre en
couraged her to go on.—4 Where's your gown and 
cloak, Grace, says I.'—4 Gone.' says she. 4 The 
cloak was too warm and heavy, and I don't doubt, 
mother, but it was that helped to make me faint 
this morning. And as to the gown, sure I've a 
very nice one here, that you spun for me yourself, 
mother ; and that I prize above all the gowns that 
ever came out of a loom ; and that Brian said be
came me to his fancy above any gown ever he see 
me wear, and what could I wish for more.'—Now, 
I'd a mind to scold her for going to sell the gown 
unknown'st to me ; but I don't know how it was, 
I couldn't scold her just then,—so kissed her, and 
Brian the same; and that was what no man ever 
did before.—And she had a mind to be angry with 
him, but could not, nor ought not, says I; for he's 
as good as your husband now, Grace ; and no man 
can part yees now, says I, putting their hands to-
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gether.—Well, I never saw her look so pretty ; nor 
i? T3*3 n0t a haPP'er b°y tbat minute on God's 

earth than my son, nor a happier mother than my
self ; and I thanked God that he had given them to 
me ; and down they both fell on their knees for my 
blessing little worth as it was; and my heart's 
blessing they had, and I laid my hands upon them 
It s the priest you must get to do this for you to

morrow, says I.> "—Vol. vi. pp. 205—207. 
Next morning they go up in high spirits to 

the castle, where the villanous agent denies 
his promise ; and is laughing at their despair, 
when Lord Colambre is fortunately identified 
by Mrs. RafFarty, who turns out to be a sister 
ol the said agent, and, like a god in epic 
poetry, turns agony into triumph ! 

We can make room for no more now, but 
the epistle of Larry Brady, the good-natured 
postboy, to his brother, giving an account of 
S6 rtturn of the family to Clonbrony. If 
Miss Edgeworth had never written any other 
thing, this one letter must have placed her 
at the very top of our scale, as an observer of 
character and a mistress in the simple pa
thetic. We give the greater part of this ex
traordinary production. 

s i i e * J b r o t h e r , - Y o u r s  o f  t h e  1 6 t h ,  e n c l o -
to Sand "0te l°r my fa,her' came safe 
blessiSff t o  v o n 7 !  •  7"h his ,hanks 

f° y°u' be commends it to you herewith 
aga'". on account of his blinl7n no I 

immediate necessity, nor likelihood to wanHn fS-
over witHlfsn' j?ear Jor'bwith ; bu.Zn.L you 
tZVV u sPeed' a"d the note will answer for 
hastl f?r we can't enjoy tlie Tuck h 
mftin , 0 glve us' without yees: put the 
res m your pocket, and read it when you've time 

yesterday, all entirely™ ~Th5 £ 1 CTe J101"6 

BHBssnto 
micp r < 7>/r' say® he, did you keep your pro-
I 4 Mxr r %Toath a2rain the whiskey is it ?'savs 

lord as srood 21Pr°Ud '° fee your honour, my 

a r t d ° n o  Z r e f t  t f f "  

it in my heart (homl r rj ®n? tbanked him for 
was to conie of j j fl not kn™all the good 
the present We" no more °f myself? for 

the great gate1of "the'n™* V and we a" ffot ,0 

fine an evening as ever e s«nset, and as 
shining on the tops of rh ^°U SGG ' w tbe sun 

ticed tie leaves changed bmn',^ "le !?di?a 

8°t. J" ,he season- r believe tfal t°Ugh 
what they were about, and k „ ieaVes knew 

welcome them ; and the hi J? P ' ?n PurP<>se to 
stopped whisthng.Tha, they ® "hthS,ngir; and 1 

sorrow bit could they hear when 5k m : but 

park gate, for there was 8Uch a " 8°J to ,he 

shout, as you never see—and tL, ? i aVd such a 
off every carriage entirely, anddrew'5m h'om h°rSeu 
blessings, through the park And (HTd M ',w"h 

when they go, out, they didn'fgo shm tk'688 >' 
J.P ,n the great drawing?room bmwen s5rXhfVeS 

to the I.rrass, to satisfy the eyes and hearls thm, 

' FICTION. 

I fol',°Med lnem- lady on my young lord 
and Miss Grace Nugent that was, the beautifully! 
angel that ever you set eyes on, with the fines 
complexion and sweetest of smiles, upon 
the old lord s arm who had his hat off, bowing ,2 
all, and noticing the old tenants as he passed hv 
name. O, there was great gladness, and tears in the 
midst; for joy I could scarcely keep from mvself 

After a turn or two upon the It'rrass, my Lord 
Colambre quu his mother's arm for a minuie and 
he come to the edge of the slope, and looked down 
and through a the crowd for some one. 'Is jtZ 
widow O'Neill, my lord says I; • she's yonder 
with the spectacles on her nose, betwixt her son 
a"d d.au«b!ar> as usual.' Then my lord beckoned 
and they did not know which of the tree would stir-
and then he gave tree beckons with his own finger' 
and they all tree came fast enough to the bottom of 
lit k ?e'/°treneni my lord' and he wen, down 
mi l PeA Wi!d?w up,',(0' he's the true jantle-
mu i!it I? aM tree "Pon the to my lady and Miss Nugent; and I was up close 
after, that I might hear, which wasn't manners 
well i,? f ' t P ,'J' So what he aaid ' don 
all n r^r'C0V J  not ®et near enough after 
thl „.vtl n.ATrniT 'ady. sl"»le very hind, and take the widow O Neill by the hand, and then my Lord 
Colambre, induced Grace to Miss Nugent, and 
1 „k? u'as •word namesa and something about 
a check curtains ; but whatever it was, thev was all 
I ?n?l\P'rrSed6-then myLord Colambre Turned 
h,Pm wbh Wtl° had feli back' and took 
And ml i?'i??hCOmmenda,T to my loi-d his father, 
ifri A y ?rd m?ster sa1^' which I didn't know 

at thZ';5rat y sho,uld have their bouse and farm 
rent; and at the surprise, the widow 

dropped do wn dead ; and there was a cry as for ten 
tv'"gandT Be qU j'lfyuS ^ ' she'a only kd, fo? joy, and I went and lift her up, for her son hnH 

hm-n°re ?'nng,h lhat mino.'e than the chlfd new 

the shell, butTt lo2g.fon'theZtWellmTm'm" 

•j ' T1?at -was a]ways pretty and ffood ' said thp 
ki'nd W'Jayi"f her hand upon Miss Nugent ' and kind and good to me and mine. That minute there 
was music from below. The blind harpZ^O'Neill 
with his harp, that struck up ' Gracey Nuo-ent '' 
with ftatffinished'and my Lord Colambre smiling 
lnlj \ .standing m his eyes too, and the 
bid C?T-n1P]ng h18' d ran f0 tirrass bTnk to 

I i U caPs Rarry?' says I. 'Mv Lord Cn 
takes^me3 bVthl' ^ ̂ at °nce 5 and fo"r 

folyourlife T ^ Wy-run* 

my W™'s2fa? 8p 
his bodv ' ^T m' • ^ heart is with you, if not 

wteL'S t b.Sf, 

life fn Ireland6.® j T T" aS if he had ,ived al1 his 

rason do whak" V 6 SamLe ,oken wil1' for,bat 

be "han a man I R 868 WIth"s- a"d more may 
smile on „s 66 ®S 8°°d' that never would 

But I'm telling you of my father 'I've a 
yoTboddT h°f ' fa'5er•' 8-ys I; ' and must hare 

Tustice d h°rek J!!s"cf' and mv lord chief justice. So he changed colour a bit at first; but 

he saw me smile. ' And I've done no sin,' said he ; 
1 and, Larry, you may lead me now, as you led me 
all my life.'—And up the slope he went with me, as 
light as fifteen ; and when we got up, my Lord Clon
brony said, 41 am sorry an old tenant, and a good 
old tenant, as I hear you were, should have been 
turned out of your farm.'—1 Don't fret, it's no great 
matter, my lord,' said my father. ' I shall be soon 
out of the way; but if you would be so kind to 
speak a word for my boy here, and that I could af
ford, while the life is in me, to bring my other boy 
back out of banishment—' 
" 1 Then,' says my Lord Clonbrony, 4 I'll give 

you and your sons three lives, or thirty-one years, 
from this day, of your former farm. Return to it 
when you please.' 4 And,' added my Lord Co
lambre, 4 the daggers, I hope, will soon be banish
ed.' O, how could I thank him—not a word could 
I proffer—but I know I clasped my two hands and 
prayed for him inwardly. And my father was 
dropping down on his knees, but the master would 
not let him ; and observed, that posture should only 
be for his God ! And, sure enough, in that posture, 
when he was out of sight, we did pray for him that 
night, and will all our days. 

44 But before we quit his presence, he call me 
back, and bid me write to my brother, and bring 
you back, if you've no objections to your own 
country.—So come, my dear Pat, and make no 
delay, for joy's not joy complate till you're in it— 
my father sends his blessing, an# Peggy her love. 
The family entirely is to settle for good in Ireland ; 
and th'jre was in the castle yard last night a bonfire 
made by my lord's orders of the ould yellow da
mask furniture, to plase my lady, my lord says. 
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And the drawing-rooms, the butler was telling me, 
is new hung; and the chairs, with velvet, as white 
as snow, and shaded over with natural flowers, by 
Miss Nugent.—Oh ! how I hope what I guess will 
come true, and I've rason to believe it will, for I 
dream't in my bed last night, it did. But keep 
yourself to yourself—that Miss Nugent (who is no 
more Miss Nugent, they say, but Miss Reynolds, 
and has a new-found grandfather, and is a big 
heiress, which she did not want in my eyes, nor in 
my young lord's,) I've a notion, will be sometime, 
and may be sooner than is expected, my Lady Vis
countess Colambre—so haste to the wedding ! And 
there's another thing : they say the rich ould grand-
father'4 coming over ;—and another thing, Pat, you 
would not be out of the fashion. And you see it's 
growing the fashion, not to be an Absentee !'' 

If there be any of onr readers who is not 
moved with delight and admiration in the 
perusal of this letter, we must say, that we 
have but a poor opinion either of his taste or 
his moral sensibility; and shall think all the 
better of ourselves, in future, for appearing 
tedious in his eyes. For our own parts, we 
do not know whether we envy the author 
most, for the rare talent she has shown in 
this description, or for the experience by which 
its materials have been supplied. She not 
only makes us know and love the Irish nation 
far better than any other writer, but seems to 
us more qualified than most others to promote 
the knowledge and the love of mankind. 

( • N ' o m m l n r ,  1 8 1 4 . )  

Waverly, or JTis Sixty Years Since. In three volumes 12mo. pp. 1112. Third Edition. 
Edinburgh: 1814* 

IT is wronderful what genius and adherence written—composed, one half of it, in a dia-
to nature will do, in spite of all disadvan- lect unintelligible to four-fifths of the reading 
tages. Here is a thing obviously very hastily, population of the country—relating to a period 
and, in many places, somewhat unskilfully too recent to be romantic, and too far gone by 

* I have been a good deal at a loss what to do with 
these famous novels of Sir Waller. On the one 
hand, I could not bring myself to let this collection 
go forth, without some notice of works which, for 
many years together, had occupied and delighted 
me more than any thing else that ever came under 
my critical survey: While, on the o.ther, I could 
not but feel that it would be absurd, and in some 
sense almost dishonest, to fill these pages with long 
citations from books which, for the last twenty-five 
years, have been in the hands of at least fifty times 
as many readers as are ever likely to look into this 
publication—and are still as familiar to the genera
tion which has last come into existence, as to those 
who can yet remember the sensation produced by 
their first appearance. In point of fact I was in
formed, but the other day, by Mr. Caddell, that he 
had actually sold not less than sixty thousand 
volumes of these extraordinary productions, in the 
course of the preceding year! and that the demand 
for them, instead of slackening—had been for some 
time sensibly on the increase. In these circum
stances 1 think I may safely assume that their con
tents are still so perfectly known as not to require 
any citations to introduce such of the remarks orig
inally made on them as I may now wish to repeat. 
And I have therefore come to the determination of 
omitting almost all the quotations, and most of the 
detailed abstracts which appeared in the original i 

reviews ; and to retain only the general criticism, 
and character, or estimate of each performance— 
together with such incidental observations as may 
have been suggested by the tenor or success of 
these wonderful productions. By this course, no 
doubt, a sad shrinking will be effected in the primi
tive dimensions of the articles which are here re
produced ; and may probably give to what is re
tained something of a naked and jejune appear
ance. If it should be so, I can only say that I do 
not see how I could have helped it: and after all it 
may not be altogether without interest to see, from 
a contemporary record, what were the first impres
sions produced by the appearance of this new lu
minary on our horizon; while the secret of the 
authorship was yet undivulged, and before the rapid 
accumulation of its glories had forced on the dullest 
spectator a sense of its magnitude and power. I 
may venture perhaps also to add, that some of the 
general speculations of which these reviews sug
gested the occasion, may probably be found as well 
worth preserving as most of those which have been 
elsewhere embodied in this experimental, and some
what hazardous, publication. 

Though living in familiar intercourse with Sir 
Walter, I need scarcely say that I was not in the 
secret of his authorship; and in truth had no 
assurance of the fact, till the time of its promul
gation. 
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to be familiar—and published, moreover, in a 
quarter of the island where materials and 
talents for novel-writing have been supposed 
to be equally wanting : And yet, by the mere 
force and truth and vivacity of its colouring, 
already casting the whole tribe of ordinary no
vels into the shade, and taking its place rather 
with the most popular of our modern poems, 
than with the rubbish of provincial romances. 

The secret of this success, we take it. is 
merely that the author is a man of Genius* 
and that he has, notwithstanding, had virtue 
enough to be true to Nature throughout; and 
to content himself, even in the marvellous 
parts of his story, with copying from actual 
existences, rather than from the phantasms 
of his own imagination. The charm which 
this communicates to all works that deal in 
the representation of human actions and char
acter, is more readily felt than understood; 
and operates with unfailing efficacy even upon 
those who have no acquaintance with the 
originals from which the picture has been bor
rowed. It requires no ordinary talent, indeed, 
to choose such realities as may outshine the 
bright imaginations of the inventive, and so to 
combine them as to produce the most advan
tageous effect; but when this is once accom
plished, the result is sure to be something 
more W impressive, and engaging, than can 
ever be produced by mere fiction. 

The object of the work before us, was evi
dently to present a faithful and animated pic
ture ot the manners and state of society that 
prevailed in this northern part of the island, in 
the earlier part of last century; and the au
thor has judiciously fixed upon the era of the 
Rebellion in 1745, not only as enriching his 
Effhi J16 ln'erest inseparably attached 
'vr* ?. nal™ti°n of such occurrences, but as 

ore ing a fair opportunity for bringing out all 
the contrasted principles and habits which 
who fhU'n , th,e;',f[ererit c'asses of persons who then divided the country, and formed 
among them the basis of almost all that was 
peculiar in the national character. That un-
liJ^nat!iC?ntR?ti0.n brouSht conspicuously to 
light, and for the last time, the fading image 
offeuda chivalry in the mountains, and vul-
gar fanaticism m the plains: and startled the 
more polished parts of the land wi th the wdd 
SrSMlr °f Ae ^voted valour71n-
corruptible fidelity, patriarchal brotherhood 
one hand^ anfiVh °5, Z Ce,tio ^ans, on ,hl 
mini!!!'!, dark, intractable, and do-
other Both 7 tbre Covenanters on the 

. Both aspects of society had indeed 
Luntrv-bu[hPrd?,'ent V" otber parts of the 
R j i K7 ^ad ^ere been so long super-
mannerf ZZZ^^ habits> and mlfder 
faced and tbe^ VeSUges weie a,™ost ef-

sfcaSISS 
years,—and the dominion of the Pnrithif 
the time of the Restoration. When th J 7°™ 
and banded clans, of the central Highlands' 
therefore, were opened up to the ga J of the 
English, in the course of that insurrection it 
seemed as if they were carried back to the 

days of the Heptarchy;—and when they saw 
the array of the West country Whigs, thev 
might imagine themselves transported 'to the 
age of Cromwell. The effect, indeed, is al
most as startling at the present moment * and 
one great source of the interest which the 
volumes before us undoubtedly possess, is to 
be sought in the surprise that is excited by 
discovering, that in our own country, and al
most in our own age, manners and characters 
existed, and were conspicuous, which we had 
been accustomed to consider as belonging to 
remote antiquity, or extravagant romance. 

The way in which they are here represent
ed must satisfy every reader, we think, by an 
inward tact and conviction, that the delinea
tion has been made from actual experience 
and observation ;—experience and observation 
employed perhaps only on a few surviving 
relics and specimens of what was familiar a 
little earlier—but generalised from instances 
sufficiently numerous and complete, to war
rant all that may have been added to the por-
trait: And, indeed, the existing records and 
vestiges of the more extraordinary parts of 
the representation are still sufficiently abund
ant, to satisfy an who have the means of con
sulting them, as to the perfect accuracy of the 
picture. The great traits of Clannish depend
ence, pride, and fidelity, may still be detected 
in many districts of the Highlands, though 
they do not now adhere to the chieftains when 
they mingle m genera] society; and the ex
isting contentions of Burghers and Antibureh-
ers, and Cameronians, though shrunk into 
comparative insignificance, and left, indeed, 
without protection to the ridicule of'the pro
fane, may still be referred to, as complete 

a" thH iS hCTe Stated "bo"! 
tk! t ^ i °r, Ebenezer Cruickshank. 
ihe traits of Scottish national character in the 
ower ranks, can still less be regarded as an
tiquated or traditional; nor is there anything 
w the whole compass of the work which 
gives us a stronger impression of the nice ob-
servation and graphical talent of the author, 
man the extraordinary fidelity and felicity 
nth which all the inferior agents in the story 

are represented. No one who has not lived 
extensively among the lower orders of all de
scriptions, and made himself familiar with 
heir various tempers and dialects, can per-

ceive the full merit of those rapid and char
acteristic sketches; but it requires only a 
general knowledge of human nature, to feel 

a ey must be faithful copies from known 
rigmals; and to be aware of the extraordi-

f!f r\ ̂  .ar,d flexibility of hand which has 
touched, for instance^ with such discriminat
ing shades, the various gradations of the Celtic 
haracter, from the savage imperturbability 

Mahony, who stalks grimly about 
is battle-axe on his shoulder, without 

speaking a word to any one,—to the lively un
principled activity of Callum Beg.—the coarse 
unreflecting hardihood and heroism of Evan 
Maccombich.—and the pride, gallantry, ele
gance, and ambition of Fergus himseff In 
noo* fss Rowland characters, 
again, the vulgarity of Mrs. Flockhart and 0/ 
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Lieutenant Jinker is perfectly distinct and 
original:—as well as the puritanism of Gilfil-
lan and Cruickshank—the atrocity of Mrs. 
Muckle wrath — and the slow solemnity of 
Alexander Saunderson. The Baron of Brad
wardine. and Baillie Macwheeble, are carica
tures no doubt, after the fashion of the carica
tures in the novels of Smollet,—or pictures, at 
the best, of individuals who must always have 
been unique and extraordinary: but almost 
all the other personages in the history are fair 
representatives of classes that are still exist
ing, or may be remembered at least to have 
existed, by many whose recollections do not 
extend quite so far back as to the year 1745. 

Waverley is the representative of an old and 
opulent Jacobite family in the centre of Eng
land—educated at home in an irregular man
ner, and living, till the age of majority, mostly 
in the retirement of his paternal mansion— 
where he reads poetry, feeds his fancy with 
romantic musings, and acquires amiable dis
positions, and something of a contemplative, 
passive, and undecided character. All the 
English adherents of the abdicated family 
having renounced any serious hopes of their 
cause long before the year 1745. the guardians 
of young Waverley were induced, in that cele
brated year, to allow him to enter into the 
army, as the nation was then engaged in for
eign war—and a passion for military glory had 
always been characteristic of his line. He ob
tains a commission, accordingly, in a regiment 
of horse, then stationed in Scotland, and 
proceeds forthwith to head-quarters. Cosmo 
Comyne Bradwardine, Esq., of Tully-Veolan 
in Perthshire, had been an ancient friend of 
the house of Waverley, and had been enabled, 
by their good offices, to get over a very awk
ward rencontre with the King's Attorney-
General soon after the year 1715. The young 
heir was accordingly furnished with creden
tials to this faithful ally; and took an early 
opportunity of paying his respects at the an
cient mansion of Tully-Veolan. The house 
and its inhabitants, and their way of life, are 
admirably described. The Baron himself 
had been bred a lawyer; and was, by choice, 
a diligent reader of the Latin classics. His 

Srofession, however, was that of arms; and 
aving served several campaigns on the Con

tinent, he had superadded, to the pedantry 
and jargon of his forensic and academical 
studies, the technical slang of a German mar
tinet—and a sprinkling of the coxcombry of a 
French mousquetaire. He was, moreover, 
prodigiously proud of his ancestry; and, with 
ail his peculiarities, which, to say the truth, 
are rather more than can be decently accu
mulated in one character, was a most honour
able, valiant, and friendly person. He had 
one fair daughter, and no more—who was 
gentle, feminine, and affectionate. Waverley, 
though struck at first with the strange man
ners of this northern baron, is at length do
mesticated in the family; and is led, by curi
osity, to pay a visit to the cave of a famous 
Highland robber or freebooter, from which he 
is conducted to the castle of a neighbouring 
chieftain, and sees the Highland life in all its 

barbarous but captivating characters. This 
chief is Fergus Vich Ian Vohr—a gallant and 
ambitious youth, zealously attached to the 
cause of the exiled family, and busy, at the 
moment, in fomenting the insurrection, by 
wrhich his sanguine spirit never doubted that 
their restoration was to be effected. He has 
a sister still more enthusiastically devoted to 
the same cause—recently returned from a re
sidence at the Court of France, and dazzling 
the romantic imagination of Waverley not less 
by the exaltation of her sentiments, than his 
eyes by her elegance and beauty. While he 
lingers in this perilous retreat, he is suddenly 
deprived of his commission, in consequence 
of some misunderstandings and misrepresen
tations which it is unnecessary to detail; and 
in the first heat of his indignation, is almost 
tempted to throw himself into the array of 
the Children of Ivor, and join the insurgents, 
whose designs are no longer seriously disguis
ed from him. He takes, however, the more 
prudent resolution of returning, in the first 
place, to his family; but is stopped, on the 
borders of the Higlilands, by the magistracy, 
whom rumours of coming events had made 
more than usually suspicious, and forwarded 
as a prisoner to Stirling. On the march he is 
rescued by a band of unknown Highlanders, 
who ultimately convey him in safety to Edin
burgh, and deposit him in the hands of his 
friend Fergus Mac-Ivor, who was mounting 
guard with his Highlanders at the ancient pal
ace of Holy rood, where the Royal Adventurer 
was then actually holding his court. A com
bination of temptations far too powerful for 
such a temper, now beset Waverley; and, 
inflamed at once by the ill-usage he thought 
he had received from the government—the 
recollection of his hereditary predilections— 
his friendship and admiration of Fergus—his 
love for his sister—and the graceful conde
scension and personal solicitations of the un
fortunate Prince,—he rashly vows to unite his 
fortunes with theirs, and enters as a volunteer 
in the ranks of the Children of Ivor. 

During his attendance at the court of Holy-
rood, his passion for the magnanimous Flora 
is gradually abated by her continued indiffer
ence. and too entire devotion to the public 
cause; and his affections gradually decline 
upon Miss Bradwardine, who has leisure for 
less important concernments. He accom
panies the Adventurer's army, and signalises 
himself in the battle of Preston,—where he 
has the good fortune to save the life of an 
English officer, who turns out to be an inti
mate friend of his family, and remonstrates 
with him with considerable effect on the rash 
step he has taken. It is now impossible, 
however, he thinks, to recede with honour; 
and he pursues the disastrous career of the 
invaders into England—during which he 
quarrels with, and is again reconciled to Fer
gus—till he is finally separated from his corps 
in the confusion and darkness of the night-
skirmish at Clifton—and, after lurking for 
some time in concealment, finds his way to 
London, where he is protected by the grate 
ful friend whose life he had saved at Preston, 
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and sent back to Scotland till some arrange-
ments could be made about his pardon. Here 
he learns the final discomfiture of his former 
associates—is fortunate enough to obtain both 
his own. pardon, and that of old Bradwardine 
—and, after making sure of his interest in the 
heart of the young lady, at last bethinks him 
ot going to give an account of himself to his 
family at Waverley-Honour.—In his way, he 
attends the assizes at Carlisle, where all his 
efforts are ineffectual to avert the fate of his 
gallant friend Fergus—whose heroic demean-
our m that last extremity, is depicted with 
great leeling •—has a last interview with the 
desolated Flora—obtains the consent of his 
Iriends to his marriage with Miss Bradwar-

Pufs Baron in possession of his 
forfeited manor, and. m due time, carries his 
blooming bride to the peaceful shades of his 
own paternal abode. 

