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Roman helmets. By it we find how unknown themodera timidity of au
thorship was to BaptistaPorta, ‘‘withont fear and without reproach™
scems to hive Luen his motto.  He plumes himself ob acconnt
of his venerable age, and noble acquirements, and seems dubious
whether the world were worthy of his book or uot. lIlowever, he
says, ¢ let envy be driven away, und a desire to benefit posterity,
vanquish all other thoughts—1 set my book befure you, that you
may discern my diligence and benevolence toward you: had |
withhield theze things from the world, I fear [ should have under-
gone th.: veproach of a wicked man,”  Thus is an amiable speci-
men of literary fanaticism~-the spirit is disguised, but not dead yet ;
e of nur day, sit in their study, big with faturity and contend-
ingwithin themselves. whether ihey shall leave the world in igne.
rance, or rush into the responsibility of print—and, when their
works appear—the lcaf on ocean, is not more usknown or unig~
flaential, then their volume. Baptista applies a salvo to his con-
science, with regard to his sin—of thrawing too much light on &
valgar world—--for, says he, .

“ Such as ar~ magnificent and most escellent, I have veil’d by
the artifice of words, 'by transposition aud depression of them ;
apd such things as are hurtful and mischievous, T have written
obscurcly ; yot not o, int that an ingenious reader may unfold it,
and the wit of one that willthoroughly search may comprehend it.”

Here again we see a germ. of much of our present author.craft.
The transposing and depressing of maggificent and excellent
things, and the vending of mischief 10.obscure phraseglogy—have
not yet ceased to be *“ an aim and ap attaipment’ amid a world of
literature.  He then.treats of former authors who wrote vaguely
and ludicrously, and who promised golden mountains, only to dise
appoint tho<e who trusted in them ;—all which applies at the pre-
sent day most forcibly to his own book. But his great care seems
te be, to escape the character of a conjuror! He need not fear—
a tordoise had as much cause to.dread that it should be.tak-
en for a high mettled racer, as John Baptista, that, his quaint
childishpess should dub him a conjurer. In this preface we bhave
a very amusing method of answering a critic.  Instead of resort-
ing to Jogic or to ridicule, our author merely says that kis Reviewer
is an Heretic, and prays for his conversion—we quote the passage,
and our readers will find it very cuvious read at the present time.

“ A certain Frenchman in his Beok called Dmmonomania,
tearms me a Magician, a Conjurer, and thinks this book of mine,
long since printed, worthy to be burnt, because I have written the
Faries Oyntment, which I set forth onely in detestation of the
fraud of Divels and Witches : That which comes by Naturs is
abused by their superstition, which I borrowed fronrthe Books of
the most commendable Divines. What have I offended’ berein,
that-they should call me a Conjurer ? But when I enquired of
maay Noble and Learned I'renchmen, that were pleased o honour



