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ACROS3 AND DOWN THZ

NOTES TO THE nBOVE ILLUSTRATION,

HERE have heen many instances of olever
poets. who, with great natural gifta, have ex-
ressed themselves so vaguely, yet w in such
high-flown language, that thole lncnmnﬂ has been
hidden in obscurity, and has failed to be appre-
cinted by mener intellects, and, Songequently,
their verses have lacked the power of pleasi;
Tt this cannot be sud of the writings of W is-
Tiior Mackwonn Prakp, o most genial poet,
who has written several poems that stand unri:
valled for grace and pleasantness ; aud which,
while they at once commend thew
Teader by their grent truth and sprightiiness, will
be popular while humour, elegauce, and pithos
command a wel 3
The ** Belle o, m Dalt® i1 a happy {llustration
of Praed's stylo: “and it is em Miss
Mitford, as trathtul as if it Bad boeh written i
prose by Jano Austen.” In the first verse, the
poct tells us that he “fell in love with Laurs
Lily,” and proceeds—

“1 saw her at a country ball

There where the sound of flute and fiddle,
Gave signal, sweet in that old hall,

Of hands ncross and down the middle;
Hers was the subtlest spell by far,

Of all that sets young hearts romancing,
Bhe was our queen, our rose, our star, [ing!

And when she danced—Oh, heaven ! her dano-

“ Bhe talked of politics or prayers,
Of Bouthey's prose, or Wordsworth’s sonnets,
Of daggers, or of dancing bears,
Of battles, or the last new bonnets;
By candle-light, at twelve o'clock,
To me it mattered not a tittle,
If those bright lips had quoted Locke,
1 might have thought they murmured Little.

“ Through sunny May, through sultry June,
I loved her with n love eternal;
T spoke her praises to the moon,
I wrote them for the Sunday journal.
My mother laughed; I soon found out
That ancient ladies have no feeling.
My father frowned; but how should gout,
Find any happiness in kneeling?

“She was the daughter of a dean,

Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic;

8he had one brother just thirteen,
‘Whose colour was extremely hectio;

Her grandmother, for many a year,
Had fed the parish with her bounty;

Her second-cousin was a peer,
And lord-lieutenant of the county,

“She sketched : the vale, the wood, the beach
Grew loveljer from her pencil's shading ;
She botanised: I envied each
Young blossom on her boudoir fading ;