Such is the outline of the storyalthough 
it is broken and diversified with so many sub
ordinate incidents that what we have now 
given will afford but a very inadequate idea 
even of the narrative part of the performance. 
Though that narrative is always lively and 
undonlitfv)?Tea' the w0lk consists, undoubtedly in the characters and descrip-
t'ons—thoughi we can scarcely venture to pre
sent our readers with more than a single 
specimen; and we select, as one of the most 
characteristic, the account of Waverley's night 
visit to the cave of the Highland freebootef I 

nf « i" a sh?rt time,' ,he found himself on the banks 
him forSnn!i1Vert u®' where his conductor gave 
while TherSmonn y^KSt Sit d°Wn for a bttle 

rnmmm 
bis coWmhptbn

rr i d v ' 0 f  . r u i n a t i o n ,  

& a 
flicker like a meteor unnn th ustr®' seemed to 
While Edward wa ched ?h Q l"ge °f the horizon-
tent dash of oars was heard fe0menon'jhe dis-
arrived near and more np-ir • 5 measured splash 
whistle was heard in the 'same p,resent|y a loud 
friend with the battle-axe direction. His 
clear and shrill, in reply to th^? ? y ,whistled 
manned with four or five g j ; and a boat> 
a little inlet, near which EdwarJfw^8' pusbed for 
advanced to meet them with hL sefed* He 
immediately assisted into the boat bv th m Was 

attention of two stout mountaineers^ »„/??OU8 

sooner seated himself, than thev ri=, jad, no 

oars, and began to row across the IakpUm®u r 
rapidity. 88 tne Iake with great 

1 FICTION. 

" The party preserved silence, interrupted onlr 
by the monotonous and murmured chant of a Gaelic 
song, sung in a kind of low recitative by the steers 
man, and by the dash of the oars, which the notes 
seemed to regulate, as they dipped to them in ra 
dence. The light, which they now approached 
more nearly assumed a broader, redder, and more 
irregular splendour. It appeared plainly to be a 
large fire; but whether kindled upon an islandn! 
the mainland, Edward could not determine As hp 
saw it, the red glaring orb seemed to rest on the 
very surface of the lake itself, and resembled the 
fiery vehicle in which the Evil Genius of an oriental 
tale traverses land and sea. They approached 
nearer; and the light of the fire sufficed to show 
that it was kindled at the bottom of a huge dark craxr 
or rock, rising abruptly from the very edge of the 
water; its front, changed by the reflection to dusky 

T 3 stran^el and even awful contrast to 
the banks around, which were from time to time 

" mi?" uPart y enlightened by pallid moonlight. 
^ iJ j® n<?W neai*ed the shore, and Edward 
could discover that this large fire was kindled in 
he jaws of a lofty cavern, into which an inlet from 

whir h seemed to advance ; and he conjectured, 
. which was indeed true, that the fire had been kin. 
Thi38 3 rC-°nu f? thf boatmen on their return. 
They rowed right for the mouth of the cave; and 
then shipping their oars, permitted the boat to enter 
with the impulse which it had received. The skiff 
passed the little point, or platform of rock on whiih 
he fire was blazing, and running about two boats' 

u®ri stopPed where the cavern, for it was 
already arched overhead, ascended from the water 

• by five or six broad ledges of rock To easy and 
' Afth7 mnn 7 mighl -b® termed naturaI steps. At this moment, a quantity of water was suddenly 

fiun& upon the fire, which sunk with a hissing noise 

fonrdedIthFourSaoPrPefiared 'He ,ight ft had 
onf of iho k . or five'active arms lifted Waverley 
out pf the boat, placed him on his feet, and almost 
carried him into the recesses of the cave. He made 

few paces in darkness, guided in this manner • and 
advancing towards a hum of voices, wTch seemed 
urn°DornMnRthe T"* °f ]he ^ck, at an a™ute 

ment were before his^eyes? ^ Wh°'e eStabiish" 
, • , The interior of the cave, which here rose verv 
Jhh,WaS- T1!lated hy torches made of pine-tree 
l emitted a bright and bickering lighi. attended 
liirht ong' .'bough not unpleasant odour. Their 
light was assisted by the red glare of a large char 

which were seated five or sif armed 
ghlandcrs, while others were indistinctly seen 

of "heeca°vnelne,r In"!?8' '1 'he m°te remote recesses cavern. In one large aperture, which thp 
therJ^hCe!'°Ul,y Lcalled hie spence (or pantry) 

trjrr' "FP- *^ 
beeves Afford / PT of 'he inside of the 
coarse" fafignl »«!! r,e(reshmer"> which, though 
steaks' ron«»l i. hunger tendered palatable, 
ral abundance "Vr coa's> were supplied in libe-
and their ho«'^u dlsaPPea.ted before Evan Dhu 
magic and a.tn i,aJ?r?i?ptItl!de that seemed like 
puzzled to rppnn"1! I .Waverley, who was much 
Lard of tbf k ®-h®lr voracity with what he had 
A heath nnflc, eT°uSncS3 of the Highlanders— 
had been nronL "nr ,h®flowe" stuck uppermost, 
and hor^ ePar®d for him in a recess of the cave; 
be musteredVehe lWllr SU®h Spare p,aids as could 

motions of t'hT Jr °- uTe time watchinS the 
Small nartipo f ° r lnbabitants of the cavern. 
phceithnn « T °r three en,ered or Ieb the 
in Gaelic tn th7y ? er cerer"ony than a few words 

®llc t0 the Principal outlaw, and when he fell 

asleep, to a tall Highlander who acted as his lieuten
ant, and seemed to keep watch during his repose. 
Those who entered, seemed to have returned from 
some excursion, of which they reported the success, 
and went without farther ceremony to the larder, 
where cutting with their dirks their rations from 
the carcases which were there suspended, they pro
ceeded to broil and eat them at their own time and 
leisure. 

" At length the fluctuating groupes began to 
swim before the eyes of our hero as they gradually 
closed; nor did he reopen them till the morning 
sun was high on the lake without, though there was 
but a faint and glimmering twilight in the recesses 
of Uaimh an Ri, or the King's cavern, as the abode 
of Donald Bean Lean, was proudly denominated. 

" When Edward had collected his scattered recol
lection, he was surprised to observe the cavern to
tally deserted. Having arisen and put his dress in 
some order, he looked more accurately around him, 
but all was still solitary. If it had not been for the 
decayed brands of the fire, now sunk into grey 
ashes, and the remnants of the festival, consisting 
of bones half burned and half gnawed, and an empty 
keg or two, there remained no traces of Donald and 
his band. 

"Near to the mouth of the cave he heard the 
notes of a lively Gaelic song, guided by which, in 
a sunny recess, shaded by a glittering birch tree, 
and carpetted with a bank of firm white sand, he 
found the damsel of the cavern, whose lay had 
already reached him, busy to the best of her power, 
in arranging to advantage a morning repast of milk, 
eggs, barley bread, fresh butter, and honeycomb. 
The poor girl had made a circuit of four miles that 
morning in search of the eggs, of the meal which 
baked her cakes, and of the other materials of the 
breakfast, being all delicacies which she had to beg 
or borrow from distant cottagers. The followers 
of Donald Bean Lean used little food except the 
flesh of the animals which they drove away from 
the Lowlands; bread itself was a delicacy seldom 
thought of, because hard to be obtained; and all 
the domestic accommodations of milk, poultry, but
ter, &c. were out of the question in this Scythian 
camp. Yet it must not be omitted, that although 
Alice had occupied a part of the morning in provi
ding those accommodations for her guest which the 
cavern did not afford, she had secured time also to 
arrange her own person in her best trim. Her 
finery was very simple. A short russet-coloured 
jacket, and a petticoat of scanty longitude, was her 
whole dress: but these were clean, and neatly ar
ranged. A piece of scarlet embroidered cloth, called 
the snood, confined her hair, which fell over it in a 
profusion of rich dark curls. The scarlet plaid, 
which formed part of her dress, was laid aside, that 
it might not impede her activity in attending the 
stranger. I should forget Alice's proudest orna
ment were I to omit mentioning a pair of gold ear
rings, and a golden rosary which her father, (for 
she was the daughter of Donald Bean Lean) had 
brought from F ranee—the plunder probably of some 
battle or storm. 

" Her form, though rather large for her years, 
was very well proportioned, and her demeanour 
had a natural and rustic grace, with nothing of the 
sheepishness of an ordinary peasant. The smiles, 
displaying a row of teeth of exquisite whiteness, and 
the laughing eyes, with which, in dumb-show, she 
gave Waverley that morning greeting which she 
wanted English words to express, might have been 
interpreted by a coxcomb, or perhaps a young 
soldier, who, without being such, was conscious of 
a handsome person, as meant to convey more than 
the courtesy of a hostess. Nor do I take it upon 
me to say, that the little wild mountaineer would 
have welcomed any staid old gentleman advanced 
in life, the Baron of Bradwardine, for example, 
with the cheerful pains which she bestowed upon 
Edward's accommodation. She seemed eager to 
place him by the meal which she had so sedulous-
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ly arranged, and to which she now added a few 
bunches of cranberries, gathered in an adjacent mo 
rass. Having had the satisfaction of seeing him 
seated at breakfast, she placed herself demurely 
upon a stone at a few yards' distance, and appeared 
to watch with great complacency for some oppor 
tunity of serving him. 

"Meanwhile Alice had made up in a small has 
ket what she thought worth removing, and flinging 
her plaid around her, she advanced up to Edward, 
and, with the utmost simplicity, taking hold of his 
hand, offered her cheek to his salute, dropping, at 
the same time, her little courtesy. Evan, who was 
esteemed a wag among the mountain fair, advanced, 
as if to secure a similar favour; but Alice, snatch
ing up her basket, escaped up the rocky bank as 
fleetly as a deer, and, turning round and laughing, 
called something out to him in Gaelic, which he 
answered in the same tone and language ; then 
waving her hand to Edward, she resumed her road, 
and was soon lost among the thickets, though they 
continued for some time to hear her lively carol, as 
she proceeded gailv on her solitary journey." — 
Vol. i. pp. 240—270. 

The gay scenes of the Adventurer's court 
—the breaking up of his army from Edin
burgh—the battle of Preston—and the whole 
process of his disastrous advance and retreat 
from the English provinces^ are given with 
the greatest brilliancy and effect—as well as 
the scenes of internal disorder and rising dis
union that prevail in his scanty army—the 
quarrel with Fergus—and the mystical visions 
by which that devoted chieftain foresees his 
disastrous fate. The lower scenes again with 
Mrs. Flockhart, Mrs. Nosebag, Callum-Beg? 
and the Cumberland peasants, though to some 
fastidious readers they may appear coarse and 
disgusting, are painted with a force and a 
truth to nature, which equally bespeak the 
powers of the artist, and are incomparably 
superior to any thing of the sort which has 
been offered to the public for the last u sixty 
years." There are also various copies of 
verses scattered through the work, which 
indicate poetical talents of no ordinary de
scription—though bearing, perhaps still more 
distinctly than the prose, the traces of consid
erable carelessness and naste. 

The worst part of the book by far is that 
portion of the first volume which contains the 
history of the hero's residence in England— 
and next to it is the laborious, tardy, and ob
scure explanation of some puzzling occur
rences in the story, which the reader would, 
in general, be much better pleased to be per
mitted to forget—and which are neither well 
explained after all, nor at all worth explaining. 

There has been much speculation, at least 
in this quarter of the island, about the author
ship of this singular performance—and cer
tainly it is not easy to conjecture why it is 
still anonymous.—Judging by internal evi
dence, to which alone we pretend to have 
access, we should not scruple to ascribe it to 
the highest of those authors to whom it has 
been assigned by the sagacious conjectures 
of the public ;—and this at least we will ven
ture to say, that if it be indeed the work of 
an author hitherto unknown, Mr. Scott would 
do well to look to his laurels, and to rouse 
himself for a sturdier competition than any 
he has yet had to encounter ! 
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( M a n ;!), 1817.) 
Tales of My Landlord, collected and arranged by Jedediah Cleishbotham, Schoolmaster and 

Parish Clerk of the Parish of Gandercleugh. 4 vols. 12mo. Edinburgh: 1816. 

THIS, we think, is beyond all question a 
new coinage from the mint which produced 
Waverley, GuyMannering, and the Antiquary: 
—For though it does not bear the legend and 
superscription of the Master on the face of 
the pieces, there is no mistaking either the 
quality of the metal or the execution of the 
die—and even the private mark, we doubt 
not, may be seen plain enough, by those who 
know how to look for it. It is quite impos
sible to read ten pages of this work, in short, 
without feeling that it belongs to the same 
school with those very remarkable produc
tions ; and no one who has any knowledge of 
nature, or of art, will ever doubt that it is an 
original. The very identity of the leading 
characters in the whole set of stories, is a 
stronger proof, perhaps, that those of the last I 
series are not copied from the former, than 
even the freshness and freedom of the drape
ries with which they are now invested—or 
the ease and spirit of the new groups into 
which they are here combined. No imitator 
would have ventured so near his originals, 
and yet come off so entirely clear of them : 
And we are only the more assured that the 
old acquaintances we continually recognise in 
these volumes, are really the persons they 
pretend to be, and no false mimics, that we 
recollect so perfectly to have seen them be
fore, or at least to have been familiar with 
some of their near relations ! 

We have often been astonished at the 
quantity of talent—of invention, observation, 
and knowledge of character, as well as of 
spirited and graceful composition, that may 
be found in those works of fiction in our lan
guage, which are generally regarded as 
among the lower productions of our litera
ture;-—upon which no great pains is under
stood tobe bestowed, and which are seldom 
regarded as titles to a permanent reputation. 
It JNovels, however, are not fated to last as 
long as Epic poems, they are at least a great 
deal more popular m their season : and, slight 
as their structure, and imperfect as their fin
ishing may often be thought in comparison, 
ZB "° h,es'tation in ^ying, that the betted 
ente^?ns ? art are incomparably more 
entertammg, and considerably more instrac-
5!e: Srea objection to them, indeed, is, 
that they are too entertaining-and are so 

^yothe reading as to "be apt to pro
duce a disrelish for other kinds of reading 
which may be more necessary, and can in 
no way be made so agreeable. Neither sci 
mof' ^ T T'0 hiSt°ry' nor Political nor professional instruction, can be rightly con
veyed we fear m a pleasant tale; and, there
fore, all those things are in danger of appear 

ing dull and uninteresting to the votaries of 
these more seductive studies. Among the 
most popular of these popular productions 
that have appeared in our times, we must 
rank the works to which we just alluded; 
and we do not hesitate to say, that they are 
well entitled to that distinction. They are 
indeed, in many respects, very extraordinary 
performances—though in nothjngmore extra
ordinary than in having remained so long un
claimed. There is no name, we think, in our 
literature, to which they would not add lustre 
—and lustre, too, of a very enviable kind; 
for they not only show great talent, but in
finite good sense and good nature,—a more 
vigorous and wide-reaching intellect than is 
often displayed in novels, and a more power
ful fancy, and a deeper sympathy with va
rious passion, than is often combined with 
such strength of understanding. 

The author, whoever he is, has a truly 
graphic and creative power in the invention 
and delineation of characters—-'which he 
sketches with an ease, and colours with a 
brilliancy, and scatters about with a pro
fusion, which reminds us of Shakespeare 
himself: Yet with all this force and felicity 
in the representation of living agents, he has 
the eye of a poet for all the striking aspects 
external of nature ; and usually contrives, 
both in his scenery and in the groups with 
which it is enlivened, to combine the pictur
esque with the natural, with a grace that has 
rarely been attained by artists so copious and 
rapid. His narrative, in this way, is kept con
stantly full of life, variety,.and colour; and 
is so interspersed with glowing descriptions, 
and lively allusions, and dying traits of sa
gacity and pathos, as not only to keep our 
attention continually awake, but to afford a 
pleasing exercise to most of our other facul
ties. The prevailing tone is very gay and 
pleasant; but the author's most remarkable, 
and, perhaps, his most delightful talent, is 
that of representing kindness of heart in union 
with lightness of spirits and great simplicity 
ol character, and of bending the expression 
ol warm and generous and exalted affections 
w ith scenes and persons that are in themselves 

l°wly and ludicrous- This gift he shares 
with his illustrious countryman Burns—as he 
does many of the other qualities we have 
mentioned with another living poet,—who is 
only inferior perhaps in that to which wre have 
last alluded. It is very honourable indeed, 
we think, both to the author, and to the readers 
among whom he is so extremely popular, that 
the great interest of his pieces is for the most 
part a Moral interest—that the concern we 
take in his favourite characters is less on ac-
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count of their adventures than of their amia-
bleness—and that the great charm of his works 
is derived from the kindness of heart, the 
capacity of generous emotions, and the lights 
of native taste which he ascribes, so lavishly, 
and at the same time with such an air of truth 
and familiarity, even to the humblest of these 
favourites. With all his relish for the ridicu
lous, accordingly, there is no tone of misan
thropy, or even of sarcasm, in his representa
tions ; but, on the contrary, a great indulgence 
and relenting even towards those who are to 
be the objects of our disapprobation. There 
is no keen or cold-blooded satire—no bitter
ness of heart, or fierceness of resentment, in 
any part of his writings. His love of ridicule 
is little else than a love of mirth; and savours 
throughout of the joyous temperament in 
which it appears to have its origin ; while the 
buoyancy of a raised and poetical imagination 
lifts him continually above the region of mere 
jollity and good humour, to which a taste, by 
no means nice or fastidious, might otherwise 
be in danger of sinking him. He is evidently 
a person of a very sociable and liberal spirit 
—with great habits of observation—who has 
ranged pretty extensively through the varie
ties of human life and character, and mingled 
with them all, not only with intelligent famili-
arity, but with a free and natural sympathy 
for all the diversities of their tastes, pleasures, 
and pursuits—one who has kept his heart as 
well as his eyes open to all that has offered 
itself to engage them; and learned indulgence 
for human faults and follies, not only from 
finding kindred faults in their most intolerant 
censors, but also for the sake of the virtues by 
which they are often redeemed, and the suf
ferings by which they have still oftener been 
chastised. The temper of his writings, in 
short, is precisely the reverse of those of our 
Laureates and Lakers, who, being themselves 
the most whimsical of mortals, make it a con
science to loathe and abhor all with whom 
they happen to disagree; and labour to pro
mote mutual animosity and all manner of 
uncharitableness among mankind, by refer
ring every supposed error of taste, or pecu
liarity of opinion, to some hateful corruption 
of the heart and understanding. 

With all the indulgence, however, which 
we so justly ascribe to him, we are far from 
complaining of the writer before us for being 
too neutral and undecided on the great sub
jects which are most apt to engender exces
sive zeal and intolerance—and we are almost 
as far from agreeing with him as to most of 
those subjects. In politics it is sufficiently 
manifest, that he is a decided Tory—and, we 
are afraid, something of a latitudinarian both 
in morals and religion. He is very apt at least 
to make a mock of all enthusiasm for liberty 
or faith—and not only gives a decided prefer
ence to the social over the austerer virtues— 
but seldom expresses any warm or hearty ad
miration, except for those graceful and gentle
man-like principles, which can generally be 
acted upon with a gay countenance—and do | 
not imply any great effort of self-denial, or ' 
any deep sense of the rights of others, or the 
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helplessness and humility of our common 
nature. Unless we misconstrue very grossly 
the indications in these volumes, the author 
thinks no times so happy as those in which an 
indulgent monarch awards a reasonable por-
tk)n of liberty to grateful subjects, who do 
not call in question his right either to give or 
to withhold it—in which a dignified and de
cent hierarchy receives the homage of their 
submissive and uninquiring flocks—and a 
gallant nobility redeems the venial immo
ralities of their gayer hours, by brave and 
honourable conduct towards each other, and 
spontaneous kindness to vassals, in whom 
they recognise no independent rights, and not 
many features of a common nature. 

It is very remarkable, however, that, with 
propensities thus decidedly aristocratical, the 
ingenious author has succeeded by far the 
best in the representation of rustic and homely 
characters; and not in the ludicrous or con
temptuous representation of them—but by 
making them at once more natural and more 
interesting than they had ever been made 
before in any work of fiction; by showing 
them, not as clowns to be laughed at—or 
wretches, to be pitied and despised—but as 
human creatures, with as many pleasures and 
fewer cares than their superiors—with affec
tions not only as strong, but often as delicate 
as those whose language is smoother—and 
with a vein of humour, a force of sagacity, 
and very frequently an elevation of fancy, as 
high and as natural as can be met with among 
more cultivated beings. The great merit of 
all these delineations, is their admirable truth 
and fidelity—the whole manner and cast of 
the characters being accurately moulded on 
their condition—and the finer attributes that 
are ascribed to them so blended and harmonis
ed with the native rudeness and simplicity of 
their life and occupations, that they are made 
interesting and even noble beings, without the 
least particle of foppery or exaggeration, and 
delight and amuse us, without trespassing at 
all on the province of pastoral or romance. 

Next to these, we think, he has found his 
happiest subjects, or at least displayed his 
greatest powers, in the delineation of the grand 
and gloomy aspects of nature, and of the dark 
and fierce passions of the heart. The natural 
gaiety of his temper does not indeed allow 
him to dwell long on such themes;—but the 
sketches he occasionally introduces, are exe
cuted with admirable force and spirit—and 
give a strong impression both of the vigour of 
his imagination, and the variety of his talent. 
It is only in the third rank that we would place 
his pictures of chivalry and chivalrous char
acter—his traits of gallantry, nobleness, and 
honour—and that bewitching combination of 
gay and gentle manners, with generosity, can
dour. and courage, which has long been fa
miliar enough to readers and writers of novels, 
but has never before been represented with 
such an air of truth, and so mu,<*h ease and 
happiness of execution. 

Among his faults and failures, we must give 
the first place to his descriptions of virtuous 
young ladies—and his representations of the 

2 U 
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ordinary business of courtship and conversa
tion in polished life. We admit that those 
things, as they are commonly conducted in 
real life, are apt to be a little insipid to a mere 
critical spectator;—and that while they conse
quently require more heightening than strange 
adventures or grotesque persons, they admit 
less of exaggeration or ambitious ornament: 
—Yet we cannot think it necessary that they 
should be altogether so tame and mawkish as 
we generally find them in the hands of this 
spirited writer,—whose powers really seem 
to require some stronger stimulus to bring 
them into action, than can be supplied by the 
flat realities of a peaceful and ordinary exist
ence. His love of the ludicrous, it must also 
be observed, often betrays him into forced 
and vulgar exaggerations, and into the repeti
tion of common and paltry stories,—though it 
is but fair to add, that he does not detain us 
long with them, and makes amends by the 
copiousness of his assortment for the indiffer
ent quality of some of the specimens. It is 
another consequence of this extreme abund
ance in which he revels and riots, and of the 
fertility of the imagination from which it is 
supplied, that he is at all times a little apt to 
overdo even those things which he does best 
His most striking and highly coloured char
acters appear rather too often, and go on rather I 
too long. It is astonishing, indeed, with what 
spirit they are supported, and how fresh and ' 
animated they are to the very last;—but still 
there is something too much of them—and 
they would be more waited for and welcomed 
it they were not quite so lavish of their pres
ence.—It was reserved for Shakespeare alone, 
to leave all his characters as new and unworn 
?h /Tl them, and to carry Falstaff 
through the business of three several plays 
and leave us as greedy of his sayings as at the 
moment of his first introduction. It is no 
ight praise to the author before us. that hp 

has somehmes reminded us of this, as well 

"•* 
Ais and unpremeditated 

add that h -genK characteristics, we must 
Scottish !f Ve aI1 n§s national and Scottish,—and never seems to feel the powers 
soil Hi! excePl when he touches his native 
ravea f?nCrUryT?!-al0ne> therefore, can 
Sof L ?, hlS merits. or a perfect 
indeed of th ex 'ences ;—and those only, cieed, of them, who have mingled as he 

"tfth s,ia;' s 
Of character, of wluXVlZ fT tmitB 
exuressivp Tt • nicn ** then only becomes 
meaning of Jords°a® the 

and Cmor»e "Sem ^ 
are native, and as signs both of t m 

condition anjong those who are 
their import. re fai™har with 

We must content ourselves ^ r 
this hasty and superficial sketch of the^rlne 

Charaeter of this author's perfoLanclJfn", 

the place of a more detailed examination of 
those which he has given to the public since 
we first announced him as the author of 
Waverley. The time for noticing his two 
intermediate works, has been permitted totro 
by so far, that it would probably be difficrit 
to recal the public attention to them with any 
effect ;and, at all events, impossible to affect 
by any observations of ours, the judgment 
which has been passed upon them, with verv 
little assistance, we must say, from professed 
critics, by the mass of their intelligent readers 
—by whom, indeed, we have no doubt that 
they are, by this time, as well known, and as 
correctly estimated, as if they had been in-
debted to us for their first impressions on the 

.u }e£l'F,°L' °"F°wn Parts we must confess, 
that Waverley still has to us all the fascination 
01 a first love 1 and that we cannot help think
ing, that the greatness of the public transac
tions m which that story was involved, as 
well as the wildness and picturesque graces 
of its Highland scenery and characters, have 
invested it with a charm, to which the more 
iamiiiar attractions of the other pieces have 
not quite come up. In this, perhaps, our 
opinion differs from that of better judges — 
but we cannot help suspecting, that the latter 
publications are most admired by many, at 
least m the southern part of the island, only 
because they are more easily and perfectly 

I u-Ti00?', in c°nsequence of the training 
which had been gone through in the perusal 
of the former. But, however that be, we are 
far enough from denying that the two suc
ceeding works are performances of extraordi-
tlfiT ™ent>—and are willing even to admit, 
that they show quite as much power and 
genius in the author—though, to our taste at 
least, the subjects are less happily selected. 
th: t 7? Duwmont is> beyond all question, we 
think, the best rustic portrait that has ever 
yet been exhibited to the public—the most 
honourable to rustics, and the most creditable 
to the heart, as well as the genius of artist 

the truest to nature—the most interesting 
Mto®™08.1, compete in all its lineaments 
Meg Memleesbelongs more to the depart

ment of poetry She is most akin to the 
witches of Macbeth, with some traits of the 
Of a rinsv f fngrffted 011 the COarser Stock ot a Gipsy of the last century. Though not 
allowed to h nature> .however, she must be 
allowed to be a very imposing and emphatic 
CneT5 b6 m"'gled b0th -th the business and the scenery of the piece, with 
the greatest possible skill and effect.—Pley-
avnl'la,bar!ih.Cai'iCva,Ure' and Dirk Hatteric a vulgar bandit of the German school The 
2 l°°> are ratber more faultless and more 
insipid than usual,-and all the genteel per-
•- n, indeed, not a little fatiguing. Yet there 
are many passages of great merit, of a gentler 
obt rinSS obtrusive character. The grief of 
old Ellengowan for the loss of his child, and 
wnft v h,S°wn dotag'e and death, are 
very touching and natural; while the many 
descriptions of the coast scenery, and of the 
various localities of the story, are given with 

freedom, force, and effect, that bring erery 
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feature before our eyes, and impress us with 
an irresistible conviction of their reality. 

