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Lebanon, a fine visionary lyric of seven pages, figuring an
early and miraculous conversion to Christianity in the per-
son of an ideal girl of Damascus. Nor would any of De
Quincey’s readers give up the first two sections of Z%he
English Mail Coach, sub-titled “The Glory of Motion”
and “The Vision of Sudden Death.” There is nothing
in Jean Paul quite like these.

In the first we are back in the old days between Trafal-
gar and Waterloo. Drawn up at the General Post-office, in
Lombard Street, and, waiting for the hour to start, we see
His Majesty’s mails—carriages, harness, horses, lamps, the
dresses of driver and guard, all in the perfection of Eng-

lish equipment, and, if there has been news that day of a
greag. victory, then the laurels, the oak-leaves, the flowers,
the ribbons, in addition. Seating ourselves beside the

driver on one of the mails, we begin our journey of three
hundred miles along one of the great roads, north or west,
leaving Lombard Street at a quarter past eight in the even-
ing. How, once out into the country, we shoot along,
horses at gallop, the breeze in our faces, hedges and trecs
and ficlds and homesteads rushing past us in the darkness
which we and our lamps are cleaving like a fiery arrow !
How, at every stopping-station, there are the lights and
bustle at the inn-door, and the laurels and other bedizen-
ments we carry are scen ere we have well stopped, and we
shout ‘“ Badajoz” or * Salamanca” in explanation, or what-
ever else may have been the last victory, and the hostlers
and other inn-folk take up the huzza, and it is one round
of congratulation and hand-shaking while we stay! But,
punctually to the minute, having changed horses, and left
the news palpitating in that neighbourhood, we are on
again, horses at gallpp, coach-lamps burning, and we beside

the driver on the front seat, conscious that we are carrying
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