The Antiquary is, perhaps, on the whole, 
less interesting,—though there are touches in 
it equal, if not superior, to any thing that 
occurs in either of the other works. The 
adventure of the tide and night storm under 
the cliffs, we do not hesitate to pronounce the 
very best description we ever met with,—in 
verse or in prose, in ancient or in modern 
writing. Old Edie is of the family of Meg 
Merrilees,—a younger brother, we confess, 
with less terror and energy, and more taste 
and gaiety, but equally a poetical embellish
ment of a familiar character; and yet resting 
enough on the great points of nature, to be 
blended without extravagance in the trans
actions of beings so perfectly natural and 
thoroughly alive that no suspicion can be en
tertained of their reality. The Antiquary him
self is the great blemish of the work,—at 
least in so far as he is an Antiquary 3—though 
we must say for him, that, unlike most oddi
ties, he wearies us most at first; and is so 
managed, as to turn out both more interesting 
and more amusing than we had any reason 
to expect. The low characters in this book 
are not alwTays worth drawing; but they are 
exquisitely finished; and prove the extent and 
accuracy of the author's acquaintance with 
human life and human nature.—The family 
of the fisherman is an exquisite group through
out ; and, at the scene of the funeral, in the 
highest degree striking and pathetic. Dous-
terswivel is as wearisome as the genuine 
Spurzheim himself: And the tragic story of 
the Lord is, on the whole, a miscarriage; 
though interspersed with passages of great 
force and energy. The denouement which con
nects it with the active hero of the piece, is al
together forced and unnatural.—We come now, 
at once, to the work immediately before us. 

The Tales of My Landlord, though they fill 
four volumes, are, as yet, but two in number; 
the one being three times as long, and ten 
times as interesting as the other. The intro
duction, from which the general title is de
rived, is as foolish and clumsy as may be; 
and is another instance of that occasional im
becility, or self-willed caprice, which every 
now and then leads this author, before he 
gets afloat on the full stream of his narration, 
into absurdities which excite the astonish
ment of the least gifted of his readers. This 
whole prologue of My Landlord, which is 
vulgar in the conception, trite and lame in the 
execution, and utterly out of harmony with 
the stories to which it is prefixed, should be 
entirely retrenched in the future editions; 
and the two novels, which have as little con
nection wfith each other as with this ill-fancied 
prelude, given separately to the world, each 
under its own denomination. 

The first, which is comprised in one volume, 
is called "The Black Dwarf"—and is, in 
every respect, the least considerable of the 
family—though very plainly of the legitimate 
race—and possessing merits, which, in any 
other company, would have entitled it to no 
slight distinction. The Dwarf himself is a 

little too much like the hero of a fairy tale, 
and the structure and contrivance of the story, 
in general, would bear no small affinity to 
that meritorious and edifying class of compo
sitions, was it not for the nature of the details, 
and the quality of the other persons to whom 
they relate—who are as real, intelligible, and 
tangible beings as those with whom we are 
made familiar in the course of the author's 
former productions. Indeed they are very 
apparently the same sort of people, and come 
here before us again with all the recommenda
tions of old acquaintance. The outline of the 
story is soon told. The scene is laid among the 
Elliots and Johnstons of the Scottish border, 
and in the latter part of Queen Anne's reign; 
when the union then newly effected betwjen 
the two kingdoms, had revived the old feel
ings of rivalry, and held out, in the general 
discontent, fresh encouragement to the parti-
zans bf the banished family. In this turbulent 
period, two brave, but very peaceful and loyal 
persons, are represented as plodding their way 
homewards from deer-stalking, in the gloom 
of an autumn evening, when they are encoun
tered, on a lonely moor, by a strange mis
shapen Dwarf, who rejects their proffered 
courtesy, in a tone of insane misanthropy, and 
leaves Hobbie Elliot, who is the successor of 
Dandie Dinmont in this tale, perfectly per
suaded that he is not of mortal lineage, but a 
goblin of no amiable dispositions. He, and 
his friend Mr. Earnscliff, who is a gentleman 
of less credulity, revisit him again, however, 
in daylight; when they find him laying the 
foundations of a small cottage in that dreary 
spot. With some casual assistance the fabric 
is completed; and the Solitary, who still 
maintains the same repulsive demeanour, 
fairly settled in it. Though he shuns all so
ciety and conversation, he occasionally ad
ministers to the diseases of men and cattle; 
and acquires a certain awful reputation in the 
country, half between that of a wizard and a 
heaven-taught cow-doctor. In the mean time 
poor Hobbie's house is burned, and his cattle 
and his bride carried off by the band of one 
of the last Border foragers, instigated chiefly 
by Mr. Yere, the profligate Laird of Ellieslaw, 
who wishes to raise a party in favour of the 
Jacobites; and between whose daughter and 
young Earnscliff there is an attachment, which 
her father disapproves. The mysterious Dwarf 
gives Hobbie an oracular hint to seek for his 
lost bride in the fortress of this plunderer, 
which he and his friends, under the command 
of young Earnscliff, speedily invest; and 
when they are ready to smoke him out of 
his inexpugnable tower, he capitulates, and 
leads forth, to the astonishment of all the be
siegers, not Grace Armstrong, but Miss Yere, 
who, by some unintelligible refinement of 
iniquity, had been sequestered by her worthy 
father in that appropriate custody. The Dwarf, 
who, with all his misanthropy, is the most 
benevolent of human beings, gives Hobbie a 
fur bag full of gold, and contrives to have his 
bride restored to him. He is likewise con
sulted in secret by Miss Vere, who is sadly 
distressed, like all other fictitious damsels, by 
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her father's threats to solemnise a forced 
marriage between her and a detestable ba
ronet.—and promises to appear and deliver 
her, however imminent the hazard my ap
pear. Accordingly, when they are all ranged 
for the sacrifice before the altar in the castle 
chapel, his portentous figure pops out from 
behind a monument,—when he is instantly 
recognised by the guilty Ellieslaw, for a cer
tain Sir Edward Mauley, who was the cousin 
and destined husband of the lady he had af-
terwaids married, and who had been plunged 
into temporary insanity by the shock of that 
fair one's inconstancy, on his recovery from 
which he had allowed Mr. Vere to retain the 
greatest part of the property to which he suc-
CHu by her deatl?i and had been supposed 
to**be sequestered in some convent abroad, 
when he thus appears to protect the daughter 
of his early love. The desperate Ellieslaw at 
hrst thinks of having recourse to force, and 
calls m an armed band which he had that 
day assembled' in order to favonr a rising of 
the Catholics—when he is suddenly surround
ed by Hobbie Elliot and Earnscliff, at the 
head of a more loyal party, who have just i 
overpowered the insurgents, and taken pos- 1 

session of the castle. Ellieslaw and the Ba-
ronet of course take horse and shipping forth 
of the realm; while his fair daughter is given 
away to Earns cliff by the benevolent Dwarf-
who immediately afterwards disappears, and 
seeks a more profound retreat, beyond the 
reach of their gratitude and gaiety. 
«rW)f fin16!, an<? more considerable story, 
which fills the three remaining volumes of 
this publication, is entitled, though with no 
Mnrt eyen t0 lts fictitious origin,Old 
W, 1 lT 'A Z : f most> il should only have 
been called the tale or story of Old Mortality 
--being supposed to be collected from the in-
formation of a,singular person who is said at 
one time to have been known by that strange 
tradh'n ; J redacteur of his interesting tiaditions is here supposed to be a village 
brin°CT master> though his introduction 
5ii- aSa'n ln contact with My Landlord 
and his parish clerk, we could have almost 
^'Ten 'hat unlucky fiction, if it had often 

giacefuf a US 'fi copPMy with sketches, as 
as we find m the following passage 

sontm Tft a'ld habhs 0f this -ngnlar^fr! 
the sfeentnrfimfu "v"1",8 that there was> on 

alseZlK hy banks of a lone]y ri^let, 
frequentlv ttTg #r0und to us 

sounds distinct from thos/whirh SUrpi?,Sed t0, hear 

solitude, the gentle chidinrr usually soothe its 
and the sighing of the winrf T' tbe brook, 
gigantic ash trees, which mark th& ugbs of three 

clink of a hammer was uJnn^'Cemete?y' The 

tinctly heard ; and I entertam ^ occasion, dis-
march-dike, long meditated Cy .heTwo n™ 'hat 3 
whose estates were divided hv nl?V P.roPnetors 
was about to be drawn up th/^ brook> 
etitute its rectilinear deformity; n the gra^ffi !° S"a" 
mg of the natural boundary l 
was agreeably undeceived. A old man^wastald j 
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upon the monument of the slaughtered Presbvi 
nans ; and busily employed in deepening, with U 
chisel, the letters of the inscription, which annom! 
mg, in scriptural language, the promised blessiZ 
of futurity to be the lot of the slain, anathematS 
the murderers with corresponding violence A hi 
bonnet of unusual dimensions covered the ffrevhak 
of the pious workman. His dress was a large old 
fashioned coat, of the coarse cloth called LZ' 
grey, usually worn by the elder peasants wX 
wmstcoat and breeches of the same; and the'who! 
suit, though still in decent repair, had obviously 
Sf%airall,K°ful0ung s.'rrvice- s'rotig clouted shoes 
studded with hob-nails, and gramoches or 
made of thick black cloth, completed his eS 
ment. Beside him, fed among the graves, a ponv 
the companion of his journey, whose extreme while 
ness, as well as its projeecting bones and hollow 
eyes, indicated its antiquity. It was harnessed ih 
the most simple manner, with a pair of branks, and 
hair tether, or halter, and a sunk, or cushion of 
straw, instead of bridle and saddle. A canvass 
pouch hung round the neck of the animal, for the pun 
nnf,'i,Pr° i yu °f co"Ia,in'ng 'he rider's tools, and 
ny thing else he might have occasion to carry with 

him. Alihough I had never seen the old man be-
i°Z'Zet' 1i°mrtL? Slngula"ty of his employment 
and the style of his equipage, I had no difficulty in 
recognising a religious itinerant whom I hod often 
heard talked of, and who was known in vaX 
parlsol Stoiland by the name of Old Mortality, 
i-ool here this man was born, or what was his 
thn mofi e' hayeknev«r heen able to learn, nor are 

I lllLT It! • made him desert his home, and 
I adopt the erratic mode of life which he pursued 
' hanveWheld If MC6P' ?eJy ^ernlly. He Fs said to 
land faFm'. h ,"e 1erud °J h,s iife- a sma|l moor-land farm , but, whether from pecuniary osses or 
domestic misfortune, he had long renounced ,'ha 
and every other gainful calling. In the languave 
kind red* "and' F* ¥ hjS t°USe home,' 

death— knfLjf°r' Until ,he day his 
deaih a period, it is said, of nearly thirty years 
ast reeMamd hk "g p'lgnmage- the P'oua "nthusi-i-.ulated his circuit so as annually to visit thp 
bXFhe °SwordUtl,o°rrt!!na,Ve Covenanlera- whosufTered 

rliJnsJthi: , y the execut>oner, during the 
Th ? , tw0 last monarchs of the Stuart line 
ation inX'hF3 816 " apart from a!1 human habit-
wanderers had fl»defm°°rS a",d wi,ds <0 which th« 
they exLsrXF r)U M ,CrnCealment' BuI w''ereve ey existed, Old Mortality was sure to visit thpm 
reach InatheUmnrMnd 'hem his I tab., thi , ,"e'y of the moun-
or Fid to k shooter has been often sur
prised to find him busied in cleaning the moss from 

[ the grey stones, renewing with his chisel the half 
deth6 whhC wP|!lhnS',hand rePairing 'he emblems^rf 
usually adorned 'heS6 S'mple mo""™en,s are 
„ ,AS 'h.e wanderer was usually to be seen bent 
country Schlard^^relMerirFLX^r^ 

™e acquired fch;.Wh"e P°ny grazing by his side, ne acquired, from his converse among the dead the 
popular appellation of Old Mortality^' 

Vol. ii. pp. 7—18. 

rhJo ? SCfne, of.th® storVthus strikingly Intro-
dXnst 1S I- S.c.otland of course—in those 
the P f times which immediately preceded 
S°hUwfi1688i and exhibits a lively 
picture, both of the general state of manners 
„ , period, and of the conduct and temper 
fief pnn,Clp,eB of th® two great parties in poli-
tics and religion that were then engaged in 
unequal and rancorous hostility. There are 
tif hf f certamlJ; ]vhhin the reach of authen
tic history, on which it is more painful to look 

TALES OF MV LANDLORD. 533 

back—which show a government more base 
and tyrannical, or a people more helpless and 
miserable: And though all pictures of the 
greater passions are full of interest, and a 
lively representation of strong and enthusiastic 
emotions never fails to be deeply attractive, 
the piece would have been too full of distress 
and humiliation, if it had been chiefly engaged 
with the course of public events, or the record 
of public feelings. So sad a subject would 
not have suited many readers—and the author, 
we suspect, less than any of them. Accord
ingly, in this, as in his other works, he has 
made use of the historical events which came 
in his way, rather to develope the characters, 
and bring out the peculiarities of the individu
als whose adventures he relates, than for any 
purpose of political information; and makes 
us present to the times in which he has placed 
them, less by his direct notices of the great 
transactions by which they were distinguished, 
than by his casual intimations of their effects 
on private persons, and by the very contrast 
which their temper and occupations often ap
pear to furnish to the colour of the national 
story. Nothing, indeed, in this respect is more 
delusive, or at least more woefully imperfect, 
than the suggestions of authentic history, as 
it is generally—or rather universally written 
—and nothing more exaggerated than the im
pressions it conveys of the actual state and 
condition of those who live in its most agitated 
periods. The great public events of which 
alone it takes cognisance, have but little direct 
influence upon the body of the people; and 
do not, in general, form the principal business, 
or happiness or misery even of those who are 
in some measure concerned in them. Even 
in the worst and most disastrous times—in 
periods of civil war and revolution, and public 
discord and oppression, a great part of the 
time of a great part of the people is still spent 
in making love and money—in social amuse
ment or professional industry—in schemes for 
worldly advancement or personal distinction, 
just as in periods of general peace and pros
perity. Men court and marry very nearly as 
much in the one season as in the other; and 
are as merry at weddings and christenings— 
as gallant at balls and races—as busy in their 
studies and counting houses—eat as heartily, 
in short, and sleep as sound—prattle with 
their children as pleasantly—and thin their 
plantations and scold their servants as zeal
ously, as if their contemporaries were not fur
nishing materials thus abundantly for the 
Tragic muse of history. The quiet under
current of life, in short, keeps its deep and 
steady course in its eternal channels, unaf
fected, or but slightly disturbed, by the storms 
that agitate its surface ; and while long tracts 
of time, in the history of every country, seem, 
to the distant student of its annals, to be dark
ened over with one thick and oppressive cloud 
of unbroken misery, the greater part of those 
Who have lived through the whole acts of the 
tragedy will be found to have enjoyed a fair 
average share of felicity, and to have been 
much less impressed by the shocking events 
of their day than those who know nothing 

else of it than that such events took place in 
its course. Few men, in short, are historical 
characters—and scarcely any man is always, 
or most usually, performing a public part. 
The actual happiness of every life depends 
far more on things that regard it exclusively, 
than on those poliiical occurrences which are 
the common concern of society; and though 
nothing lends such an air, both of reality and 
importance, to a fictitious narrative, as to con
nect its persons with events in real history, 
still it is the imaginary individual himself that 
excites our chief interest throughout, and we 
care for the national affairs only in so far as 
they affect him. In one sense, indeed, this 
is the true end and the best use of history; 
for as all public events are important only as 
they ultimately concern individuals, if the in
dividual selected belong to a large and com
prehensive class, and the events, and their 
natural operation on him, be justly represent
ed, we shall be enabled, in following out his 
adventures, to form no bad estimate of their 
true character and value for all the rest of the 
community. 

The author before us has done all this, we 
think ; and with admirable talent and effect : 
and if he has not been quite impartial in the 
management of his historical persons, has con
trived, at any rate, to make them contribute 
largely to the interest of his acknowledged 
inventions. His view of the effects of great 
political contentions on private happiness, is 
however, we have no doubt, substantially 
true; and that chiefly because it is not exag
gerated—because he does not confine himself 
to show how gentle natures may be roused 
into heroism, or rougher tempers exasperated 
into rancour, by public oppression,—but turns 
still more willingly to show with what ludi
crous absurdity genuine enthusiasm may be 
debased, how little the gaiety of the light-
hearted and thoughtless may be impaired by 
the spectacle of public calamity, and how, in 
the midst of national distraction, selfishness 
will pursue its little game of quiet and can
ning speculation—and gentler affections find 
time to multiply and to meet! 

It is this, we think, that constitutes the great 
and peculiar merit of the work before us. It 
contains an admirable picture of manners and 
of characters; and exhibits, we think, with 
great truth and discrimination, the extent and 
the variety of the shades which the stormy 
aspect of the political horizon would be likely 
to throw on such objects. And yet, though 
exhibiting beyond all doubt the greatest pos
sible talent and originality, we cannot help 
fancying that we can trace the rudiments of 
almost all its characters in the very first of the 
author's publications.—Morton is but another 
edition of Waverley;—taking a bloody part in 
political contention, without caring much about 
the cause, and interchanging high offices of 
generosity with his political opponents.— 
Claverhouse has many of the features of the 
gallant Fergus.—Cuddie Headrigg, of whose 
merits, by the way, we have given no fail-
specimen in our extracts, is a Dandie Dinmont 
of a considerably lower species;—and even 

2 u 2 
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the Covenanters and their leaders were sha
dowed out; though afar off, in the gifted Gil-
Allan, and mine host of the Candlestick. It is 
in the picture of these hapless enthusiasts, 
undoubtedly, that the great merit and the 
great interest of the work consists. That in
terest, indeed, is so great, that we perceive it 
has even given rise to a sort of controversy 
among the admirers and contemners of those 
ancient worthies. It is a singular honour, no 
doubt, to a work of fiction and amusement, to 
e thus made the theme of serious attack and 

defence upon points of historical and theologi
cal discussion ; and to have grave dissertations 
written by learned contemporaries upon the 
accuracy of its representations of public events 
and characters, or the moral effects of the style 
ot ridicule in which it indulges. It is difficult 
tor us, we confess, to view the matter in so 
serious a light ; nor do we feel much disposed. 1 

even if we had leisure for the task, to venture 
ourselves into the array of the disputants. 
One word or two, however, we shall say, be-
o7%Zlf %upon the two Z'reat P°ints 
of difference. First, as to the author's pro-
1m7 hJ?h }ng scnP[ural expressions ridicu- i 

he has ascribed ,o I 

1 On the other point, also, we rattier W * 
the side of the author. He is a Torv ° 
think, pretty plainly in principle, and scarcdv 
disguises his preference for a Cavalier over' 
Puritan ; But, with these propensities, we 
think he has dealt pretty fairly with both 
s'deg—especially when k is considered that 
though he lays his scene in a known crisis of 
his national history, his work is professedlya 
work of fiction, and cannot well be accused 
of misleading any one as to matters of W 
He might have made Claverhouse victorious 
at Drumclog, if he had thought fit and no. 
body could have found fault with him. The 
insurgent Presbyterians of 1666 and the snh 
sequent years, were, beyond all question a 
pious, brave, and conscientious race of men— 
to whom, and to whose efforts and sufferings 
their descendants are deeply indebted for the' 
liberty both civil and religious which thev 
still enjoy, as well as for the spirit of resist-
a",fe to tyranny, which, we trust, they have 
inherited along with it. Considered generally 
as a party, it is impossible that they should 
ever be remembered, at least in Scotland, but 
with gratitude and veneration—that their suf
ferings should ever be mentioned but with 

Lil, ̂ iniouoD in mcux j.act- aac 

opponents0'61^ °f ^ mSUrSent Party a"d their | exultation. t pnde and 

As to the first, we do not know very well 
tar "use oTs Undoubtedly,all light o/jocu , 
tar use of Scripture phraseology is in some 
measure indecent and profane: Yet we do not 

now m what other way those hypocritical 
p etences to extraordinary sanctity which 
generally disguise themselves in such a garb 
rhp l r° effectua,1yexposed. Andevenwhere 
the ludicrous misapplication of hol u • 
of mom I"6 ignorance,or the foolish mimicr; 
of more learned discoursers, as it is impossible 
occuTs i/k ^atnhf f°lly When 11 actually 
writers' n it f°TT"ty and 

catimr i tf m wa7 11 hes, to resist fabri- I 
Tn purpose of exciting smiles 
of such T nZCt'°ACii" aff°rd a">'Justification 
, -cha proceeding, we conceive that its 
|UollIlCrlrlOn "ixjrmlW Kr. X tt 

tfultation. At fixe saiie time, it S impo, 
I sible to deny, that there were among them 
som/ f a"d r^iculous persons—and 

f a savage and ferocious character— 
nrlTme"i-,in ST,0rt' Jike hi a use Headrigg-
preachers like Kettledrummle—or despera
does like Balfour or Burley. That a Tory 
nend f sbould bring such characters promi-
o I ?™! ,' '! a tale of the times, appears 

to us not only to be quite natural, but really 

wavein wh- fiame?blr ^ a]m0si 0,her 
I But ev™ 6 J 7 feeli could be shown. 
the narH ^ "0t r?Presented the bulk of the paity as falling under this description, or 

[ as fairly represented by such personals. He 
ajTnnw W his hero—who, of course/possesses 
all possible virtues-of that persuasion: and 
has allowed them, in general, the courage of 
martyrs, the self-denial of hermits, arid the 

cemuriesh^t7^s and works of humour for'two 
nturies back, the characters of Quakers anrJ 

do with a set of pewll f]f™fUSTent',had t0 

familiar applications of'rIm ^ dealt in 

Testamerf ̂ ventures and l\PhraS?S a7d 0]d 

very often made 
cations of them, it would be rf ih uS jPP 

think, to interdict him entirely from'the ' W6 

sentation of these absurdities nr 1 re?re" 
force, for him alone, those statute PU- m 

profaneness which so'manTotherllag?mst 

been allowed to transgress in tb? ? ^ave 

B.™.,, without o...uS?p™„i«hh^°™ 

noTofStfai^°St aVow.e"diy that one who is 
not of their communion; and yet we think it 
impossible to peruse it, without feeling the 

a"?PDliecfSPACt and,pityfor those to whom it 
nnd m L' zealous Presbyterian might 
no doubt, have said more in their favour"with-
out Violating, or even concealing the truth •— 
but while zealous Presbyterians will not 
write entertaining novels themselves they 

ac"lv0theXsae0t b® treated them With ^ 

t0 the author's picture of their 
rion of Pl' We ™ust sfy that, with the excep
tion of Claverhouse himself, whom he has 

lTlJeeraHtief\otUJt|0Uf7 Wlt^ many §Taces and 
no tide and ^ w ? we are persuaded henas 
ish fondno 7ho™> mdeed, he has a fool-
to deal which it would be absurd 

I vartialitv tb ^ s^own no signs of a I partiality that can be blamed, nor exhibited 
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many traits in them with which their enemies palliation : and the bloodthirstiness of Dalzell. 
have reason to quarrel. If any person can and the brutality of Lauderdale, are repie-
read his strong and lively pictures of militarv sented in their true colours. In short, if this 
insolence and oppression, without feeling his author has been somewhat severe upon the 
blood boil within him, we must conclude the Covenanters, neither has he spared their op-
fault to be in his own apathy, and not in any pressors; and the truth probably is, that never 
softenings of the partial author;—nor do we dreaming of being made responsible lor his-
know any Whig writer who has exhibited the torical accuracy or fairness m a composition 
baseness and cruelty of that wretched gov- , of this description, he has exaggerated a little 
ernment, in more naked and revolting de- on both sides, for the sake of effect and been 
formity, than in his scene of the torture at carried, by the bent of his humour most fre-
the Privy Council. The military executions quently to exaggerate on that which afforded 
of Claverhouse himself are admitted without I the greatest scope for ridicule. 

( S t b  r u  a  r  

Rob Roil. By the author of Waverley, Guy IV 
pp. 930. Edii 

THIS is not so good, perhaps, as some others 
of the family;—but it is better than any thing 
else; and has a charm and a spirit about it 
that draws us irresistibly away from our graver 
works of politics and science, to expatiate 
upon that which every body understands and 
agrees in; and after setting us diligently to 
read over again wThat we had scarce finished 
reading, leaves us no choice but to tell our 
readers what they all know already, and to 
persuade them of that of which they are most 
intimately convinced. 

Such, we are perfectly aware, is the task 
which we must seem to perform to the greater 
part of those who may take the trouble of ac
companying us through this article. But there 
may still be some of our readers to whom the 
work of which we treat is unknown ;—and 
we know there are many who are far from 
being duly sensible of its merits. The public, 
indeed, is apt now and then to behave rather 
unhandsomely to its greatest benefactors; and 
to deserve the malison which Milton has so 
emphatically bestowed on those impious per
sons, who, 

" with senseless base ingratitude, 
Cram, and blaspheme their feeder.5' 

—nothing, we fear, being more common, than 
to see the bounty of its too lavish providers 
repaid by increased captiousness at the quality 
of the banquet, and complaints of imaginary 
fallings off—which should be imputed entirely 
to the distempered state of their own pam
pered appetites. We suspect, indeed, that we 
were ourselves under the influence of this 
illaudable feeling when he wrote the first 
line of this paper: For, except that the sub
ject seems to us somewhat less happily 

chosen, and the variety of characters rather 
less than in some of the author's former pub
lications, we do not know what right we had 
to say that it was in any respect inferior to 
them. Sure we are, at all events, that it has 
the same brilliancy and truth of colouring— 
the same gaiety of tone, rising every now 
and then into feelings both kindly and exalt- j 

2 ,  1818.) 
lannering, and The Antiquary. 12mo. 3 vols, 
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ed—the same dramatic vivacity—the same 
deep and large insight into human nature— 
and the same charming facility which distin
guish all the other works of this great master; 
and make the time in which he flourished an 
era never to be forgotten in the literary history 
of our country. 

One novelty in the present work is, that it 
is thrown into the form of a continued and 
unbroken narrative, by one of the persons 
principally concerned in the story—and who 
is represented in his declining age, as detail
ing to an intimate friend the most interesting 
particulars of his early life, and all the recol
lections with which they were associated. 
We prefer, upon the whole, the communica
tions of an avowed author; who, of course, 
has no character to sustain hut that of a 
pleasing writer—and can praise and blame, 
and wonder and moralise, in all tones and 
directions, without subjecting himself to any 
charge of vanity, ingratitude, or inconsistency. 
The "thing, however, is very tolerably man
aged on ffie present occasion; and the hero 
contrives to let us into all his exploits and 
perplexities, without much violation either of 
heroic modesty or general probability;—to 
which ends, indeed, it conduces not a little, 
that, like most of the other heroes of this inge
nious author, his own character does not rise 
very notably above the plain level of medi-
ocrity—being, like the rest of his brethren, a 
well-conditioned, reasonable, agreeable young 
gentleman—not particularly likely to do any 
thing which it would be very boastful to speak 
of, and much better fitted to be a spectator and 
historian of strange doings, than a partaker in 
them. 

This discreet hero, then, our readers will 
probably have anticipated, is not Rob Roy— 
though his name stands alone in the title—but 
a Mr. Francis Osbaldistone, the only son of 
a great London Merchant or Banker, and 
nephew of a Sir Hildebrand Osbaldistone, a 
worthy Catholic Baronet, who spent his time 
in hunting, and drinking Jacobite toasts in 
Northumberland, some time about the yeai 
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1714. The young gentleman having been 
educated among the muses abroad, testifies 
a decided aversion to the gainful vocations in , 
which his father had determined that he 
should assist aud succeed him :—and as a •' 
punishment for this contumacy, he banishes 
him for a season to the Siberia of Osbaldistone 
Hall, fiom which he himself had been es
tranged ever since his infancy. The young 
exile jogs down on horseback rather merrily, 
riding part of the way with a stout man. who 
was scandalously afraid of being robbed', and 
meeting once with a sturdy Scotchman, whose 
resolute air and energetic discourses make a 
deep impression on him.-As he approaches 
the home of his fathers, he is surrounded by 
a party of fox hunters, and at the same mo
ment electrified by the sudden apparition of 

i!ful.y0?n{? woman, galloping lightly 
at the head of the field, and managing her 
sable palfrey with all the grace of an Angelica. 

Making up to this etherial personage, he 
k "fotC°IhISi 18 inthe heart^if his Kinholks—that the tall youths about him are 
the five sons of Sir Hildebrand : and the n 
huntress herself, a cousin and inmate of le 
family, by the name of Diana Vernon She 
is a very remarkable person this same Diana 
Though only eighteen years of 
quisitely lovely, she knows all arts and sci 
overSaemfrentthad melegahas, more-

iV1 her various and inconsistent 
accomplishments. The rest J ikl l i n 

ajsfessgg. sggg 
histructor of Dkna'^ho & S°°{def^l 
mentioned, was also' a Ta't^r ou,ld have 
lost her parents was A ^ hohc, and having 
in a forehand ifSM t0 take tha veil 
marry one of the' e o n consent to 
all of whonT she Cherished fh Hildebrand' 
sion and contempt. greatest aver-

b uffelMa'wr wi t°h f?Vrset can do nothing 
for which, and some nth'S infant; 
incurs the deadly thoimtf' transgressions, he 
Rashleigh, and meets with several ' ̂  °f 

adventures through his If ®eve)aI unpleasant 
not be tempted even to ibrid°» JWe wil1 

a story with which we cannotffll details °f 
to doubt that all our readers kS^uUn$VBa 

familiar: and indeed it is not in if- g been 

this author's strength ever lies that I 
has lost sight of probability even he 

ception of some of his characters • 2d 

I played the extraordinary talent of being tn,« 
to nature, even in the representation of im 
possible persons. u* 

The serious interest of the work rests on 
Diana Vernon and on Rob Rov: the 
effect is left chiefly to the ministrations of 
Bailhe Nicol Jarvie and Andrew Fairservice 

, with the occasional assistance of less reeulf,' 
| performers. Diana is, in our apprehension I 

very bright and felicitous creatihn-th0Sh 
is certain that there never could have been 

| any such person. A girl of eighteen 
j only with more wit and learning than' any 
man of forty, but with more sound sense 
and firmness of character, than any man 
whatever-and with perfect frankness and 
elegance of manners, though bred amona 
boots and bigots—is rather a more violen? 
fiction, we think, than a king with marb e 
legs, or a youth with an ivory shoulder In 
spite of all this, however, this particular tic-
and If extremely eJeganl and impressive • 
and so many features of truth are blended 
with it, that we soon forget the impossibility 
and aie at least as much interested as by a 
floneof°fe«e'ra Perso"aSe- The combina-tion of fearlessness with perfect purity and 
delicacy, as well as that of the ineSnS 
able gaiety of youth with sad anticS 

I and Present suffering,are all strictly natural 
nd are among the traits that are wrought out 

effect18 ^ T ̂  ̂  gTeatest tal™' and eitect. In the deep lone of feeling, and the 

afamdj RkeneT toThlF'loS^^Xerfey8 

and * W« ! Andrew Fairservice is a new, 
IT^i • interesting incarnation of Cuddie 

eadrigg • with a double allowance of selfish 
ness, anS a top-dressing of pedantey andcot 
represent ion'of a, vei7 ad»iraWe and just gsp&r.'ArJsz-ZSgk 

I He is an inimitable picture of an pHiSssfs 
hands of this sinrnd,,? n aff°rd, in the 

mTraTd̂ ^ects^The °f addaptad°" 
£.gg A-ijw" r.'ca"te 
eaiio. of SS£°/„f I*"-

maleeries andSCurlie-weurl1irp^ "rl"6 °' yere whi£" 
I about it—a' solid wpp! • • f"i °Pen'steek hems 
| will stand as lone- as thi Cu m,ason"wark, that 
gunpowther afrit It had am" ?' ^Gep hands and 

syne at the Reformation J"318'13 doun-come lang 
kirks of St. Andrews and P° p,j'd doun the 

to cleanse them o' Paoerv an,? v? i lhereawa, rapery, and idolatry, and image 

worship, and surplices, and sic like rags o' the 
muckle hoor that sitteth on seven hills, as if ane 
was na braid aneugh for her auld hinder end. Sae 
the commons o' Renfrew, and o' the Barony, and 
the Gorbals, and a' about, they behooved to come 
into Glasgow ae fair morning to try their hand on 
purging the High Kirk o' Popish nick-nackets. 
But the townsmen o' Glasgow, they were feared 
their auld edifice might slip the girths in gaun 
through sicean rough physic, sae they rang the 
common bell, and assembled the train bands wi' 
took o' drum—By good luck, the worthy James 
Rabat was Dean o' Guild that year—(and a gude 
mason he was himsell, made him the keener to 
keep up the auld bigging), and the trades assem
bled, and offered downright battle to the com
mons, rather than their kirk should coup the crans, 
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as they had done elsewhere. It was na for luve 
o' Paparie—na, na !—nane could ever say that o' 
the trades o' Glasgow—Sae they sune cam to an 
agreement to take a' the idolatrous statures of sants 
(sorrow be on them) out o' their neuks — And 
sae the bits o' stane idols were broken in pieces by 
Scripture warrant, and flung into the Molendinar 
Burn, and the auld kirk stood as crouse as a cat 
when the fleas are caimed aff her, and a'body was 
alike pleased. And I hae heard wise folk say, 
that if the same had been done in ilka kirk in Scot
land, the Reform wad just hae been as pure as it 
is e'en now, and we wad had mair Christian-like 
kirks ; for I hae been sae lang in England, that 
naething will drive it out o' my head, that the dog-
kennell at Osbaldistone-Hall is better than mony 
a house o' God in Scotland.' " 

( J a n u a r y ,  1 8 2 0 . )  

1. Ivanhoe. A Romance. By the Author of Waverley, &c. 3 vols. Edinburgh, Constable & Co. 
2. The Novels and Tales of the Author of Waverley ; comprising Waver ley, (xuy Manneringj 

Antiquary, Rob Roy, Tales of My Landlord, First, Second, and Third Series; New Edition, 
with a copious Glossary. Edinburgh, Constable & Co.: 1820. 

SINCE the time when Shakespeare wrote his 
thirty-eight plays in the brief space of his 
early manhood—besides acting in them, and 
drinking and living idly with the other actors 
—and then went carelessly to the country, 
and lived out his days, a little more idly, and 
apparently unconscious of having done any 
thing at all extraordinary—there has been no 
such prodigy of fertility as the anonymous 
author before us. In the period of little more 
than five years, he has founded a new school 
of invention; and established and endowed it 
with nearly thirty volumes of the most ani
mated and original compositions that have 
enriched English literature for a century— 
volumes that have cast sensibly into the shade 
all contemporary prose, and even all recent 
poetry—(except perhaps that inspired by the 
Genius—or the Demon, of Byron)—and. by 
their force of colouring and depth of feeling— 
by their variety, vivacity, magical facility, 
and living presentment of character, have 
rendered conceivable to this later age the 
miracles of the Mighty Dramatist. 

Shakespeare, to be sure, is more purely 
original; but it should not be forgotten, that, 
in his time, there was much less to borrow— 
and that he too has drawn freely and largely 
from the sources that were open to him, at 
least for his fable and graver sentiment;—for 
his wit and humour, as well as his poetry, are 
always his own. In our times, all the higher 
walks of literature have been so long and so 
often trodden, that it is scarcely possible to 
keep out of the footsteps of some of our pre
cursors; and the ancients, it is well known, 
have stolen most of our bright thoughts—and 
not only visibly beset all the patent ap
proaches to glory—but swarm in such am
bushed multitudes behind, that when we 
think we have gone fairly beyond their pla
giarisms, and honestly worked out an original 
excellence of our own, up starts some deep-
read antiquary, and makes it out, much to his 
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own satisfaction, that heaven knows how 
many of these busy bodies have been before
hand with us, both in the genus and the species 
of our invention ! 

The author before us is certainly in less 
danger from such detections, than any other 
we have ever met with ; but, even in him, the 
traces of imitation are obvious and abundant; 
and it is impossible, therefore, to give him the 
same credit for absolute originality as those 
earlier writers, wrho, having no successful 
author to imitate, were obliged to copy direct
ly from nature. In naming him along with 
Shakespeare, we meant still less to say that 
he was to be put on a level with Him, as to 
the richness and sweetness of his fancy, or 

| that living vein of pure and lofty poetry which 
: flows with such abundance through every part 
of his compositions. On that level no other 
writer has ever stood—or will ever stand— 
though we do think that there is fancy and 
poetry enough in these contemporary pages, 
if not to justify the comparison we have ven
tured to suggest, at least to save it, for the 
first time for two hundred years, from being 
altogether ridiculous. In saying even this, 
however, we wish to observe, that we have in 
view the prodigious variety and facility of the 
modern writer—at least as much as the qual
ity of his several productions. The variety 
stands out on the face of each of them; and 
the facility is attested, as in the case of 
Shakespeare himself, both by the inimitable 
freedom and happy carelessness of the style 
in which they are executed, and by the match
less rapidity with which they have been lav
ished on the public. 

Such an author would really require a re
view to himself—and one too of swifter than 
quarterly recurrence; and accordingly we have 
long since acknowledged our inability to keep 
up with him, and fairly renounced the task 
of keeping a regular account of his successive 
publications; contenting ourselves with greet-
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ing hirn now and then in the pauses of his 
brilliant career, and casting, when we do 
meet, a hurried glance over the wide field he 
has traversed since we met before. 

We gave it formerly, we think, as our reason 
lor thus passing over, without special notice, 
some of the most remarkable productions of 
the age, that they were in fact too remarkable 
to need any notice of ours—that they were as 
soon, and as extensively read, as we could 
hope our account of them to be—and that in 
reality all the world thought just what we 
were inclined to say of them. These reasons 
ceitainly remain in full force; and we may 
now venture to mention another, which had 
in secret, perhaps, as much weight with us as 
fi! ,rest Put together. We mean simply, 
that when we began with one of those works 
we were conscious that we never knew how 
to leave off; but, finding the author's words 
so much more agreeable than our own, went 
on in the most unreasonable manner copy ins1 

out description after description, and dialogue 
alter dialogue, till we were abused, not alto
gether without reason, for selling our readers 
in sinall letter what they had already in large, 

and for the abominable nationality of fillino-
up our pages with praises of a Scottish author* 
and specimens of Scottish pleasantry and pa-
hos. While we contritely admit the justice 

of these imputations, we humbly trust that 
Zt ,Z T realderlwil! be of opinion 

has,been in some degree ex
piated, both by our late forbearance. Ind our 
present proceeding: For while we have done 
violence to our strongest propensities, in pass
ing over in silence two very tempting publi-
'n the'sco^'r r'I01' °" Sc°ttish 8ub^s -id 
led m h f ,ii ect' we have at last recur-red to him for the purpose of noticing the only 
work he has produced on a subject entirely 

nghsh; and one which is nowhere graced 
either with a trait of our national character, or 
a (voluntary) sample of our national speech 

Before entering-upon this task, however, we 
must be permitted, just for the sake of keep-1 
mg our chronology m order, to say a word or 
two on those neglected works, of which we 
constrained ourselves to say nothing, at the 

for' rvm<inHeart ?f Mid-Lothian" is remarkable 
rietv of ' "I [ characters, and less va-
former nrodncf'n^' a" j"V °f the author's ? uctions.—and it is accordingly in 
-ome places, comparatively languid The 

Deans become at last sompwW t ^ 
unreasonable; while we mis* t1» !°^S a?d 

character of the genero™ a'nd Tgi°UMh<l 
rustic, which, in one foZ or L^hearted 

such spirit and interest to most of ,£i 
stories. But with all theseffiefecte the ? J 
has both beauty and power enough to vinffi 
cate its title to a legitimate descent from its 
mighty father—and even to a place in «the j 

I valued file" of his productions. The trial and 
condemnation of Effie Deans are pathetic and 
beautiful in the very highest degree; and the 
scenes with the Duke of Argyle are equally 
full of spirit; and strangely compounded of 
perfect knowledge of life and of strong and 
deep feeling. But the great boast of the 
piece, and the great exploit of the author-
perhaps the greatest of all his exploits—is the 
character and history of Jeame Deans, from 
the time she first reproves her sister's flirta
tions at St. Leonard's, till she settles in the 
manse m Argyleshire. The singular talent 
with which he has engrafted on the humble 
and somewhat coarse stock of a quiet unas
suming peasant girl, the heroic affection, the 
strong sense, and Jofty purposes, which'dis
tinguish this heroine—or rather, the art with 
which he has so tempered and modified those 
great qualities, as to make them appear no
ways unsuitable to the station or ordinary 
bearing of such a person, and so ordered and 
disposed the incidents by which they are 
called out, that they seem throughout adapted, 
and native as it were, to her condition,—is 
superior to any thing we can recollect in the 
history of invention; and must appear, to any 
one who attentively considers it. as a remark
able triumph over the greatest of all difficul
ties m the conduct of a fictitious narrative. 
Jeame Deans, in the course of her adventurous 
undertaking, excites our admiration and sym
pathy a great deal more powerfully than most 
heroines, and is in the highest degree both 
pathetic and sublime:—and yet she never 
says or does any one thing that the daughter 
of a Scotch cowfeeder might not be supposed 
to say—and scarcely any thing indeed that is 
not characteristic of her rank and habitual 
occupations. She is never sentimental, nor 
refined, nor elegant; and though acting al
ways, and in very difficult situations, with 
the greatest judgment and propriety, never 

I seems to exert more than that downright and 
l obvious good sense which is so often found to 
rule the conduct of persons of her condition. 

i 1S £e -Teat ornament and charm of the 
work. Dumbiedykes, however, is an admir
able sketch in the grotesque way;—and the 
Captam of Knockdunder is a very spirited, 
and, though our Saxon readers will scarcely 
believe it, a very accurate representation of a 
Celtic deputy There is less description of 
scenery and less sympathy with external na-
tuie, in this, than in any of the other tales. 

, bride of Lammermoor" is more 
sketchy and romantic than the usual vein of 

- Pel'baps, in the exag-
tV.I l i 'f lnciclent that style, some of 
the deep and heartfelt interest that belongs to 
Polet uT1" Nations. The humours of 
Caleb Balderstone, too, are to our taste the 
least successful of this author's attempts at 
pleasantry—and belong rather to the school 
nf t?iCu 1T kalian buffoonery, than to that 
tn 1S^ humour;—and yet, to give scope 
to these farcical exhibitions, the poverty of 

I ZtJnli 0i u ,aVenSW0°d is exaggerated be-
I }ond all credibility, and to the injury even of 
his personal dignity. Sir W. Ashton is tedious 
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and Bucklaw and his Captain, though excel
lently drawn, take up rather too much room 
for subordinate agents.—There are splendid 
things, however, in this work also.—The pic
ture of old Ailie is exquisite—and beyond the 
reach of any other living writer.—The hags 
that convene in the churchyard, have all the 
terror and sublimity, and more than the na
ture of Macbeth's witches; and the courtship 
at the Mermaiden's well, as well as some of 
the immediately preceding scenes, are full of 
dignity and beauty. There is a deep pathos 
indeed, and a genuine tragic interest in the 
whole story of the ill-omened loves of the two 
victims. The final catastrophe of the Bride, 
however, though it may be founded on fact, 
is too horrible for fiction.—But that of Ravens-
wood is magnificent—and, taken along with 
the prediction which it was doomed to fulfil, 
and the mourning and death of Balderstone, 
is one of the finest combinations of supersti
tion and sadness which the gloomy genius of 
our fiction has ever put together. 

"The Legend of Montrose" is also of the 
nature of a sketch or fragment, and is still 
more vigorous than its companion.—There is 
too much, perhaps, of Dalgetty—or, rather, he 
engrosses too great a proportion of the work, 
—for, in himself, we think he is uniformly 
entertaining;—and the author has nowhere 
shown more affinity to that matchless spirit 
who could bring out his Falstaffs and his Pis
tols, in act after act, and play after play, and 
exercise them every time in scenes of un
bounded loquacity, without either exhausting 
their humour, or varying a note from its char
acteristic tone, than in his large and reiterated 
specimens of the eloquence of the redoubted 
Rittmaster. The general idea of the charac
ter is familiar to our comic dramatists after 
the Restoration—and may be said in some 
measure to be compounded of Captain Fluel-
len and Bobadil;—but the ludicrous combi
nation of the soldado with the Divinity student 
of Marischal college, is entirely original; and 
the mixture of talent, selfishness, courage, 
coarseness, and conceit, wras never so happily 
exemplified. Numerous as his speeches are, 
there is not one that is not characteristic— 
and, to our taste, divertingly ludicrous. An-
not Lyle, and the Children of the Mist, are in 
a very different manner—and, though extrava
gant, are full of genius and poetry. The 
whole scenes at Argyle's Castle, and in the 
escape from it—though trespassing too far 
beyond the bounds of probability—are given 
with great spirit and effect; and the mixture 
of romantic incident and situation, with the 
tone of actual business and the real transac
tions of a camp, give a life and interest to the 
warlike part of the story, which belong to the 
fictions of no other hand. There is but little 
made of Montrose himself; and the wager 
about the Candlesticks—though said to be 
founded in fact, and borrowed from a very 
well known and entertaining book, is one of 
the few things in the writings of this author, 
to which we are constrained to apply the epi
thets of stupid and silly. 

Having thus hastily set our mark on those 

productions of which we have been prevented 
from speaking in detail, we proceed, without 
further preface, to give an account of the 
work before us. 

The story, as we have already stated, is en
tirely English; and consequently no longer pos
sesses the charm of that sweet Doric dialect, 
of which even strangers have been made of 
late to feel the force and the beauty. But our 
Southern neighbours will be no great gainers, 
after all, in point of familiarity with the per
sonages, by this transference of the scene of 
action :—For the time is laid as far back as 
the reign of Richard I.—and we suspect that 
the Saxons and Normans of that age are rather 
less known to them than even the Highlanders 
and Cameronians of the present. This was 
the great difficulty the author had to contend 
with, and the great disadvantage of the sub
ject with which he had to deal. Nobody now 
alive can have a very clear or complete con
ception of the actual way of life and maniere 
d'etre of our ancestors in the year 1194. Some 
of the more prominent outlines of their chiv
alry, their priesthood, and their villenage, 
may be known to antiquaries, or even to gen
eral readers; but all the filling up, and de
tails, which alone could give body and life to 
the picture, have been long since effaced by 
time. We have scarcely any notion, in short, 
of the private life and conversation of any 
class of persons in that remote period; and, 
in fact, know less how the men and women 
occupied or amused themselves—what they 
talked about—how they looked—or what they 
habitually thought or felt, at that time in Eng
land, than we know of what they did or 
thought at Rome in the time of Augustus, or 
at Athens in the time of Pericles. The me
morials and relics of those earlier ages and 
remoter nations are greatly more abundant 
and more familiar to us, than those of our an
cestors at the distance of seven centuries. 
Besides ample histories and copious orations, 
we have plays, poems, and familiar letters of 
the former periods; while of the latter we 
have only some vague chronicles, some su
perstitious legends, and a few fragments of 
foreign romance. We scarcely know, indeed, 
what language was then either spoken or 
written. Yet, with all these helps, how cold 
and conjectural a thing would a novel be, of 
which the scene was laid in ancient Rome * 
The author might talk with perfect propriety 
of the business of the Forum, and the amuse
ments of the Circus—of the baths and the 
suppers, and the canvass for office—and the 
sacrifices, and musters, and assemblies. He 
might be quite correct as to the dress, furni
ture, and utensils he had occasion to mention; 
and might even engross in his work various 
anecdotes and sayings preserved in contem
porary authors. But when he came to repre
sent the details of individual character and 
feeling, and to delineate the daily conduct, 
and report the ordinary conversation of his 
persons, he would find himself either frozen 
in among naked and barren generalities, or 
engaged with modern Englishmen in the mas
querade habits of antiquity. 
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In stating these difficulties, however, we 
really mean less to account for the defects, 
than to enhance the merits of the work before 
us. For though the author has not worked 
impossibilities, he has done wonders with his 
subject; and though we do sometimes miss 
those fresh and living pictures of the charac
ters which we know, and the nature with 
which we are familiar—and that high and 
deep interest which the home scenes of our 
own times, and our own people could alone 
generate or sustain, it is impossible to deny 
that he has made marvellous good use of the 
scanty materials at his disposal—and eked 
them out both by the greatest skill and dex
terity in their arrangement, and by all the re
sources that original genius could render sub
servient to such a design. For this purpose 
he has laid his scene in a period when the 
rivalry of the victorious Norman and the con
quered Saxon, had not been finally composed ; 
and when the courtly petulance, and chival
rous and military pride of the one race, might 
yet be set in splendid opposition to the manly 
steadiness, and honest but homely simplicity 
of the other: And has, at the same time 
given an air both of dignity and of reality to 
his story by bringing in the personal prowess 
of CcEur de Lion himself, and other person
ages of historical fame, to assist in its devel
opment.—Though reduced, in agreat measure. 
•°n ? .Vl%ar staple of armed knights, and 
lolly friars or woodsmen, imprisoned damsels, 
lawless barons, collared serfs, and household 
loots—he has made such admirable use of his 
great talents for description, and invested 
those traditional and theatrical persons with 
so much of the feelings and humours that are 
oi all ages and all countries, that we frequent
ly cease to regard them—as it is generally 
right to regard them—as parts of a fantastical 
pageant; and are often brought to consider 
the knights who joust in panoply in the lists, 
and the foresters who shoot deer with arrows 
and plunder travellers in the woods, as real 
individuals, with hearts of flesh and blood 
beating in their bosoms like our own—actual 
e*l,stences? short, into whose views we may 
still reasonably enter, and with whose emo-
tions we are bound to sympathise. To all 
th]s he has added, out of the prodigality of 
his high and inventive genius, the grace and 
™drrest °{ SOme lofty> *nd s™et, and 
superhuman characters—for which, though 
Rtaff nf fictitious, and unnatural in any 
I dlT'7' ® remoteness of the scene 

on which they are introduced, may serve as 
f" ap°logy-,f they could n'eed My other 
than what they bring along with "hem in 
their own sublimity and beamy. 

In comparing this work then with the former 
productions of the same master-hand ™is 
impossible not to feel that o™ • • 
a |ood degree from lhe rei^ Kmre Ind 
reality, to that of fancy and romance; and ex
changing for scenes of wonder and curiositv 
hose more homefelt sympathies and deepm 
ouches of delight that can only be excited by 

the people among whom we live, and the ob 
jects that are constantly around us. A far 

greater proportion of the work is accordingly 
made up of splendid descriptions of arms and 
dresses—moated and massive castles—tourna
ments of mailed champions—solemn feasts-
formal courtesies, and other matters of external 
and visible presentment, that are only entitled 
to such distinction as connected with the olden 
time, and new only by virtue of their antiquity 
—whde the interest of the story is maintained 
far more by surprising adventures and extra
ordinary situations, the startling effect of ex
aggerated sentiments, and the strong contrast 
of exaggerated characters, than by the sober 
charms of truth and reality,—the exquisite 
representation of scenes with which we are 
familiar, or the skilful development of affec
tions which we have often experienced. 

These bright lights and deep shadows—this 
succession of brilliant pictures, addressed as 
often to the eye as to the imagination, and 
ottener to the imagination than the heart—this 
preference of striking generalities to homely 
details, all belong more properly to the pro
vince of Poetry than of Prose; and Ivanhoe 
accordingly seems to us much more akin to 
the most splendid of modern poems, than the 
most interesting of modern novels; and savours 
more of Marmion, or the Lady of the Lake 
than of Waverley, or Old Mortality. For our 
part we prefer, and we care not who knows 
it, the prose to the poetry—whether in metre 
or out of it; and would willingly exchange, if 
the proud alternative were in our choice, even 
the great fame of Mr. Scott, for that which 
awaits the mighty unknown who has here 
raised his standard of rivalry, within the an
cient limits of his reign. We cannot now, 
however, give even an abstract of the story 
and shall venture, but on a brief citation, from 
the most striking of its concluding scenes, 
lhe majestic Rebecca, our readers will recol
lect, had been convicted before the grand 
master of the Templars, and sentenced to die, 
unless a champion appeared to do battle with 
her accuser, before an appointed day. The 
appointed day at last arrives. Rebecca is led 
Pu1* e scaffold—faggots are prepared by 
the side of the lists—and in the lists appears 
the relentless Templar, mounted and armed 
lor the encounter. No champion appears for 
Rebecca; and the heralds ask her if she yields 
herself as justly condemned. 

< ,w fay t0 the Grand Master,' replied Rebecca, 
that I maintain my innocence, and do not yield me 

as justly condemned, lest I become guilty of mine 
favas hb, V y t0|,hlm' that 1 challenge such de
lay as his forms will permit, to see if God, whose 
opportunity is in man's extremity, will raise me up 
a deliverer; and when such uttermost space is 
passed, may his Holy will be done!' The herald 
'r'ZYVrP 'J™ answer to the Grand Master.— 

God iorbid, said Lucas Beaumanoir, ' that Jew or 
fagan should impeach us of injustice—Until the 
shadows be cast from the west to the eastward, will 
we wait to see if a champion will appear for this 
unfortunate woman.' 

The hours pass away—and the shadows 
begin to pass to the eastward. The assembled 
multitudes murmur with impatience and com
passion and the Judges whisper to each other, 
that it is time to proceed to doom. 

"At this instant a knight, urging his horse to 
speed, appeared on the plain advancing towards the 
lists. An hundred voices exclaimed, ' A champion ! 
a champion !' And, despite the prepossession and 
prejudices of the multitude, they shouted unani
mously as the knight rode rapidly into the tilt-yard. 
To the summons of the herald, who demanded his 
rank, his name, and purpose, the stranger knight 
answered readily and boldly, 'I am a good knight 
and noble, come hither to sustain with lance and 
sword the just and lawful quarrel of this damsel, 
Rebecca, daughter of Isaac of York ; to uphold the 
doom pronounced against her to be false and truth
less; and to defy Sir Brian de Bois-Guilbert, as a 
traitor, murtherer, and liar.' ' The stranger must 
first show,' said Malvoisin, 'that he is a good 
Knight, and of honourable lineage. The Temple 
sendeth not forth her champions against nameless 
men.'—'My name,' said the Knight, raising his 
helmet, ' is better known, my lineage more pure, 
Malvoisin, than thine own. 1 am Wilfred of Ivan
hoe.'—' I will not fight with thee,' said the Templar, 
in a changed and hollow voice. ' Get thy wounds 
healed, and purvey thee a better horse, and it may 
be I will hold it worth my while to scourge out of 
thee this boyish spirit of bravade.'—' Ha! proud 
Templar,' said Ivanhoe, 'hast thou forgotten that 
twice didst thou fall before this lance ? Remember 
the lists at Acre—remember the Passage of Arms 
at Ashby—remember thy proud vaunt in the halls 
of Rotherwood, and the gage of your gold chain 
against my reliquary, that thou wouldst do battle 
with Wilfred of Ivanhoe, and recover the honour 
thou hadst lost! By that reliquary, and the holy 
relique it contains, I will proclaim thee, Templar, 
a coward in every court in Europe—in every Pre-
ceptory of thine Order—unless thou do battle with
out farther delay.'—Bois-Guilbert turned his coun
tenance irresolutely towards Rebecca, and then ex
claimed, looking fiercely at Ivanhoe, ' Dog of a 
Saxon, take thy lance, and prepare for the death 
thou hast drawn upon thee!'—'Does the Grand 
Master allow me the combat ?' said Ivanhoe.—' I 
may not deny what you have challenged,' said the 
Grand Master, ' yet I would thou wert in better 
plight to do battle. An enemy of our Order hast 
thou ever been, yet would I have thee honourably 
n.at with.' ' Thus—thus as I am, and not other
wise,' said Ivanhoe; ' it is the judgment of God !— 
to hi3 keeping I commend myself.' " 

We cannot make room for the whole of this 
catastrophe. The overtired horse of Ivanhoe 
falls in the shock; but the Templar, though 
scarcely touched by the lance of his adver
sary, reels, and falls also;—and when they 
seek to raise him, is found to be utterly dead! 
a victim to his own contending passions. 

We will give but one scene more—and it is 
in honour of the divine Rebecca—for the fate of 
all the rest may easily be divined. Richard for
gives his brother; and Wilfred weds Rowena. 

" It was upon the second morning after this happy 
bridal, that the Lady Rowena was made acquainted 
by her handmaid Elgitha, that a damsel desired ad
mission to her presence, and solicited that their par
ley might be without witness. Rowena wondered, 
hesitated, became curious, and ended by command
ing the damsel to be admitted, and her attendants 
to withdraw,—She entered—a noble and command
ing figure; the long white veil in which she was 
shrouded, overshadowing rather than concealing 
the elegance and majesty of her shape. Her de
meanour was that of respect, unmingled by the 
/jast shade either of fear, or of a wish to propitiate 
favour. Rowena was ever ready to acknowledge 
tbe claims, and attend to the feelings of others. She 
arose, and would have conducted the lovely stranger 
to a seat; but she looked at Elgitha, and again in
timated a wish to discourse with the Lady Rowena 
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alone. Elgitha had no sooner retired with unwilling 
steps, than, to the surprise of the Lady of Ivanhoe, 
her fair visitant kneeled suddenly on one knee, 
pressed her hands to her forehead, and, bending her 
head to the ground, in spite of Rovvena's resistance, 
kissed the embroidered hem of her tunic.—' What 
means this ?' said the surprised bride ; ' or why do 
you offer to me a deference so unusual V—4 Be
cause to you, Lady of Ivanhoe,' said Rebecca, 
rising up and resuming the usual quiet dignity of 
her manner, ' I may lawfully, and without rebuke, 
pay the debt of gratitude which I owe to Wilfred of 
Ivanhoe. 1 am—forgive the boldness which has 
offered to you the homage of my country—I am the 
unhappy Jewess, for whom your husband hazarded 
his life against such fearful odds in the tilt-yard of 
Templestowe.—4 Damsel,'said Rowena, 4 Wilfred 
of Ivanhoe on that day rendered back but in a slight 
measure your unceasing charity towards him in his 
wounds and misfortunes. Speak, is there aught 
remains in which he and I can serve thee ?'—' Noth
ing,' said Rebecca, calmly, 4 unless you will trans
mit to him my grateful farewell.'—' You leave Eng
land, then,' said Rowena, scarce recovering the sur
prise of this extraordinary visit.—41 leave it, lady, 
ere this moon again changes. My father hath a 
brother high in favour with Mohammed Boabdil, 
King of Grenada—thither we go, secure of peace 
and protection, for the payment of such ransom as 
the Moslem exact from our people.'—4 And are you 
not then as well protected in England?' said Rowe
na. 4 My husband has favour with the King—the 
King himself is just and generous.'—4 Lady,' said 
Rebecca, 'I doubt it not—but England is no safe 
abode for the children of my people. Ephraim is an 
heartless dove—Issachar an over-laboured drudge, 
which stoops between two burthens. Not in a land 
of war and blood, surrounded by hostile neighbours, 
and distracted by internal factions, can Israel hope 
to rest during her wanderings.'—4 But you, maiden,' 
said Rowena—4 you surely can have nothing to fear. 
She who nursed the sick-bed of Ivanhoe,' she con
tinued, rising with enthusiasm—' she can have noth
ing to fear in England, where Saxon and Norman 
will contend who shall most do her honour.'—4 Thy 
speech is fair, lady,' said Rebecca, ' and thy pur
pose fairer ; but it may not be—there is a gulf be
twixt us. Our breeding, our faith, alike forbid either 
to pass over it. Farewell!—yet, ere I go, indulge 
me one request. The bridal veil hangs over thy 
face ; raise it, and let me see the features of which 
fame speaks so highly.'—4 They are scarce worthy 
of being looked upon,' said Rowena; 4 but, expect
ing the same from my visitant, I remove the veil.'— 
She took it off accordingly, and partly from the con
sciousness of beauty, partly from bashfulness, she 
blushed so intensely, that cheek, brow, neck, and 
bosom, were suffused with crimson. Rebecca blush
ed also, but it was a momentary feeling; and, mas
tered by higher emotions, passed slowly from her 
features like the crimson cloud, which changes co
lour when the sun sinks beneath the horizon. 

" ' Lady, she said, 4 the countenance you have 
deigned to show me will long dwell in my remem
brance. There reigns in it gentleness and good
ness ; and if a tinge of the world's pride or vanities 
may mix witli an expression so lovely, how may we 
chide that which is of earth for bearing some colour 
of its original ? Long, long shall I remember your 
features, and bless God that J leave my noble de
liverer united with'—She stopped short—her eyes 
filled with tears. She hastily wiped them, and an
swered to the anxious inquiries of Rowena—4 I am 
well, lady—well. But my heart swells when I think 
of Torquilstone and the lists of Templestowe !— 
Farewell! One, the most trifling part of my duty, 
remains undischarged. Accept this casket—startle 
not at its contents.'-^-Rowena opened the small sil 
ver-chased casket, and perceived a carcanet, or 
necklace, with ear-jewels, of diamonds, which were 
visibly of immense value.—' It is impossible,' she 
said, tendering back the casket, ' I dare not accept 
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a gift of such consequence.'—' Yet keep it, lady,' 
returned Rebecca.—4 Let me not think you deem 
so wretchedly ill of my nation as your commons be
lieve. i hink ye that I prize these sparkling frag
ments of stone above my liberty ? or that my father 
uftf? ln comparison to the honour of his only 

child ? Accept them, lady—to me they are valueless. 
nnb«nnne3VerToar jeweIs more-'-' You are then 
whirh r' k83 Rowen?> struck with the manner in 

Inch Rebecca uttered the last words. 4 O, remain 
fri™ US 1 counsei of holy men will wean you 

Iaw' and I will be a sister to 
* i ' , aoswered Rebecca, the same 
calm melancholy reigning in her soft voice and beau-
,h» iS" f Aat ma7. not be" 1 may not change 
th*> r my £at^el-s' ke a Sarment unsuited to 
he cbmate in which I seek to dwell; and unhappy, 

lady I will not be. He, to whom 1 dedicate my 
future life, will be my comforter, if I do His will.'— 

nave you then convents, to one of which vou 
mean to retire?' asked Rowena.-4 No, lady,'saM 
of Abrdrim d amon/°ur Pe°Ple. since the time 
u' ~i i downward, have been women who 
have devoted their thoughts to Heaven, and their 
sici°f3 td W°u i° kindness to men, tendinv the 
sick, feeding the hungry, and relieving the distress
ed. Among these will Rebecca be numbered Sav 

He.«r£adrr7=''' ¥.saUe"may 
down on you hi cLceset^Iel1ngsh!r'IStlan, Sh°Wer 

Snrprised^as d a Wsion'ha^^aSed'be^or^he^^Trhe 
hursb!rd0no„whfed ''le singular conference to her 
He lived iona a°nd hJ.1 -f" maueo deep lmpression-gUtgi 
mm&sm 

The work before us shows at least as much 
b^numhered ° th?80 W-th Whl'°h U must now 
nn numbered—and excites, perhaps, at least 
n the first perusal, as strong an interest: But I 
hmkltwhtf1,80 deeP'j and we rather! i it Will not please so long. Rebecca i* 

almost the only lovely being in the story-and 
she is evidently a creature of the fancy—a 
mere poetical personification. Next to her 
for Isaac is but a milder Shylock and by ^ 
means more natural than his original—the 
their merry'chief 1SBXCited b?the outlawsand 

Prince^are'toa6 Knfgh™ pLm/aLd 
recent a^e hn, k Y th'"g w,th which a more 

* cal or mythological persons We k tlleoreti-
ing about them-and never know"°th-
we fully comprehend their d ,^" that 

rightly into their feelings The sa' °P e" 
which now busies us= with their geniUS 

might have excited an equal fcestfor the' 
adventures of Oberon and PigwiW.V, £ 
any imaginary community of Gfants,=AniSon" 
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or Cynocephali. The interest we do take is in 
the situations—and the extremes of peril he 
roism; and atrocity, in which the great ?lati" 
tude of the fiction enables the author to in" 
dulge. Even with this advantage, we soon" 
fee], not only that the characters he brings be 
fore us are contrary to our experience, but that 
they are actually impossible. There could in 
fact have been no such state of society as that 
of which the story before us professes to mve 
us but samples and ordinary results In a 
country beset with such worthies as Front-de 
Breuf, Malvotsin, and the rest, Isaac the Jew 
could neither have grown rich, nor lived to old 
age; and no Rebecca could either have ac
quired her delicacy, or preserved her honour 
Neither could a plump Prior Aymer have fol
lowed venery in woods swarming with the 
merry men of Robin Hood.—Rotherwood must 
nave been burned to the ground two or three 
times in every year—and all the knights and 
thanes of the land been killed off nearly as 
•, ' The thl"& m short, when calmly con

sidered, cannot be received as a reality; and 
aftergazing for a while on the splendid pieant 

4 .Presents, and admiring the exagger-
sf,?f beings who counterfeit, in their grand 
style, the passions and feelings of our poor hu
man nature, we soon find that we must turn 
ofd'Mo°rmr( WaVent}'Sl and Antiq«aries, and Old Mortalities, and become acquainted with 
our neighbours and ourselves, and our duties, 

site nwfrS' ail Vrue felicities> in exqui-
of the foil- W S ,°Ur author there exhibits 
of iho ,,We da,'l>' witness or display, and 
wh cb pre]Ud'Ceo', Lhabits> a"d affections, by 

We end, therefore, as we began—by pre
ferring the home scenes, and the copies of 
onginals which we know-but admiring 
and degree, the fancy and judgment 
and feeling by which this more distant and 
p' prospect is enriched. It is a s 

mn^1T~and contmns matter enough for 
good Tragedies. As it is, it m!ke a 

Perh melfodrame/°i- the end of the season — 
Peihaps the author does better-for us and 
or himself—by writing more novels: But we 

have an earnest wish that he would try his 
bandm ,the a°tual bow of Shakespeare-ven
ture fairly within his enchanted circle—and 
reassert the Dramatic Sovereignty of England 
by putting forth a genuine Tragedy of passion' 
fancy and incident. He has all the qualS 
arToVenrn Ure succesf—except perhaps the 
cost him^rrtTn^f0r We SUSpect if would 
and tC T effort t0 confine hls story, 
some fifi deve].opment of his characters, to 
tem°*^lnrth1Xtyi SmaU pages' But the at" 
LS .r making; and he may be cer-
tain that he cannot fail without glory. 

tracts^from6«n u g£?ntcd,',lh,at *he charming ex-
given as mmiec 1 n 1' are occasionally 
?f his oth?r »e t c^P'ers of this and some 
author whn J" ^ °"g'na comP°si,ions of the 

ft'VizJf" 
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The Fortunes of Nigel. By the Author of ( 

12mo. pp. 950. Edinbur 

IT was a happy thought in us to review this 
author's works in groups, rather than in single 
ieces; for we should never otherwise have 
een able to keep up both with him and with 

our other business. Even as it is, we find we 
have let him run so far ahead, that we have 
now rather more of him on hand than we can 
well get through at a sitting; and are in dan
ger of forgetting the early part of the long 
series of stories to which we are thus obliged 
to look back, or of finding it forgotten by the 

ublic—or at least of having the vast assem-
lage of events and characters that now lie 

before us something jumbled and confounded, 
both in our own recollections, and that of our 
admiring readers. 

Our last particular notice, we think, was of 
Ivanhoe, in the end of 1819) and in the two 
years that have since elapsed, we have had 
the Monastery, the Abbot, Kenilworth, the 
Pirates, and Nigel,—one, two, three, four, five 
—large original works from the same fertile 
and inexhaustible pen. It is a strange manu
facture ! and, though depending entirely on 
invention and original fancy, really seems to 
proceed with all the steadiness and regularity 
of a thing that was kept in operation by in
dustry and application alone. Our whole 
fraternity, for example, with all the works of 
all other writers to supply them with mate
rials, are not half so sure of bringing out their 
two volumes in the year, as this one author, 
with nothing but his own genius to depend 
on, is of bringing out his six or seven. There 
is no instance of any such experiment being 
so long continued with success • and, accord
ing to all appearances, it is just as far from a 
termination now, as it was at the beginning. 
If it were only for the singularity of the thing, 
it would be worth while to chronicle the ac
tual course and progress of this extraordinary 
adventure. 

Of the two first works we have mentioned, 
the Monastery and the Abbot, we have the 
least to say; and we believe the public have 
the least curiosity to know our opinion. They 
are certainly the least meritorious of the whole 
series, either subsequent or preceding; and 
while they are decidedly worse than the other 
works of the same author, we are not sure 
that we can say, as we have done of some of 
his other failures, that they are better than 
those of any other recent writer of fiction.— 
So conspicuous, indeed, was their inferiority, 
that we at one time apprehended that we 
should have been called upon to interfere 
before our time, and to admonish the author 
of the hazard to which he was exposing his 
fame. But as he has since redeemed that 
slip, we shall now pass it over lightly, and 
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merely notice one or two things that still live 
in our remembrance. 

We do not think the White Lady, and the 
other supernatural agencies, the worst blemish 
of "The Monastery." On the contrary, the 
first apparition of the spirit by her lonely 
fountain (though borrowed from Lord Byron's 
Witch of the Alps in Manfred), as well as the 
effect of the interview on the mind of the 
young aspirant to whom she reveals herself, 
have always appeared to us to be very beau
tifully imagined : But we must confess, that 
their subsequent descent into an alabaster 
cavern, and the seizure of a stolen Bible from 
an altar blazing- with cold flames, is a fiction 
of a more ignoble stock; and looks very like 

j an unlucky combination of a French fairy tale 
and a dull German romance. The Euphuist 
too, Sir Piercie Shafton, is a mere nuisance 
throughout. Nor can we remember any in
cident in an unsuccessful farce more utterly 
absurd and pitiable, than the remembrance 
of tailorship that is supposed to be conjured 
up in the mind of this chivalrous person, by 
the presentment of the fairy's bodkin to his 
eyes. There is something ineffably poor at 
once, and extravagant, in the idea of a solid 
silver implement being taken from the hair of 
a spiritual and shadowy being, for the sage 
purpose of making an earthly coxcomb angry 
to no end ;—while our delight at this happy 
imagination is not a little heightened by re
flecting that it is all the time utterly unintelli
gible, how the mere exhibition of a lady's 
bodkin should remind any man of a tailor in 
his pedigree—or be thought to import such a 
disclosure to the spectators. 

But, notwithstanding these gross faults, and 
the general flatness of the monkish parts— 
including that of the Sub-prior, which is a 
failure in spite of considerable labour — it 
would be absurd to rank this with common 
novels, or even to exclude it from the file of 
the author's characteristic productions. It has 
both humour, and fancy and pathos enough, 
to maintain its title to such a distinction.— 
The aspiring temper of Halbert Glendinning, 
the rustic establishment of Glendearg, the 
picture of Christie of Clinthill, and, above all, 
the scenes at the castle of Avenel, are all 
touched with the hand of a master. Julian's 
dialogue, or soliloquy rather, to his hawk, in 
presence of his paramour, with its accompani
ments and sequel, is as powerful as any thing 
the author has produced; and the tragic and 
historical scenes that lead to the conclusion 
are also, for the most part, excellent. It is a 
work, in short, which pleases more upon a 
second reading than at first—as we not only 
pass over the Euphuism and other dull pas-
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sages, but, being aware of its defects, no 
Jonger feel the disappointment and provoca
tion which are apt, on their first excitement; 
to make us unjust to its real merits. 

In point of real merit, " The Abbot" is not 
much better, we think, than the Monastery— 
but it is fuller of historical painting, and, in 
the higher scenes, has perhaps a deeper and 
more exalted interest. The Popish zealots, 
whether in the shape of prophetic crones or 
heroic monks, are very tiresome personages. 
Catherine Seyton is a wilful deterioration of 
Djana Vernon, and is far too pert and con
fident ; while her paramour Roland Graeme is, 
for a good part of the work, little better than 
a blackguard boy, who should have had his 
head broken twice a day, and been put nightly 
in the stocks, for his impertinence. Some of 
the scenes at Lochleven are of a different 
pitch;—though the formal and measured sar
casms which the Queen and Lady Douglas 
interchange with such solemn verbosity, have 
a very heavy and unnatural effect. These 
faults, however, are amply redeemed by the 
beauties with which they are mingled. There 
are some grand passages, of enthusiasm and 
devoted courage, in Catherine Seyton. The 
escape from Lochleven is given with great I 
effect and spirit—and the subsequent muster
ing of the Queen's adherents, and their march 
to Langside, as well as the battle itself, are 
full of life and colouring. The noble bearing 
and sad and devoted love of George Douglas 

the brawl on the streets of Edinburgh, and 
the scenes at Holyrood, both serious and 
comic, as well as many of the minor charac
ters, such as the Ex-abbot of St. Mary's me
tamorphosed into the humble gardener of 
Lochleven, are all in the genuine manner of 
the author, and could not have proceeded from 
any other hand. On the whole, however, the 
work is unsatisfactory, and too deficient in 
design and unity. We do not know why it 
should have been called "The Abbot." as 
that personage has scarcely any thing to do 
with it. As an historical sketch, it has nei- , 

i?-1 keS'imiing nor end i—nor does the time j 
which it embraces possess any peculiar inter- i 
eSn-Ta-nd f°r a history of Roland Graeme, ^ 
which is the only denomination that can give i 
it coherence, the narrative is not only far too 1 
slight and insignificant in itself, but is too ? 
much broken in upon by higher persons and ( 
weightier affairs, to retain any of the interest i 

Jt niight otherwise have possessed. ( 
Keml worth," however, is a flight of an- < 

other wing—and rises almost, if not alto- j 
gether, to the level of Ivanhoe ;—displaying, j 
perhaps, as much power in assembling to- , 
gether, and distributing in striking groups, 
the copious historical materials of that ro
mantic age, as the other does in eking out 
their scantiness by the riches of the author's 
imagination. Elizabeth herself, surrounded 
as she is with lively and imposing recollec
tions was a difficult personage to bring promi
nently forward in a work of fiction: But the 
task, we think, is here not only fearlesslv 
but admirably performed; and the character 
brought out, not merely with the most un-

) sparing fulness, but with the most brilliant 
• and seducing effect. Leicester is less happy-

and we have certainly a great deal too much 
both of the blackguardism of Michael Lam-
bourne, the atrocious villany of Varney and 
Foster, and the magical dealings of Alasco 
and Way land Smith. Indeed, almost all the 
lower agents in the performance have a sort 
of Demoniacal character; and the deep and 
disgusting guilt by which most of the main 
incidents are developed, make a splendid pas
sage of English history read like the Newgate 
Calendar, and give a certain horror to the 
story, which is neither agreeable to historical 
truth, nor attractive in a work of imagination. 

The great charm and glory of the piece 
however, consists in the magnificence and 
vivacity of the descriptions with which it 
abounds; and which set before our eyes, with 
a freshness and force of colouring which can 
scarcely ever be gained except by actual ob
servation, all the pomp and stateliness. the 
glitter and solemnity, of that heroic reign. 
The moving picture of Elizabeth's night entry 
to Kenilworth is given with such spirit, rich
ness, and copiousness of detail, that we seem 
actually transported to the middle of the 
scene. We feel the press, and hear the music 
and the din—and descry, amidst the fading 
lights of a summer eve, the majestical pacings 
and waving banners that surround the march 
of the heroic Queen; while the mixture of 
ludicrous incidents, and the ennui that steals 
on the lengthened parade and fatiguing prepa
ration, give a sense of truth and reality to the 
sketch that seems to belong rather to recent 
recollection than mere ideal conception. We 
believe, in short, that we have at this moment 
as lively and distinct an impression of the 
whole scene, as we shall have in a few weeks 
of a similar joyous Entry, for which prepara
tions are now- making* in this our loyal me
tropolis, and of which we hope, before that 
time, to be spectators. The account of Lei
cester's princely hospitality, and of the royal 
divertisements that ensued.—the feastings 
and huntings, the batteries and dissemblings, 
the pride, the jealousy, the ambition, the re
venge, are all portrayed with the same ani
mating pencil, and leave every thing behind, 
but some rival works of the same unrivalled 
artist. The most surprising piece of mere 
description, however, that we have ever seen, 
is that of Amy's magnificent apartments at 
Cumnor Place, and of the dress and beauty 
of the lovely creature for whom they were 
adorned. We had no idea before that up
holstery and millinery could be made so en
gaging; and though we are aware that it is 
the living Beauty that gives its enchantment 
to the scene, and breathes over the whole ar 
air of voluptuousness, innocence, and pitv, it 
is impossible not to feel that the vivid and 
clear presentment- of the visible objects by 
which she is surrounded, and the antique 
splendour in which she is enshrined, not only 
strengthen our impressions of the reality, but 
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actually fascinate and delight us in them
selves,—just as the draperies and still-life in 
a grand historical picture often divide our ad
miration with the pathetic effect of the story 
told by the principal figures. The catastro
phe of the unfortunate Amy herself is too 
sickening and full of pity to be endured; and 
we shrink from the recollection of it, as we 
would from that of a recent calamity of our 
own. The part of Tressilian is unfortunate on 
the whole, though it contains touches of in
terest and beauty. The sketch of young Ra
leigh is splendid, and in excellent keeping 
with every thing beside it. More, we think, 
might have been made of the desolate age 
and broken-hearted anguish of Sir Hugh Rob-
sart; though there are one or two little traits 
of his paternal love and crushed affection, 
that are inimitably sweet and pathetic, and 
which might have lost their effect, perhaps, 
if the scene had been extended. We do not 
care much about the goblin dwarf, nor the host, 
nor the mercer,—nor any of the other charac
ters. They are all too fantastical and affected. 
They seem copied rather from the quaintness 
of old plays, than the reality of past and pres
ent nature; and serve better to show what 
manner of personages were to be met with in 
the Masks and Pageants of the age, than what 
were actually to be found in the living popu
lation of the land. 

" The Pirates " is a bold attempt to furnish 
out a long and eventful story, from a very nar
row circle of society, and a scene so circum
scribed as scarcely to admit of any great scope 
or variety of action; and its failure, in so far 
as it may be thought to have failed, should, 
in fairness, be ascribed chiefly to this scanti
ness and defect of the materials. The author, 
accordingly, has been obliged to borrow pretty 
largely from other regions. The character 
and story of Mertoun (which is at once com
mon-place and extravagant),—that of the 
Pirate himself,—and that of Halcro the poet, 
have no connection with the localities of Shet
land. or the peculiarities of an insular life. 
Mr. Yellowlees, though he gives occasion to 
some strong contrasts, is in the same situa
tion. The great blemish, however, of the 
work, is the inconsistency in Cleveland's 
character, or rather the way in which he dis
appoints us, by turning out so much better 
than we had expected—and yet substantially 
so ill. So great, indeed, is this disappoint
ment. and so strong the grounds of it. that we 
cannot help suspecting that the author him
self must have altered his design in the course 
of the work; and, finding himself at a loss 
how to make either a demon or a hero of the 
personage whom he had introduced with a 
view to one or other of these characters, be
took himself to the expedient of leaving him 
in that neutral or mixed state, which, after 
all, suits the least with his conduct and situa
tion, or with the effects which he is supposed 
to produce. All that we see of him is a dar
ing, underbred, forward, heartless fellow— 
very unlikely, we should suppose, to capti
vate the affections of the high-minded, ro
mantic Minna, or even to supplant an old j 
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friend in the favour of the honest Udallar. 
The charm of the book is in the pictuie of 
his family. Nothing can be more beautiful 
than the description of the two sisters, and 
the gentle and innocent affection that con
tinues to unite them, even after love has come 
to divide their interests and wishes. The visit 
paid them by Noma, and the tale she tells 
them at midnight, lead to a fine display of 
the perfect purity of their young hearts, and 
the native gentleness and dignity of their 
character. There is, perhaps, still more ge
nius in the development and full exhibition of 
their father's character; who is first introduced 
to us as little else than a jovial, thoughtless, 
hospitable housekeeper, but gradually dis^ 
closes the most captivating traits,-not only of 
kindness and courage, but of substantial gene
rosity and delicacy of feeling, without ever 
departing, for an instant, from the frank home
liness of his habitual demeanour. Noma is a 
new incarnation of Meg Merrilees, and palpa
bly the same in the spirit. Less degraded in 
her habits and associates, and less lofty and 
pathetic in her denunciations, she reconciles 
fewer contradictions, and is, on the whole, 
inferior perhaps to her prototype; but is far 
above the rank of a mere imitated or borrowed 
character. The Udaller's visit to her dwell
ing on the Fitful-head is admirably managed, 
and highly characteristic of both parties. Of 
the humorous characters, Yellowlees is the 
best. Few things, indeed, are better than 
the description of his equestrian progression 
to the feast of the Udaller. Claud Halcro is 
too fantastical; and peculiarly out of place, 
we should think, in such a region. A man 
who talks in quotations from common plays, 
and proses eternally about glorious John Dry-
den, luckily is not often to be met with any
where, but least of all in the Orkney Islands. 
Bunce is liable to the same objection,—though 
there are parts of his character, as well as 
that of Fletcher and the rest of the crew, 
given with infinite spirit and effect. The de
nouement of the story is strained and im
probable, and the conclusion rather unsatis
factory: But the work, on the whole, opens 
up a new world to our curiosity, and affords 
another proof of the extraordinary pliability, 
as well as vigour, of the author's genius. 

We come now to the work which has af
forded us a pretext for this long retrospection, 
and which we have approached, as befitteth 
a royal presence, through this long vista of 
preparatory splendour. Considering that it 
has now been three months in the hands of 
the public—and must be about as well known 
to most of our readers as the older works to 
which we have just alluded—we do not very 
well see why we should not deal with it as 
summarily as we have done with them ; and, 
sparing our dutiful readers the fatigue of toil
ing through a detail with which they are al
ready familiar, content ourselves with marking 
our opinion of it in the same general and 
comprehensive manner that we have ventured 
to adopt as to those earlier productions. This 
accordingly is the course which, in the main, 
we propose to follow ; though, for the sake of 

2 v 2 
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our distant readers, as well as to give more 
lorce and direct application to our general re
marks, we must somewhat enlarge the scale 
of our critical notice. 

This work, though dealing abundantly in 
invention, is, in substance, like Old Mortality 
and Kenilworth, of an historical character, 
and may be correctly represented as an at
tempt to describe and illustrate, by examples, 
the manners of the court, and generally speak
ing, of the age, of James I. of England. And 
this, on the whole, is the most favourable as
pect under which it can be considered ; for. 
while it certainly presents us with a very 
brilliant, and, we believe, a very faithful sketch 
of the manners and habits of the time, we 
cannot say that it either embodies them in a 
very interesting story, or supplies us with any 
rich variety of particular characters. Except 
King James himself, and Richie Moniplies, 
there is but little individuality in the person
ages represented. We should perhaps add 
Master George Heriot; except that he is too 
staid and prudent a person to engage -very 
much of our interest. The story is of a very 
simple structure, and may soon be told. 

Lord Glenvarloch, a young Scottish noble
man, whose fortunes had been ruined by his 
father s profusion, and chiefly by large loans 
to the Crown, comes to London about the mid-
die of James7 reign, to try what part of this 
debt may be recovered from the justice of his 
now opulent sovereign. From want of patron
age and experience, he is unsuccessful in his 
first application ; and is about to withdraw in 
despair when his serving man. Richard Moni
plies falling accidentally in the way of George 
Heriot, the favourite jeweller and occasional 
banker of the King, that benevolent person (to 

may not be known to our Southern 
readers, Edinburgh is indebted for the most 
flourishing and best conducted of her founded 

or,cha"Lles) is P,eased to in-
hi* ^ 11 . 1S affairs, and n°t only represents 
his case m a favourable way to the Sovereign, 
but is the means of introducing him to another 
sneidnv f' TS°"> Lord DaIga'.™, he 
t? ^ oims a rather inauspicious intimacy. 
tip* nf I . ,s initiated wto all the gaie
ties of the town; of which, as well of the 
rr bearing of the men of fashion of 
An lua v,ery bvely picture is drawn, 
his foftnn t p"gS; I1® is enco"raged to try 
dent hi nl! at£'ay,; bu,> being poor and pru-
unhands<wnplS Sma11 sums' and> rather 
Jicp to PP y We must owu> makes it a prac-
On this JS aft®r a moderate winning. 
Jrno and hif h® isJsli§hted by Lord Dal-
t - adventurous associates; 

prejudiced the S " ? t\! '""l 

him, he challenges him for h! Ti a8'a,"st 

Park, and actually dm„ L v the 

cincts of the royal abode Th ' ?he pre-
days, a very seLus offence anTm'^°Se 

immediate consequences he is lit • 5V° , 
refuge in Whitef?iars then l̂ vtby the cfnt 
name of Alsaha, and understood to possess Z 
privileges of a sanctuary against ordinary ar- j 

| rests. A propos of this retirement, we have 
a very striking and animated picture of the 
bullies and bankrupts, and swindlers and pettv 
felons by whom this city of refuge was chiefly 
inhabited—and among whom the young Lord 
has the good luck to witness a murder com
mitted 011 the person of his miserly host. He" 
then bethinks himself of repairing to Green 
wich, where the court was, throwing himself 
upon the clemency of the King, and insisting 
on being confronted with his accusers* but 
happening unfortunately to meet with his 
Majesty in a retired part of the Park to which 
he had pursued the stag, ahead of all his at
tendants, his sudden appearance so startles 
and alarms that pacific monarch, that he ac
cuses him of a treasonable design on his life 
and has him committed to the Tower, under 
that weighty accusation. In the mean time 
however, a certain Margaret Ramsey, a daugh
ter of the celebrated watchmaker of that name 
who had privately fallen in love with him at 
the table of George Heriot her god-father, and 
nad, ever since, kept watch over his proceed
ings, and aided him in his difficulties by va
rious stratagems and suggestions, had repaired 
to Greenwich in male attire, with the roman
tic design of interesting and undeceiving the 
King with regard to him. By a lucky acci-
dent, she does obtain an opportunity of making 

| hei statement to James; who, in order to put 
her veracity to the test, sends her, disguised 
as she was, to Glenvarloch7s prison in the 
1 ower, and also looses upon him in the same 
place, first his faithful Heriot, and afterwards 
a sarcastic courtier, while he himself plays 
the eavesdropper to their conversation, from an 
adjoining apartment constructed for that pur
pose. The result of this Dionysian experi
ment is, to satisfy the sagacious monarch both 
ol the innocence of his young countryman, 
and the malignity of his accusers: who are 
speedily brought to shame by his acquittal 
and admittance to favour. 

There is an underplot of a more extravagant 
and less happy structure, about a sad and 
mysterious lady who inhabits an inaccessible 
apartment in Heriot7s house, and turns out to 
e the deserted wife of Lord Dalgarno, and a 

near relation of Lord Glenvarloch. The former 
is compelled to acknowledge her by the King, 
very much against his will; though he is con
siderably comforted when he finds that, by 
this alliance, he acquires right to an ancient 
mortgage over the lands of the latter, which 
nothing but immediate payment of 'a large 
sum can prevent him from foreclosing. This 
is accomplished by the new-raised credit and 
consequential agency of Richie Moniplies, 

1 -no' ™ 0ld a scerle °f pettifogging 
difficulties. The conclusion is something tra
gical and sudden. Lord Dalgarno, travelling 
to Scotland with the redemption-money in a 
portmanteau, challenges Glenvarloch to meet 
and fight him, one stage from town; and, 
while he is waiting on the common, is him
self shot dead by one of the Alsatian bullies, 
^heard of the precious cargo with 
winch he was making the journey. His an
tagonist comes up soon enough to revenge 
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him; and, soon after, is married to Miss Ram
sey, for whom the King finds a suitable pedi
gree, and at whose marriage-dinner he conde
scends to preside; while Richard Moniplies 
marries the heroic daughter of the Alsatian 
miser, and is knighted in a very characteristic 
manner by the good-natured monarch. 

The best things m the book, as we have 
already intimated, are the pictures of King 
lames and of Richard Moniplies—though my 
Lord Dalgarno is very lively and writty, and 
well represents the gallantry and profligacy 
of the time; while the worthy Earl, his father, 
is very successfully brought forward as the 
type of the ruder and more uncorrupted age 
that preceded. We are sorely tempted to pro
duce a sample of Jin Vin the smart apprentice, 
and of the mixed childishness and heroism of 
Margaret Ramsay, and the native loftiness 
and austere candour of Martha Trapbois, and 
the humour of Dame Suddlechops, and divers 
other inferior persons. But the rule we have 
laid down to ourselves, of abstaining from 
citations from well-known books, must not be 
farther broken, in the very hour of its enact
ment ;—and we shall therefore conclude, with 
a few such general remarks on the work be
fore us as we have already bestowed on some 
other performances, probably no longer so 
familiar to most of our readers. 

We do not think, then, that it is a work 
either of so much genius or so much interest 
as Kenilworth or Ivanhoe, or the earlier his
torical novels of the same author—and yet 
there be readers who will in all likelihood 
prefer it to those books, and that for the very 
reasons which induce us to place it beneath 
them. These reasons are,—First, that the 
scene is all in London—and that the piece is 
consequently deprived of the interest and 
variety derived from the beautiful descriptions 
of natural scenery, and the still more beautiful 
combination of its features and expression, 
with the feelings of the living agents, which 
abound in those other works ; and next, that 
the characters are more entirely borrowed 
from the written memorials of the age to 
which they refer, and less from that eternal 
and universal nature which is of all ages, 
than in any of his former works. The plays 
of that great dramatic era, and the letters and 
memoirs which have been preserved in such 
abundance, have made all diligent readers 
familiar with the peculiarities by which it was 
marked. But unluckily the taste of the writers 
of that age was quaint and fantastical; and 
though their representations necessarily give 
us a true enough picture of its fashions and 
follies, it is obviously a distorted and exagge
rated picture—and their characters plainly 
both speak and act as no living men ever 
did speak or act. Now, this style of carica
ture is too palpably copied in the work before 
us,—and, though somewhat softened and re
laxed by the good sense of the author, is still 
so prevalent, that most of his characters strike 
us rather as whimsical humourists or affected 
maskers, than as faithful copies of the actual 
society of any historical period; and though 
they may afford great delight to such slender j 

wits as think the commentators on Shake
speare the greatest men in the world, and here 
find their little archaeological persons made 
something less inconceivable than usual, they 
cannot fail to offend and disappoint all those 
who hold that nature alone must be the source 
of all natural interest. 

Finally, we object to this work, as com
pared witn those to which we have alluded, 
that the interest is more that of situation, and 
less of character or action, than in any of the 
former. The hero is not so much an actor or 
a sufferer, in most of the events represented, 
as a spectator. With comparatively little to 
do in the business of the scene, he is merely 
placed in the front of it, to look on with the 
reader as it passes. He has an ordinary and 
slow-moving suit at court—and, a propos of 
this—all the humours and oddities of the 
sovereign are exhibited in rich and splendid 
detail. He is obliged to take refuge for a day 
in Whitefriars—and all the horrors and atro
cities of the Sanctuary are spread out before 
us through the greater part of a volume. Two 
or three murders are committed, in which he 
has no interest, and no other part than that of 
being accidentally present. His own scanty 
part, in short, is performed in the vicinity of 
a number of other separate transactions; and 
this mere juxtaposition is made an apology 
for stringing them all up together into one his
torical romance. We should not care very 
much if this only destroyed the unity of the 
piece—but it also sensibly weakens its interest 
—and reduces it from the rank of a compre
hensive and engaging narrative, in which 
every event gives and receives importance 
from its connection with the rest, to that of a 
mere collection of sketches, relating to the 
same period and state of society. 

The character of the hero, we also think, 
is more than usually a failure. He is not only 
a reasonable and discreet person, for whose 
prosperity we need feel no great apprehen
sion, but he is gratuitously debased by certain 
infirmities of a mean and somewhat sordid 
description, which suit remarkably ill with 
the heroic character. His prudent deport
ment at the gaming table, and his repeated 
borrowings of money, have been already 
hinted at; and we may add, that when in
terrogated by Heriot about the disguised dam-
sal who is found with him in the Tower, he 
makes up a false story for the occasion, with 
a cool promptitude of invention, which re
minds us more of Joseph Surface and his 
French milliner, than of the high-minded son 
of a stern puritanical Baron of Scotland. 

These are the chief faults of the work, and 
they are not slight ones. Its merits do not 
require to be specified. They embrace all 
to which we have not specially objected. The 
general brilliancy and force of the colouring, 
the ease and spirit of the design, and the 
strong touches of character, are all such as 
we have have long admired in the best works 
of the author. Besides the King and Richie 
Moniplies, at whose merits we have already 
hinted^ it would be unjust to pass over the 
prodigious strength of writing that distin 
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guishes the part of Mrs. Martha Trapbois, and 
the inimitable scenes, though of a coarse' and 
revolting complexion, with Duke Hildebrod 
and the miser of Alsatia, The Templar 
LowestofFe, and Jin Yin, the aspiring appren
tice, are excellent sketches of their kind. 
So are John Christie and his frail dame. Lord 
DaJgarno is more questionable. There are 
passages of extraordinary spirit and ability in 
this part : but he turns out too atrocious. Sir 
Mungo Malagrowther wearies us from the 
beginning, and so does the horologist Ramsay 

because they are both exaggerated and un
natural characters. We scarcely see enough 
of Margaret Ramsay to forgive her all her ir
regularities, and her high fortune ; but a great 
deal certainly of what we do see is charm
ingly executed. Dame Ursula is something 
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j between the vulgar gossipping of Mrs. Qujck]v 
in the merry Wives of Windsor, and the 
atrocities of Mrs. Turner and Lady Suffolk-
and it is rather a contamination of Margaret's 
purity to have used such counsel. b 

We have named them all now, or nearlv— 
and must at length conclude. Indeed, notW 
but the fascination of this author's pen anH 
the difficulty of getting away from him, could 
have induced us to be so particular in our 
notices of a story, the details of which will so 
soon be driven out of our heads by other de-
tails as interesting—and as little fated to be re 
membered. There are other two books corainir' 
we hear, in the course of the winter: and by 
the time there are four or five, that is, in about 
eighteen months hence, we must hold our
selves prepared to give some account of them. 

( © t t o b u r ,  1 8 2 3 . )  

M^Bdwhidd^r^Z^yUiZSll(o f 2 m o "nn^OO? W iRev. 

s.ii ™hes:of °f ̂ 9 
>-1. 12mo.' Black\veooffiUtEdil„"ghnni820°f the "Ayrshire Legatees," &c. 

4' I2m« ES5.0/eS A"h°' »' "A™"> f 4. , 

1 vol. fct 

' ' S d J i b L'!.-' A«h«'?'''Ann.l.of th. I'an.h," "S, 
7. RinganGilhaize, or the Covenants Pv^'TV, ' 1823. 

3 vols. 12mo. Blackwood. Edinburgh^ 1823 AnnaIs of the Parish," &o, 

9. lights and. ShZZTof%oMlh]Lifl2m1° vof's^^m' 1EdinburSh: I820-
10. Some Passages in the Life of Mr Art ?vo- -^lackwo°d. Edinburgh: 1822. 

1 vol. 8vo. "Blackwood /Ed{i£gh.^82f r' the GosPd « 
, ' f "Li=-h« "1 .1 

f "Vale'rius,"'and «A<ta „„ 

ser™ , f bee,n some?lmes accused, we observe, of partiality to the writers of our own 
ThZ f' f u rept°ached with helping mid
dling Scotch works into notice, while far more 
knd haveShPUbll?ati0"^ EnSland and he-
tatp lif b en treated with neglect. We 
blv be tfmorP^'-tbere covl'd not possi-

most triumphant regpnof ift 

arlicL ^he'Cooks'from w 1° f J h t ci,ations in this 
being so universally known llck/key are taken not 
Scott—and yet deserving IAhinlr6 °f ^ Wa[ter 

recalled to the attention of trpiiv V ,being thus 
whole seem to have been orS-in 11 readers. The 
mrlynBu! ,he auth°rsh| hasy been°Uloan0ny" 
acknowledged so that it isscarcelv n» S 

me to mention that the first sevemn rh f- ary *°r 

works of the late Mr Gait vJli• 6 hsf are lhe 

Blair of Mr. Lockhart-and the L ĥ,,̂  Ad?m 

dows, and Margaret Lindsay, of Professor' WiUom | 

f A ? )  J  p o p u l a r  w o r k s ,  t h a t  h a v e  a t -
P tw,v! an Very deservedly, a large share of 
frnl rr, m 6Very part of the empire—issuing 
from the press, successively for four or five 
years, in this very city, and under our eyes 
and not hitherto honoured by us with any in-
existence °Th being even consci°us of their existence. The causes of this long neglect it 
can now be of no importance to explam But 
hnveT6 are» f at our ingenious countrymen 
pnl pi g l reason t0 c°mplain of it, than 
any aliens can have to impute this tardy repa
ration to national partiality. 
n Ebe W0I'ks themselves are evidently too 
numerous to admit of our now giving more 
inde a Very ge"er,a] account of them:—and 
ndeed, some of their authors emulate their 

P. ypc «« successfully in the rapid 
•r t, ess'on of their performances, that, even 
it they had not been so far ahead of us at the 
dS,r WfumUSt soon have been reduced to 

Wlth tbem as we have done with him, 
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and only to have noticed their productions 
when they had grown up into groups and fa
milies—as they increased and multiplied in 
the land. In intimating that we regard them 
as imitations of the inimitable novels,—which 
we, who never presume to peep under masks, 
still hold to be by an author unknown,—we 
have already exhausted more than half their 
general character. They are inferior certainly 
(and what is not I) to their great originals. 
But they are the best copies which have 
yet been produced of them; and it is not 
a little creditable to the genius of our be
loved country, that, even in those gay and 
airy walks of literature from which she had 
been so long estranged, an opening was no 
sooner made, by the splendid success of one 
gifted Scotsman, than many others were found 
ready to enter upon them, with a spirit of en
terprise, and a force of invention, that prom
ised still farther to extend their boundaries— 
and to make these new adventurers, if not form
idable rivals, at least not unworthy followers 
of him by whose example they were roused. 

There are three authors, it seems, to the 
works now before us;—so at least the title-
pages announce; and it is a rule with us, to 
give implicit faith to those solemn intimations. 
We think, indeed, that without the help of 
that oracle, we should have been at no loss to 
ascribe all the works which are now claimed 
by the author of the Annals of the Parish, to 
one and the same hand; But we should cer
tainly have been inclined to suppose, that 
there was only one author for all the rest,— 
with the exception, perhaps, of Valerius, 
which has little resemblance, either in sub
stance or manner, to any of those with which 
it is now associated. 

In the arduous task of imitating the great 
novelist, they have apparently found it neces
sary to resort to the great principle of division 
of labour; and yet they have not, among 
them, been able to equal the work of his single 
hand ! The author of the Parish Annals seems 
to have sought chiefly to rival the humorous 
and less dignified parts of his original; by 
large representations of the character and 
manners of the middling and lower orders in 
Scotland, intermingled with traits of sly arid 
sarcastic sagacity, and occasionally softened 
and relieved by touches of unexpected ten
derness and simple pathos, all harmonised by 
the same truth to nature and fine sense of 
national peculiarity. In these delineations 
there is, no doubt, more vulgarity, both of 
style and conception, and less poetical inven
tion, than in the corresponding passages of 
the works he aspires to imitate; but, on the 
other hand, there is more of that peculiar 
humour which depends on the combination of 
great naivete, indolence, and occasional ab
surdity, with natural good sense, and taste, 
and kind feelings in the principal characters— 
such combinations as Sir Roger de Coverley, 
the Vicar of Wakefield, and My Uncle Toby, 
have made familiar to all English readers, but 
of which we have not hitherto had any good 
Scottish representative. There is also more 
systematic, though very good-humoured, sar

casm, and a more distinct moral, or unity of 
didactic purpose, in most of his writings, than 
it would be easy to discover in the playful, ca
pricious, and fanciful sketches of his great 
master. 

The other two authors have formed them
selves more upon Uie poetical, reflective, and 
pathetic parts of meir common model; and 
have aimed at emulating such beautiful pic
tures as that of Mr. Peter Pattison, the blind 
old women in Old Mortality and the Bride of 
Lammermoor, the courtship at the Mermaid-
en's Well, and, generally, his innumerable 
and exquisite descriptions of the soft, simple, 
and sublime scenery of Scotland, as viewed 
in connection with the character of its better 
rustic population. Though far better skilled 
than their associate, in the art of composition, 
and chargeable, perhaps, with less direct imi
tation, we cannot but regard them as much 
less original, and as having performed, upon 
the whole, a far easier task. They have no 
great variety of style, and but little of actual 
invention,—and are mannerists in the strongest 
sense of that term. Though unquestionably 
pathetic in a very powerful degree, they are 
pathetic, for the most part, by the common 
recipes, which enable any one almost, to draw 
tears, who will condescend to employ them. 
They are mighty religious too,—but appa-
rentlyon the same principle; and, while their 
laboured attacks on our sympathies are felt, at 
last, to be somewhat importunate and puerile, 
their devotional orthodoxies seem to tend, 
every now and then, a little towards cant. 
This is perhaps too harshly said; and is more, 
we confess, the result of the second reading 
than the first; and suggested rather by a com
parison with their great original, than an im
pression of their own independent merits. 
Compared with that high standard, it is im
possible not to feel that they are somewhat 
wanting in manliness, freedom, and liberality; 
and, while they enlarge, in a sort of pastoral, 
emphatic, and melodious style, on the virtues 
of our cottagers, and the apostolical sanctity 
of our ministers and elders, the delights of 
pure affection, and the comforts of the Bible, 
are lamentably deficient in that bold and free 
vein of invention, that thorough knowledge 
of the world, and rectifying spirit of good 
sense, which redeem all that great author's 
flights from the imputation either of extrava
gance or affectation, and give weight, as well 
as truth, to his most poetical delineations of 
nature and of passion. But, though they can
not pretend to this rare merit, which has 
scarcely fallen to the share of more than one 
since the days of Shakespeare, there is no 
doubt much beautiful writing, much admi
rable description, and much both of tender 
and of lofty feeling, in the volumes of which 
we are now speaking; and though their infe
rior and borrowed lights are dimmed in the 
broader blaze of the luminary, who now fills 
our Northern sky with his glory, they still hold 
their course distinctly within the orb of his at 
traction, and make a visible part of the splen 
dour which draws to that quarter of the hea 
vens the admiration of so many distant eyes. 
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We must now, however, say a word or two 
on the particular works we have enumerated; 
among which, and especially in the first series, 
there is a very great difference of design, as 
well as inequality of merit. The first with 
which we happened to become acquainted, 
and, after all, perhaps the best and most in
teresting of the whole, is^hat entitled "An
nals of the Parish.77 comprising in one little 
volume of about four hundred pages the do-
mestic chronicle of a worthy minister, on the 
coast of Ayrshire, for a period of no less than 
fifty-one years, from 1760 to 1810. The 
ptimitive simplicity of the pastor's character, 
tinctured as it is by his professional habits anc 
sequestered situation, form but a part of the 
attraction of this work. The brief and natural 
notices of the public events which signalised 
the long period through which it extends, and 
the slight and transient effects they produced 
on the tranquil lives and peaceful occupations 
ol his remote parishioners, have not only a 
natural, we think, but a moral and monitory 
effect : and, while they revive in our own 
!e.a,fs , al™ost forgotten impressions of our 

childhood and early youth, as to the same 
tiansaetions, make us feel the actual insignifi
cance of those successive occurrences which 
each in its turn, filled the minds of his con-
temporanes,-a„d the little real concern which 
the bulk of mankind have in the public history 
of their day. This quiet and detailed retro- I 
spect of fifty years, brings the true moment 
and value of the events it embraces to the 
test as it were, of their actual operation on 
mm i o n  h S°°vtlfs '  a n d  helPs t0 dissipate the 
illusion, by which private persons are so fre
quently led to suppose, that they have a per-
the L111]61'681 Vn the wisdom of cabinets or 
the madness of princes. The humble sim-
dnnh/" °1 c, UIcJer's character assists, no 
doubt, this sobering effect of his narrative. 
The natural and tranquil manner in which he 
puts down great things by the side of little— 
and considers as exactly on the same level, 
the bursting of the parish mill-dam and the 
commencement of the American troubles-
tk>n of s°n7i n1-mi,ral Rodney a"d the dona
tion of 50 I.to his kirk-session,—are all equally 

verv nl'f * agI'eeavble i and illustrate, in a 
well as oSfn5,Way', at law of lutcllectual, as 
thino-s -it °Ptlos; b7 which small 
large ones atl disttce7 ̂  greatel" ̂  

The great charm of the work, however is 
and th^o °f chfr?fter which [t discloses, 

nd the commendable brevity with which 
scarry16an°vrinltle " d'g-ted' We W 
writer has shown ^"ch for-bpa"5*1 & n\odern 

sideration for his readers With™"06 3 • j°n" 
able powersof humour the f ^Very 

are never dwelt upon with 1C0U® ?cidents 
nor pushed to the length of bnr?J tedl0Usness, 
ature—and the more seducWT® ^ CanC; 
pathos with which the work abounds68 

intermingled and cut short, with Z '/""6 

sparing arid judicious hand ;L-so that the ft"16 

perate and natural character of the rtltn ™' 
•to, by. m.„, mi 
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preponderate over the tragic ana comic eenn,« 
of the author. That character is, as we have 
already hinted, as happily conceived as it is 
admirably executed—contented, humble and 
perfectly innocent and sincere—very orthodox 
and zealously Presbyterian, without learning 
or habits of speculation—soft-hearted and full 
of indulgence and ready sympathy, without 
any enthusiasm or capacity of devoted attach 
ment—given to old-fashioned prejudices with 
an instinctive sagacity in practical affairs— 
and unconsciously acute in detecting the char
acters of others, and singularly awake to the 
beauties of nature, without a notion either of 
observation or of poetry—very patient and 
primitive in short, indolent and gossiping, and 
scarcely ever stirring either in mind or person 
beyond the limits of his parish. The style 
of the book is curiously adapted to the char-
acter of the supposed author—very genuine 
homely Scotch in the idiom and many of the 
expressions —but tinctured with scriptural 
phiases, and some relics of college learning— 
and all digested in the grave and methodical 
order or an old-fashioned sermon. 

After so much praise, we are rather afraid 
to make any extracts—for the truth is, that 
there is not a great deal of matter in the book, 
and a good deal of vulgarity—and that it is 
only good-natured people, with something of 

I the annalist s own simplicity, that will be as 
much pleased with it as we have been. For 
the sake of such persons, however, we will 
venture on a few specimens. Here is the 
description of Mrs. Malcolm. 

of MrtCMd!y'i 1 "0W t0 sPeak ofthe coming 
shlnm ,Mali°Im- ^he was lhe widow of a Clyde 
shipmaster, that was lost at sea with his vessel. She 
morn? g®n,y.b°dy' C£dm and methodical. From 
finest HS, "r .! sj' at her wheel- spinning the finest lint, which suited well with her pale hands. 
was if ?ng? t er "'"tow's weeds, and she 
box T h e  h a d J "st been ta'en out of a band-
were at thl h WtaS ? " L" here'e when the bairns were at the school; but when they came home her 
XmT8 '§ile!l up wilh hough, poor 
them Th6 ""I"7 3 "me Ve''y '° give 
thh. j •y "!ere'. however, wonderful well-bred 

k utoofc_wlth thankfulness whatever she 
; ' f °re them, for they knew that their father, the 
breadwinner, was away, and that she had to work 
sore lor their bit and drap. I dare say, the only 
vexatton that ever she had from any of them, on 
heir own account, was when Charlie, the eldest 

scftool whifhfi fPurPe"ce, at P"vh and toss at the school, which he brought home with a proud heart 
hern m .r: Iba,ppened to be daunrin' bye at 

h Ayi"®' looked in at the door to say gude 
tefr onher eh thfre was she sitting with the silent 
ear on her cheek, and Charlie greeting as if he had 

d°"heagrea' .fau|b "nd the other four looking on 
MaholmZmM Cer NueVer' 1 am sur®> did Charlie ivJalcolm gamble after that night. 
to nnr°iltrnKW0"deredJWrat brouSht Mrs. Malcolm 
where °f g°ing t0 a P°PfcIoi» town 
she wn« vf tmfht ^ave taken "P a huxtry-shop, as 
h™T u constttufion, the which would 
to far !n".Ke r u°r her.tban spinning from morning 
the threml rni¥ r? lf.sbe was in verity drawing the thread of life. But it was, no doubt, from an 
daSte?Fffi '° hid.® he.r. Poverty; for when her 

Ti®8 l!'w'lh 'he measles—the poor 
llrnLh? 7M—nobody 'bought she could come 

for manv aJ) wben she did get the turn, she was 
} a day a heavy handful;—our session being 
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rich, and nobody on it but cripple Tammy Daidles, 
that was at that time known through all the country 
side for begging on a horse, I thought it my duty to 
call upon Mrs. Malcolm in a sympathising way, and 
offer her some assistance—but she refused it. 4 No, 
sir,' said she. 41 canna take help from the poor's 
box, although it's very true that I am in great need ; 
ror it might hereafter be cast up to my bairns, whom 
t may please God to restore to better circumstances 
when I am no to see't; but I would fain borrow 
five pounds, and if, sir, you will write to Mr. Mait-
land, that is now the Lord Provost of Glasgow, and 
tell him that Marion Shaw would be obliged to 
him for the lend of that soom, I think he will not 
fail to send it.' 

"I wrote the letter that night to Provost Mait
land, and, by the retourof the post, I got an answer, 
with twenty pounds for Mrs. Malcolm, saying, 4 that 
it was with sorrow he heard so small a trifle could 
be serviceable.' When I took the letter and the 
money, which was in a bank-bill, she said, 4 This 
is just like himsel.' She then told me, that Mr. 
Maitland had been a gentleman's son of the east 
country, but driven out of his father's house, when 
a laddie, by his step-mother ; and that he had served 
as a servant lad with her father, who was the Laird 
of Yillcogie, but ran through his estate, and left 
her, his only daughter, in little better than beggary 
with her auntie, the mother of Captain Malcolm, 
her husband that was. Provost Maitland in his 
servitude, had ta'en a notion of her; and when he 
recovered his patrimony, and had become a great 
Glasgow merchant, on hearing how she was left by 
her father, he offered to marry her, but she hacl 
promised herself to her cousin the Captain, whose 
widow she was. He then married a rich lady, and 
in time grew, as he was, Lord Provost of the City : 
but his letter with the twenty pounds to me, showed 
that he had not forgotten his first love. It was a 
short, but a well-written letter, in a fair hand of 
write, containing much of the true gentleman ; and 
Mrs. Malcolm said, ' Who knows but out of the 
regard he once had for their mother, he may do 
something for my five helpless orphans.' "—Annals 
of the Parish, pp. 16—21. 

Charles afterwards goes to sea, and comes 
home unexpectedly. 

44 One evening, towards the gloaming, as I was 
taking my walk of meditation, I saw a brisk sailor 
laddie coming towards me. He had a pretty green 
parrot, sitting on a bundle, tied in a Barcelona silk 
handkerchief, which he carried with a stick over his 
shoulder, and in this bundle was a wonderful big 
nut, such as no one in our parish had ever seen. It 
was called a cocker-nut. This blithe callant was 
Charlie Malcolm, who had come all the way that 
day his leaful lane, on his own legs from Greenock, 
where the Tobacco trader was then 'livering her 
cargo. I told him how his mother, and his brothers, 
and his sisters were all in good health, and went to 
convoy him home ; and as we were going along, he 
told me many curious things : and he gave me six 
beautiful yellow limes, that he had brought in his 
pouch all the way across the seas, for me to make 
a bowl of punch with ! and I thought more of them 
than if they had been golden guineas—it was so 
mindful of the laddie. 

44 When we got to the door of his mother's house, 
she was sitting at the fire-side, with her three other 
bairns at their bread and milk, Kate being then with 
Lady Skimmilk, at the Breadland, sewing. It was 
between the day and dark, when the shuttle stands 
still till the lamp is lighted. But such a shout of joy 
and thankfulness as rose from that hearth, when 
Charlie went in ! The very parrot, ye would have 
thought, was a participator, for the beast gied a 
skraik that made my whole head dirl; and the 
neighbours came flying and flocking to see what 
was the matter, for it was the first parrot ever 
seen within the bounds of the parish, and some 

NOVELS. 551 

thought it was hut a foreign hawk, with a yellow 
head and green feathers."—Ibid. pp. 44, 45. 

The good youth gets into the navy, and dis
tinguishes himself in various actions. This is 
the catastrophe. 

44 But, oh! the wicked wastry of life in war ! In 
less than a month after, the news came of a victory 
over the French fleet, and by the same post I got a 
letter from Mr. Howard, that was the midshipman 
who came to see us with Charles, telling me that 
poor Charles had been mortally wounded in the ac
tion, and had afterwards died of his wounds. 4 He 
was a hero in the engagement,' said Mr. Howard, 
4 and he died as a good and a brave man should.'— 
These tidings gave me one of the sorest hearts I 
ever suffered ; and it was long before I could gather 
fortitude to disclose the tidings to poor Charles' 
mother. But the callants of the school had heard of 
the victory, and were going shouting about, and had 
set the steeple bell a-ringing, by which Mrs. Mal
colm heard the news; and knowing that Charles' 
ship was with the fleet, she came over to the Manse 
in irreat anxiety, to hear the particulars, somebody 
telling her that there had been a foreign letter to me 
by the post-man. 

44 When I saw her I could not speak, but looked 
at her in pity ! and the tear fleeing up into my eyes, 
she guessed what had happened. After giving a 
deep and sore sigh, she inquired, 4 How did he be
have ? I hope well, for he was aye a gallant lad
die !'—and then she wept very bitterly. However, 
growing calmer, I read to her the letter, and when 
I had done, she begged me to give it her to keep, 
saying, 4 It's all that I have now left of my pretty 
boy; but it's mair precious to me than the wealth 
of the Indies ;' and she begged me to return thanks 
to the Lord, for all the comforts and manifold mer
cies with which her lot had been blessed, since the 
hour she put her trust in Him alone, and that was 
when she was left a pennyless widow, with her five 
fatherless bairns. It was just an edification of the 
spirit, to see the Christian resignation of this wor
thy woman. Mrs. Balwhidder was confounded, 
and said, there was more sorrow in seeing the deep 
grief of her fortitude, than tongue could tell. 

44 Having taken a glass of wine with her, I walk
ed out to conduct her to her own house, but in the 
way we met with a severe trial. All the weans 
were out parading with napkins and kail-blades on 
sticks, rejoicing and triumphing in the glad tidings 
of victory. But when they saw me and Mrs. Mal
colm coming slowly along, they guessed what had 
happened, and threw away their banners of joy ; 
and, standing all up in a row, with silence and sad
ness, along the kirk-yard wall as we passed, show
ed an instinct of compassion that penetrated to my 
very soul. The poor mother burst into fresh afflic
tion, and some of the bairns into an audible weep
ing ; and, taking one another by the hand, they fol
lowed us to her door, like mourners at a funeral. 
Never was such a sight seen in any town before. 
The neighbours came to look at it, as we walked 
along ; and the men turned aside to hide their faces, 
while the mothers pressed their babies fondlier to 
their bosoms, and watered their innocent faces with 
their tears. 

44 I prepared a suitable sermon, taking as the 
words of my text, 4 Howl, ye ships of Tarshish, for 
your strength is laid waste.' But when I saw around 
me so many of my people, clad in complimentary 
mourning for the gallant Charles Malcolm, and that 
even poor daft Jenny Gaffaw, and her daughter, had 
on an old black ribbon ; and when I thought of him, 
the spirited laddie, coming home from Jamaica, with 
his parrot on his shoulder, and his limes for me, my 
heart filled full, and I was obliged to sit down in the 
pulpit and drop a tear.''—Ibid. pp. 214—218. 

We Jike these tender passages the best— 
but the reader should have a specimen of the 
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humorous vein also. The following we think 
excellent. 

In the course of the summer, iust as the roof ' 
thlVj°le"w!!h0r tbe scmy lord came to 

a dav fill hp i i?™' comPany, and was not there 
y a) n,J he Sdnt for me to come over on the next 

f'could'no't do 6 Wrh ''m ! m'J Sent him word tba' 
the Sab hat 7 u' " d be a 'ransgression of 
man to mil' T^"Ch m,ade send his gentle-
a libertv with® mS apojogyf having 'aken so great 
Monday Zhihf' a"d j? t0 come on the 
be better Than m a^ord"?Slydid, and nothing could 
There was a t dlscre'10,1 v™b which 1 was used, 
gemlemen „2 ! fT?"7 ?f EnSlish ladies and 
ner told th n'u 'ordsb,P> in a most jocose man-
and'how r ha"d fZhe ad fallen on the midden, 
wisa wonde, rf' 'fnl ,n my clothes, and there 

dn^\Zde'Zi Znt7A ™ 

was paid to him by all nresenf^"06- ^ attention 
lord's chaplain wh! ™ p ®Gnt' Particularly by my 
divine, though educated a? P'easar" young 
palian persuasion " °Xf°rd tor tbe Episco-

closet conning a°sermon farTh1 a'In 171 y I 
surprised by a visit from th« f "eXt ®lI,ndaV' I was I 
was called. He had com! hn.\as the dignitary 
as rector of the parish e.said' to wait on me 
pasror in England an^'tn / S° u SeG-?-S they caI1 a 

able, he would take a fami^V Was agr<?e-
he left tbe castle I could 7th US b^fore 

kmdness, but said I hoped mv T jbjectl?J? to his 
with him, and that we wonM^ lord would come 
tain them with all suitable 1 •°Ui^ to enfer-
hour or so after he had rlf hospita ity. About an 
the flunkies brought a ^etteTf l° u-CaftIe'one of 

say, that not only he vvoi d /r°m hl\lor^P fo 
but that they wcfuld b&hp1^1^ lhe dea"' 
them, and that., as then rmiM i J .£uests with 
wine, the butler would send L-°ndon 

mormno- assm-pd , me a hamper in the 
BalwhiSder would oMeh,t°8ay',hat Mra-

"This notification hnwif P''°V,de S°od cheer. 
to my wife, who was only n,»d V®8 " gr?at ,ro"b,e 

produce of our glebe and v^d » man"facture the 
Pose, and not used m ?h. P t0 a Potable pur-
lords, and otherpersonsrf7T,ent1?f and 
was determined fo strntch -T Heaver, she 
and we had, as all present l or\tbls occasion, 
dinner; for fortunateFv one nf tf ' ^ charming 
of pigs a few days before and i ^-^S had a Iitter 

that is but a boss bird we ha^ j°-goose' 
an apple m its mouth,'which i! .roasted P.1/?,. with 
see ; and my lord callpd it as Just a curiosity to 
him it was one of Mrs BalwhV/'»6 P'g' but 1 toId 

which saying of mine mldTr8,0wn Peking, sathe 
master that'had'been ''seen1f-th®,first dancing-
the year 1762. In these parts in 

Also a thing happened in • 
serves to be recorded, as ma fife fnyeard whiab de-
smugghng was beginning to take on the 
he country side. One .Mr. Macs|?f„ ? mora!s of 

land parentage, who had been ^v,T?8J1> ofHigh- I 
w!'h a Major in the campaigns and ,'l e"chambre 

tan by,ta F„„{, 
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1 a carrel, took up a dancing-school it r,-o •>. 
which art he had learned in the genteeles7f! k-t,,(! 

in the mode of Paris, at the French court s f"' 
thing as a dancing-school had never in il!i cha 

of man, been known in our coSm^'id 
was such a sound about the steps and ™?n- ere 

Mr. Macskipnish, that every lad and lass tha!°n8?f 

spare time and siller, went to him to fhl tCOu!d 

gleet of their work. The very ™airns on fh?f "e" 
instead of their wonted play, s'aed lintlf. j,03"' 
mg in the steps of Mr. ? 
sure, a great curiosity, with long sp^fe fe°,be 

breast shot out like a duck's and hi. h» a ? ,,llls 

ed and frizzled up like a tapph hef,he^^ 
deed, the proudest peacock that could hi 'In' 
he had a ring on his finger ind XA/K ?eseen>and 
drink his ten at the Breadland hp h " ^ Came t0 

h i s .  h e a d ,  b u t  a  d m l f e ^ t t ^ ' h  f ° "  
which, he said, was after the manner of ,h. arm' 
at the petty suppers ofone Madame Pumnadoaf "t" 
was at that time the concubine of the French km 

tpSSSS 
of the cotter, and rna™,he yfeSt'n'° 'heheaflh 

but, befngh admbe7hodfenf " Weak and frai' smte, 
school, laying™ efotm'^/ure' sli" ̂ p, on the 
and mother. Howevpf .K ! nlanyta vvorthy wke 
year her complaints increased" and6 £ecllne the 

to consult about her mvina 1 ?i l®6"/<or me 

went to see her on a <IL. rd prtbe schooI; and I 
bit lassies, her scholars had n when the 

and gone home till the Monday 'he house m order-

the wordTo herseff whe,? TWmd°Ufnook' read'"g 
ed the book, and fu, ht 1 but she clos 
when she saw me' and sPectac'es In lor a mark 
come, her easy™hmr witlf » T?expeo'ed 1 wou,d 

fhat°there was^o^eihhf'8rS^ceraed 

'O possess ; but my strenmh'f h" L°rd toallow ">a 

I maun yield in ™,e flriff ̂  °U-1' and Ifear 

with her apron. I told her h wiped her eye 
cheer; and then she.'.h Wfver> ,0 be of good 
thole the din of the school; and fet she w "° l0"ger 

and ready to lav hpr«plf ri J• vas weary, 
Lord was pleased to permit""B?it >e wh?"eT,he 

what can I do without tb ? ' ,contlnued she, 
can neither work nor want • and T ° ? a"d' a,as! 1 

the Session, for I am com*' I am W^e t0 on 

comforted her and tnld I? ua decent family.' I 
done so much'good in th^'nl ^ she had 

was deep in her debt and ?£ ' \ e Session 

give her wasbut ainVt'n d 'H what theV might 
would raler howevlr I,ni^nt f°i hfr ^rvice. ' I 
what some of mv- auld Lhli Said}1s^e' ' trY first 

for that I wanted to sne«L -i °' and ir was 

them would but iuat fmm 7th you' • If some of 

upon me, that I mw'not^li* *?e f° lim,e' ,ook in 

pick and drap that I rennLf aiane i and the little 
them—I arn more sure tb!^°ULd "0t be hard uP°n 

tude would be no discredit th* r*8 way fheir grati-
claim on the Session.' ' am of having any 

"As X had always a great respect for an hones. 
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pride, I assured her that I would do what she 
wanted ; and accordingly, the very morning after, 
being Sabbath, I preached a sermon on the help 
lessness of them that have no help of man ; mean
ing aged single women, living in garret-rooms, 
whose forlorn state, in the gloaming of life, I made 
manifest to the hearts and understandings of the 
congregation, in such a manner that many shed 
tears, and went away sorrowful. 

M Having thus roused the feelings of my people, 
I went round the houses on the Monday morning, 
and mentioned what I had to say more particularly 
about poor old Nanse Banks the schoolmistress, 
and truly I was rejoiced at the condition of the 
hearts of my people. There was a universal sym
pathy among them ; and it was soon ordered that, 
what with one and another, her decay should be 
provided for. But it was not ordained that she 
should be long heavy on their good will. On the 
Monday the school was given up, and there was 
nothing but wailing among the bit lassies, the 
scholars, for getting the vacance, as the poor things 
said, because the mistress was going to lie down 
to dee. And, indeed, so it came to pass ; for she 
took to her bed the same afternoon, and, in the 
course of the week, dwindled away, and slippet 
out of this howling wilderness into the kingdom of 
heaven, on the Sabbath following, as quietly as a 
blessed saint could do. And here I should' men
tion, that the Lady Macadam, when I told her of 
Nanse Banks' case, inquired if she was a snuffer, 
and, being answered by me that she was, her lady
ship sent her a pretty French enamel box full of 
Macabaw, a fine snuff that she had in a bottle ; and, 
among the Macabaw, was found a guinea, at the 
bottom of the box, after Nanse Banks had departed 
this life, which was a kind thing of Lady Macadam 
to do."—Annals of the Parish, pp. 87—91. 

The next of this author's publications; we 
believe; was aThe Ayrshire Legatees;" also 
in one volume; and a work of great; and 
similar; though inferior merit; to the former. 
It is the story of the proceedings of a worthy 
Scottish clergyman and his family, to whom 
a large property had been unexpectedly be
queathed by a relation in India, in the course 
of their visit to London to recover this prop
erty. The patriarch himself and his wife, 
and his son and daughter, who form the party, 
all write copious accounts of what they see, 
to their friends in Ayrshire—and being all 
lowly and simply bred, and quite new to the 
scenes in which they are now introduced, 
make up among them a very entertaining-
miscellany, of original, naive and preposterous 
observations. The idea of thus making a 
family club, as it were, for a varied and often 
contradictory account of the same, objects— 
each tinging the picture with his own peculi
arities, and unconsciously drawing his own 
character in the course of the description, 
was first exemplified, we believe, in the Hum
phrey Clinker of Smollett, and has been since 
copied with success in the Bath Guide, Paul's 
Letters to his Kinsfolk, the Fudge Family, 
and other ingenious pieces, both in prose and 
verse. Though the conception of the Ayr
shire Legatees, however, is not new, the exe
cution and details must be allowed to be 
original; and, along with a good deal of 
twaddle, and too much vulgarity, certainly 
display very considerable powers both of 
humour, invention, and acute observation. 

The author's next work is " The Provost," 
vhich is decidedly better than the Legatees, 
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and on a level nearly with the Annals of the 
Parish. There is no inconsiderable resem
blance, indeed, it appears to us, in the char
acter of the two Biographies: for if we sub
stitute the love of jobbing and little manage
ment, which is inseparable from the situation 
of a magistrate in one of our petty Burghs, 
for the zeal for Presbyterian discipline which 
used to attach to our orthodox clergy, and 
make a proper allowance for the opposite 
effects of their respective occupations, we 
shall find a good deal of their remaining pe
culiarities common to both those personages, 
—the same kindness of nature with the same 
tranquillity of temper—and the same practi
cal sagacity, with a similar deficiency of large 
views or ingenious speculations. The Provost, 
to be sure, is a more worldly person than the 
Pastor, and makes no scruple about using in
direct methods to obtain his ends, from which 
the simplicity of the other would have re
coiled *—but his ends are not, on the whole, 
unjust or dishonest • and his good nature, and 
acute simplicity, with the Burghal authority 
of his tone, would almost incline us to con
clude, that he was somehow related to the 
celebrated Bailie Nicol Jarvie of the Salt-
market ! The style of his narrative is ex
ceedingly meritorious; for while it is pitched 
on the self-same key of picturesque homeli
ness and deliberate method with that of the 
parish Annalist, it is curiously distinguished 
from it, by a sensible inferiority in literature, 
and an agreeable intermixture of malaprops, 
and other figures of rhetoric befitting the 
composition of a loyal chief magistrate. By 
far the most remarkable and edifying thing, 
however, in this volume, is the discovery, 
which the worthy Provost is represented as 
having gradually made, of the necessity of 
consulting public opinion in his later transac
tions, and the impossibility of managing pub
lic affairs, in the present times, with the same 
barefaced assertion, and brave abuse, of au
thority, which had been submitted to by a 
less instructed generation. As we cannot but 
suspect, that this great truth is not yet suffi
ciently familiar with all in authority among 
us. and as there is something extremely en
gaging in the Provost's confession of his slow 
and reluctant conversion, and in the honest 
simplicity with which he avows his adherence 
to the principles of the old school of corrup
tion, though convinced that the manner of 
advancing them must now be changed, we 
are tempted to extract a part of his lucubra
tions on this interesting subject. After notic
ing the death of old Bailie M-Lucre, he takes 
occasion to observe:— 

"And now that he is dead and gone, and also all 
those whom I found conjunct with him, when I 
first came into power and office, I may venture to 
say, that things in yon former times were not guided 
so thoroughly by the hand of a disinterested integ
rity as in these latter years. On the contrary, it 
seemed to be the use and wont of men in public 
trusts, to think they were free to indemnify them
selves, in a left-handed way, for the time and 
trouble they bestowed in the same. But the thing 
was not so far wrong in principle, as in the hug 
germuggering way in which it was done, and which 
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gave to it a guilty colour, that, by the judicious 
stratagem of a right system, it would never have 
had. And. sooth to say, through the whole course 
of my public life, I met with no greater difficulties 
and trials, than in cleansing myself from the old 
habitudes of office. For I must, in verity, confess, 
that I myself" partook, in a degree, at my beginning, 
of the caterpillar nature, &c.— While, therefore, I 
think it has been of a great advantage to the public 
to have survived that method of administration in 
which the like of Bailie M'Lucre was engendered, 
I would not have it understood that I think the 
men who held the public trust in those days a whit 
less honest than the men of my own time. The 
spirit of their own age was upon them, as that of 
ours is upon us; and their ways of working the 
wherry entered more or less into all their traffick
ing, whether for the commonality, or for their own 
particular behoof and advantage. 

''.I have been thus large and frank in my re
flections anent the death of the Bailie, because, 
poor man, he had outlived the times for which he 
was qualified ; and instead of the merriment and 
jocularity that his wily by-hand ways used to cause 
among his neighbours, the rising generation began 
to pick and dab at him, in such a manner, that, had 
he been much longer spared, it is to be feared he 
would not have been allowed to enjoy his earnings 
both with ease and honour." 

The Provost, pp. 171—174. 

Accordingly, afterwards, when a corps of 
volunteers was raised in his Burgh, he ob-
serves— 7 

" I kept myself aloof from all handling in the 
pecumanes of the business ; but I lent a friendly 
countenance to every feasible project that was likely 
to strengthen the confidence of the King in the 
loyalty and bravery of his people. For by this 
time I had learnt, that there was a wakerife Com-
mon bense abroad among the opinions of men • 
and that the secret of the new way of ruling the 
dictaLwar ,h° 7' "°! ,0 contro1' lhe evident 
rin f f7 • P°Pula,r voice ; and I soon had rea-
onto fclBiBte myself on this prudent and season

able discovery; for it won me great reverence 
thTcfll f i,rWard y°"ng men> who s,ar,ed "P at the call of their country.—The which, as I tell 
tnrv imWafS an^monition to me, that the peremp-
the rule nf au'1h.or!'y wa? n,° longer sufficient for 
the rule of mankind ; and, therefore, I squared my 
thin ^onduc.t ™°Te by a deference to public opinion 
own ThV maxims and principles of my 
own. I he consequence of which was, that my 
in rhp"06 continued to grow and gather strength 

tatofss: P̂ Zd̂  
of — 

modonnrnCtCbSi°« °f his third and last Ptomo-
ownfinal rl Pl?vostry! he thus records his own nnai conversion. 

retired huo m^p'rivale ch7mhe° f"7 °W" house' 1 

suit with myself in what a tlme' to con" should be regulated- f n r T w  deportment tofore I had been oUrlyVoZ^d^ 
to do things my own wav • ! j 1, a disposition 
avaricious temper, yet somefffi aI,bou£b not in an With a sort of sinister respect fo? m J ",ust. confess. 
It may be, that standing now TJ lnteresfs-
world, I had less incited",°7 cJ.ear and of the 
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world", I had less incitement"to a"u 1,ce U1 'ne 

was thought of me, I very well k™ PZy' a-nd 80 

bnety and truth I conscientiously affirm'" and h" 
record, that I had lived to partake ere,n 

Whtch the great mutations'of^ the ate haSUr6r Spirii 
into public affairs; and I saw that ther» ConJured 

cesst.y to carry into all deali^s with .he7aSa ne" 
<»f the communtty, the same probity which helps"! 

f man to prosperity, in the sequestered traffic ot nri 
vate life."—Ibid. pp. 315, 316. 

Trusting that these lessons from a person 
of such prudence, experience, and loyalty 
will not be lost on his successors, we shall 
now indulge ourselves byquotinga fewspeci-
mens of what will generally be regarded as 
his more interesting style; and, with our usual 
predilection for the tragic vein, shall beo-in 
with the following very touching accountof 
the execution of a fair young woman for the 
murder of her new-born infant. 

" The heinousness of the crime can by no possi-
bihty be lessened ; but the beauty of the mother* 
her tender years, and her lightheadedness, had 
won many favourers, and there was a great leaning 
in the hearts of all the town to compassionate her 
especially when they thought of the ill example that 
had been set to her in the walk and conversation of 
her mother. It was not, however, within the power 
of the magistrates to overlook the accusation; so 
we were obligated to cause a precognition to be 
taken, and the search left no doubt of the wilfulness 
of the murder. Jeanie was in consequence removed 
to the 1 olbooth, where she lay till the Lords were 
coming to Ayr, when she was sent thither to stand 
her trial before them ; but, from the hour she did 
the deed, she never spoke. 

Her trial was a short procedure, and she was 
cast to be hanged—and not only to be hanged, but 
ordered to be executed in our town, and her body 
given to the doctors to make an Atomy. The exe
cution of Jeanie was what all expected would hap-
pen ; but when the news reached the town of the 
other parts of the sentence, the wail was as the 
sough of a pestilence, and fain would the council 
have got it dispensed with. But the Lord Advocate 
was just wud at the crime, both because there had 
been no previous concealment, so as to have been 
an extenuation for the shame of the birth, and be-
cause Jeanie would neither divulge the name of the 
lather, nor make answer to all the interrogatories 
that were put to her, standing at the bar like a 
dumbie, and looking round her, and at the judges, 
like a demented creature—and beautiful as a Flan-
ders baby It was thought by many that her ad
vocate might have made great use of her visible 
consternation, and plead that she was by herself; 
lor in truth she had every appearance of being so 
He was, however, a dure man, no doubt well 
enough versed in the particulars and punctualities 
of he law for an ordinary plea, but no of the right 
soi t of knowledge and talent to take up the case 
of a forlorn lassie, misled by ill example and a win
some nature, and clothed in the allurement of love
liness. as the judge himself said to the jury 

K the b.efore ,the day of execution, she 
*as brought over m a chaise from Ayr between 

and I!ill'7l? and ,placed aSai" in hands, 
the cnmn! ® Tr Sp°ke" No'hing could exceed 
tte compassion that every one had for poor Jeanie; 
?»i/in TS na c<?.mmmed to a common cell, but 
a'd " In °0Uncl1 toom, where the ladies of the 

of7h»™ .UP a 7™- ! bed for her, and some 
ul'.fto sat up all night and prayed for her: But 
her thoughts were gone, and she sat silent. In the 
i . . g' by break of day, her wanton mother that 
f„,7 trolloping in Glasgow came to the Tol-
itl i j 0r' and m?de a draadful wallv waeing; and 
the ladies were obligated, for the sake of pelce, to 
sittim™ -i f m" But Jeanle noticed her not, still 

on of the hour of her do'orrt ' Wailingthe coming 

• ,There had not been an execution in the town 
|" , f,toemory of the oldest person then living; the 

at suffere(j was one of the martvrs in the 
° , he persecution, so that we were not skilled 

were nf"Sm-eSS'Jand had besides no hangman, but 
were necessitated to borrow the Ayr oner Indeed, 
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I being the youngest bailie, was in terror that the 
obligation might have fallen on me. A scaffold 
was erected at the Tron just under the Tolbooth 
windows, by Thomas Gimblet, the Master-of-work, 
Who had a good penny of profit by the job ; for he 
contracted with the town council, and had the boards 
after the business was done to the bargain ; but 
Thomas was then deacon of the wrights, and him
self a member of our body. 
" At the hour appointed, Jeanie, dressed in white, 

was led out by the town-officers, and in the midst 
of the magistrates from among the ladies, with her 
hands tied behind her with a black ribbon. At the 
first sight of her at the Tolbooth stairhead, a uni
versal sob rose from all the multitude, and the stern
est ee could na refrain from shedding a tear. We 
marched slowly down the stair, and on to the foot 
of the scaffold, where her younger brother, Willy, 
that was stable-boy at my lord's, was standing by 
himself, in an open ring made round him in the 
crowd ; every one compassionating the dejected 
laddie, for he was a fine youth, and of an orderly 
spirit. As his sister came towards the foot of the 
ladder, he ran towards her, and embraced her with 
a wail of sorrow that melted every heart, and made 
us all stop in the middle of our solemnity. Jeanie 
looked at him (for her hands were tied), and a silent 
tear was seen to drop from her cheek. But in the 
course of little more than a minute, all was quiet, 
and we proceeded to ascend the scaffold. Willy, 
who had by this time dried his eyes, went up with 
us, and when Mr. Pittle had said the prayer, and 
sung the psalm, in which the whole multitude join
ed, as it were with the contrition of sorrow, the 
hangman stepped forward to put on the fatal cap, 
but Willy took it out of his hand, and placed it on 
his sister himself, and then kneeling down, with his 
back touiards her, closing his eyes and shutting his 
ears with his hands, he saw not nor heard when 
she was launched into eternity ! 

" When the awful act was over, and the stir was 
for the magistrates to return, and the body to be 
cut down, poor Willy rose, and, without looking 
round, went down the steps of the scaffold ; the 
multitude made a lane for him to pass, and he went 
on through them hiding his face, and gaed straight 
out of the town."—The Provost, pp. 67—73. 

This is longer than we had expected—and 
therefore, omitting all the stories of his wiles 
and jocosities, we shall take our leave of the 
Provost, with his very pathetic and picturesque 
description of the catastrophe of the Windy 
Yule, which we think would not discredit the 
pen of the great novelist himself. 

" In the morning, the weather was blasty and 
sleety, waxing more and more tempestuous, "till 
about mid-day, when the.wind checked suddenly 
round from the nor-east to the sou-west, and blew 
a gale, as if the prince of the powers of the air was 
doing his utmost to work mischief. The rain blat
tered, the windows clattered, the shop shutters flap-

{>ed, pigs from the lum-heads came rattling down 
ike thunder-claps, and the skies were dismal both 

with cloud and carry. Yet, for all that, there was 
in the streets a stir and a busy visitation between 
neighbours, and every one went to their high win
dows to look at the five poor barks, that were wars-
ling against the strong arm of the elements of the 
storm and the ocean. 
" Still the lift gloomed, and the wind roared ; and 

it was as doleful a sight as ever was seen in any 
town afflicted with calamity, to see the sailor's 
wives, with their red cloaks about their heads, fol
lowed by their hirpling and disconsolate bairns, 
going one after another to the kirkvard, to look at 
the vessels where their helpless breadwinners were 
battling witjl the tempest. My heart was really 
sorrowful, and full of a sore anxiety to think of 
what might happen to the town, whereof so many ] 
were in peril, and to whom no human magistracy t 
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| could extend the arm of protection. Seeing no 
abatement of the wrath of heaven, that howled 
and roared around us, I put on my big coat, and 
taking my staff in my hand, having tied down my 
hat with a silk handkerchief, towards gloaming I 
walked likewise to the kirkyard, where I beheld 
such an assemblage of sorrow, as few men in situ
ation have ever been put to the trial to witness. 

"In the lea of the kirk many hundreds of the 
town were gathered together; but there was no 

; discourse among them. The major part were sai-
• lors' wives and weans, and at every new thud of 
i the blast, a sob rose, and the mothers drew their 
• bairns closer in about them, as if they saw the 
• visible hand of a foe raised to smite them. Apart 
; from the multitude, I observed three or four young 
t lasses, standing behind the Whinnyhill families' 

tomb, and I jealoused that they had joes in the 
r ships, for they often looked to the bay, with long 
! necks and sad faces, from behind the monument. 

But of all the piteous objects there, on that doleful 
evening, none troubled my thoughts more than 
three motherless children, that belonged to the 
mate of one of the vessels in the jeopardy. He 
was an Englishman that had been settled some 
years in the town, where his family had neither 
kith nor kin; and his wife having died about a 
month before, the bairns, of whom the eldest was 
but nine or so, were friendless enough, though 
both my gudewife, and other well-disposed ladies, 
paid them all manner of attention till their father 
would come home. The three poor little things, 
knowing that he was in one of the'ships, had been 
often out and anxious, and they were then sitting 
under the lea of a headstone, near their mother's 
grave, chittering and creeping closer and closer at 
every squall! Never was such an orphan-like 
sight seen. 

" When it began to be so dark, that the vessels 
could no longer be discerned from the churchyard, 
many went down to the shore, and I took the three 
babies home with me, and Mrs. Pawkie made tea 
for them, and they soon began to play with our own 
younger children, in blythe forget fulness of the 
storm; every now and then, however, the eldest 
of them, when the shutters rattled, and the lum-
head roared, would pause in his innocent daffing, 
and cower in towards Mrs. Pawkie, as if he was 
daunted and dismayed by something he knew not 
what. 

" Many a one that night walked the sounding 
shore in sorrow, and fires were lighted along it to a 
great extent, but the darkness and the noise of the 
raging deep, and the howling wind, never intermit
ted till about midnight; at which time a message 
was brought to me, that it might be needful to send 
a guard of soldiers to the beach, for that broken 
masts and tackle had come in, and that surely some 
of the barks had perished. 1 lost no time in obey
ing this suggestion, which was made to me by one 
of the owners of the Louping Meg; and to show 
that I sincerely sympathised with all those in afflic
tion, I rose and dressed myself, and went down to 
the shore, where I directed several old boats to be 
drawn up by the fires, and blankets to be brought, 
and cordials prepared, for them that might be spared 
with life to reach the land; and I walked the beach 
with the mourners till the morning. 
" As the day dawned, the wind began to abate 

in its violence, and to wear away from fhe sou-west 
into the norit; but it was soon discovered, that 
some of the vessels with the corn had perished! 
for the first thing seen, was a long fringe of tangle 
and grain, along the line of the* highwater mark, 
and every one strained with greedy and grieved 
eyes, as the daylight brightened, to discover which 
had suffered. But I can proceed no farther with 
the dismal recital of that doleful morning! Let it 
suffice here to be known, that, through the haze, 
we at last saw three of the vessels lying on their 
beam-ends, with their masts broken, and the waves 
riding like the furious horses of destruction over 
them. What had become of the other two, was 
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never known ; but it was supposed that they had 
foundered at their anchors, and that all on board 
perished. 
" The day being now Sabbath, and the whole 

town idle, every body in a manner was down on 
the beach, to help, and mourn, as the bodies, bne 
after another, were cast out by the waves. Alas! 
few were the better of my provident preparation, 
and it was a thing not to be described, to see, for 
more than a mile along the coast, the new-made 
widows and fatherless bairns, mourning and weep
ing over the corpses of those they loved ! Seventeen 
bodies were, before ten o'clock,"carried to the deso
lated dwellings of their families; and when old 
Thomas Pull, the betherel, went to ring the bell 
for public worship, such was the universal sorrow 
of the town, that Nanse Donsie, an idiot natural, 
ran up the street to stop him, crying, in the voice 
of a pardonable desperation, ' Wha, in sic a time, 
can praise the Lord V "—The Provost, pp. 177-184. 

The next work on our list is the history of 
"Sir Andrew Wylie," in three volumes—and 
this, we must say, is not nearly so good as any 
of the former. It contains, however, many 
passages of great interest and originality, and 
displays, throughout, a power which we think 
ought naturally to have produced something 
better,- but the story is clumsily and heavily 
managed, and the personages of polite life 
very unsuccessfully dealt with. The author's 
great error, we suspect, was in resolving to 
have three volumes instead of one—and" his 
writing, which was full of spirit, while he 
was labouring to confine his ideas within the 
space assigned to them, seems to have be
come flat and languid, the moment his task 
was to find matter to fill that space. 
. Hls next publication, however, though only 
in one volume, is undoubtedly the worst of 

a allude t0 the thin& called the 
1 he Steam-Boat," which has really no merit 

i *j r should never have been trans
planted from the Magazine in which we are 
mtormed it first made its appearance. With 
the exception of some trash about the Corona
tion which nobody of course could ever look 
at three months after the thing itself was 
Uul7 °f ? series of vu]§"ar stories, 
with little either of probability or originality 
to recommend them. The attempt at a para 1-
lel or paraphrase on the story of Jeanie Deans, 
is, Without any exception, the boldest and the 
most unsuccessful speculation we have ever 

111 hterary adventure. 
The piece that follows, though in three I n Z Z  18 °f.a far higher 'though 

rather ipif01" .unnatural> and on the whole 

by.»».on°;fei'hvxhri!:° 'f,;" t1™:1 

•»?«»«•( Ih« EnSl./'hiJju" 21*a 
sublime and sentimental personal ' ' i°n 
too romantic—t^e histor/tf he 
innocent imbecile, and his R»Vt, n n' • 
perhaps the best fulhlenSh nZlflZ !! 
the drowning of honest Mr. Walkinshawtbe 
™S'!T?ful S1"g'e sketch in the work We 
can afford to make no extracts 

" Ringan Gilhaize," also in three volumes, 

is the last, in so far as we know, of this readv 
writer's publications; and is a bold attempt 
to emulate the fame of the Historical novels 
of his original ; and to combine a striking 
sketch of great public occurrences, with the 
details of individual adventure. By the as
sistance of his grandfather's recollections* 
which fill nearly half the book, the hero con' 
trives to embrace the period both of the Ref 
ormation from Popery, in the Reign of Queen 
Mary, and of the sufferings of the Covenanters 
from that of King Charles till the Revolution 
But with all the benefit of this wide rano-e 
and the interest of those great events we 
cannot say that he has succeeded in making 
a good book; or shown any spark of that spirit 
which glovys in the pages of Wav'erleyand 
Old Mortality. The work, however, is written 
with labour and care : and, besides a full nar-
rative of all the remarkable passages of our 
ecclesiastical story, from the burning of Mr. 
Wishart at St. Andrew's, to the death of Dun
dee at Killicrankie, contains some animated 
and poetical descriptions of natural scenery 
and a few sweet pictures of humble virtue 
and piety. Upon the whole, however, it is a 
heavy work—and proves conclusively, that 
the genius of the author lies much more in 
the quieter walks of humorous simplicity, in
termixed with humble pathos, than the lofty 
paths of enthusiasm or heroic emotion. In 
the fiisf part we meet with. nothing new or 
remarkable, but the picture of the Archbishop 
of fet. Andrews' luxurious dalliance with his 
paramour, and of the bitter penitence and 
tragical death of that fair victim of his seduc-
tions, both which are sketched with consider
able power and effect. In the latter part, 
there is some good and minute description of 
the perils and sufferings which beset the poor 
fugitive Covenanters, in the days of their long 
and inhuman persecution. The cruel desola
tion of Gilhaize's own household is also given 
with great force and pathos; as well as the de
scription of that irresistible impulse of zeal and 
vengeance that drives the sad survivor to rush 
alone to the held of Killicrankie. and to repay 
ar ^Vheihead of the sIaug'htered victor 
ot that fight, the accumulated wrongs and op
pressions of his race. But still the book is tire
some, and without effect. The narrative is nei
ther pleasing nor probable, and the calamities 
are too numerous, and too much alike: while 
the uniformity of the tone of actual suffering 
and dim religious hope, weighs like a load on 
the spirit of the reader. There is no interest
ing complication of events or adventure, and 
no animating development or catastrophe. In 
short, the author has evidently gone beyond 
his means m entering the lists with the master 
i historical romance; and must be contented, 

hereafter, to follow his footsteps in the more 
approachable parts of his career. 

" se* publications before us. 
••Valerius" is the first in point of date: and 
the most original in conception and design. 
It is a Roman story, the scene of which is J aid 
m the first age of Christianity; and its object 
seems to be, partly to present us with a living 
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picture of the manners and characters of those 
ancient times, and partly to trace the effects 
of the true faith on the feelings and affections 
of those who first embraced it, in the dangers 
and darkness of expiring Paganism. It is a 
work to be excepted certainly from our gene
ral remark, that the productions before us 
were imitations of the celebrated novels to 
which we have so often made reference, and 
their authors disciples of that great school. 
Such as it is, Valerius is undoubtedly original ; 
or at least owes nothing to that new source of 
inspiration. It would be more plausible to 
say, that the author had borrowed something 
from the travels of Anacharsis, or the ancient 
romance of Heliodorus and Charielea—or the 
later effusions of M. Chateaubriand. In the 
main, however, it is original; and it is written 
with very considerable power and boldness. 
But we cannot, on the whole, say that it has 
been successful; and even greater powers 
could not have insured success for such an 
undertaking. We must know the daily life 
and ordinary habits of the people in whose 
domestic adventures we take an interest:— 
and we really know nothing of the life and 
habits of the ancient Romans and primitive 
Christians. We may patch together a cento 
out of old books, and pretend that it exhibits 
a view of their manners and conversation: 
But the truth is, that all that is authentic in 
such a compilation can amount only to a few 
fragments of such a picture; arid that any 
thing like a complete and living portrait must 
be made up by conjecture, and inferences 
drawn at hazard. Accordingly, the work be
fore us consists alternately of enlarged tran
scripts of particular acts and usages, of which 
accounts have been accidentally transmitted 
to us, and details of dialogue and observation 
in which there is nothing antique or Roman 
but the names,—and in reference to which, 
the assumed time and place of the action is 
felt as a mere embarrassment and absurdity. 
To avoid or disguise this awkwardness, the 
only resource seems to be, to take shelter in 
a vague generality of talk and description,— 
and to save the detection of the modern in 
his masquerade of antiquity, by abstaining 
from every thing that is truly characteristic 
either of the one age or the other, and conse
quently from every thing by which either 
character or manners can be effectually de
lineated or distinguished. The very style of 
the work before us affords a curious example 
of the necessity of this timid indefiniteness, 
under such circumstances, and of its awkward 
effect. To exclude the tone of modern times, 
it is without idiom, without familiarity, with
out any of those natural marks by which 
alone either individuality of character, or the 
stamp and pressure of the time, can possibly 
be conveyed,—and runs on, even in the gay 
and satirical passages, in a rumbling, round
about, rhetorical measure, like a translation 
from solemn Latin, or some such academical 
exercitation. It is an attempt, in short, which, 
though creditable to the spirit and talents of 
the author, we think he has done wisely in 
not seeking to repeat,—and which, though it 
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has not failed through any deficiency of his, 
has been prevented, we think, from succeed
ing by the very nature of the subject. 

The next in order, we believe, is " Lights 
and Shadows of Scottish Life,"—an affected, 
or at least too poetical a title,—and, standing 
before a book, not very natural, but bright 
with the lights of poetry. It is a collection 
of twenty-five stories or little pieces, half 
novels half idylls, characteristic of Scottish 
scenery and manners—mostly pathetic, and 
mostly too favourable to the country to which 
they relate. They are, on the whole, we 
think, very beautifully and sweetly written, 
and in a soft spirit of humanity and gentleness. 
But the style is too elaborate and uniform;— 
there is occasionally a good deal of weakness 
and commonplace in the passages that are 
most emphatically expressed,—and the poet
ical heightenings are often introduced where 
they hurt both the truth and the simplicity of 
the picture. Still, however, they have their 
foundation in a fine sense of the peculiarities 
of our national character and scenery, and a 
deep feeling of their excellence and beauty— 
and, though not executed according to the dic
tates of a severe or correct taste, nor calcu
lated to make much impression on those who 
have studied men and books, "with a learned 
spirit of observation," are yet well fitted to 
minister delight to Jess fastidious spirits,— 
and to revive, in many world-wearied hearts, 
those illusions which had only been succeeded 
by illusions less innocent and attractive, and 
those affections in which alone there is neither 
illusion nor disappointment. 

As the author's style of narration is rather 
copious, we cannot now afford to present our 
readers with any of his stories—but, as a 
specimen of his tone and manner of composi
tion, we may venture on one or two of his in
troductory descriptions. The following, of a 
snowy morning, is not the least characteristic. 

" It was on a fierce and howling winter day that 
I was crossing the dreary moor of Auchindown, on 
my way to the Manse of that parish, a solitary pe
destrian. The snow, which had been incessantly 
falling for a week past, was drifted into beautiful 
but dangerous wreaths, far and wide, over the 
melancholy expanse—and the scene kept visibly 
shifting before me, as the strong wind that blew 
from every point of the compass struck the dazzling 
masses, and heaved them up and down in endless 
transformation. There was something inspiriting 
in the labour with which, in the buoyant strength 
of youth, I forced my way through the storm—and 
I could not but enjoy those gleamings of sunlight 
that ever and anon burst through some unexpected 
opening in the sky, and »ave a character of cheer
fulness, and even warmth, to the sides or summits 
of the stricken hills: As the momentary cessations 
of the shafp drift allowed my eyes to look onwards 
and around, I saw here and there up the little open
ing valleys, cottages just visible beneath the black 
stems of their snow-covered clumps of trees, or be
side some small spot of green pasture kept open for 
the sheep. These intimations of life and happiness 
came delightfully to me in the midst of the desola
tion ; and the barking of a dog, attending some 
Shepherd in his quest on the hill, put fresh vigour 
into my limbs, telling me that, lonely as I seemed 
to be, I was surrounded by cheerful though unseen 
company, and that I was not the only wanderer 
over the snows. 
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