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snfficient shrewdness and penetration into human foibles——to star-
tie us in points, while they canuot carry their knowledge far
enough to plense us on the whole. They can paint nature by a
happy hit, but they violate ull the likeness before they have con.
cluded the plot-~they charm us with a reflection und revelt us by
a character. Sir John Suckling is one of these writers—his cor-
respondence is witly and thoughtful, and his pluys—but little
koowaq in comparison to his songe-~abound with just remarks and
false positions, the most natural lines and the most improbable in-
ventions. Two persons in one of these plays are under sentence
of execution, and the poet hits off the vanity of the one by a stroke
worthy of a much greater dramatist.

¢ [ have something troubles me,” says Pellagrin.

* What's that 2* asks his friend.

¢ The people,” replies Pellagrin, < will say, as we go along,
¢ thou art the properer fellow * »

Had the whole character been conceived like that sentence, 1
should not have forgotten the name of the play, and instead of muk-
ing a joke, the author would have consummated a creation. Both
Madume de Stael and Rousseau appear to me to have possessed
this sort of imperfect knowledge.  Both are great in aphorisms,
and feeble in realizing conceptions of flesh und blood. When
Madame de Stael tells us * that great losses, so far from binding
men more closely to the advantages they still have lefi, pt once
loosen all ties of affection,” she speaks like one versed inthe mys.
teries of the human heart, and expresses exactly what she wishes
to convey ; but when she draws the character of Corinne’s lover,
she not only confounds all the moral qualities into one impossible
compound, bat she utterly faile in what she evidently attempts to
picture. The proud, sensitive, generous, high-minded Euglish-
man, with a souf at once alive to genius, and fearing its cflect--
daring as a soldier, timid as a man—the slave of love that tells
him to scorn the world, and of opinion that tells him to adore it—
this is the new, the delicate, the many-coloured character Madame
de Stael conceived, and nothing can be more unlike the heartless
and whining pedant she has accomplished.

In Rousseau, every sentence Lord Edward utters is full of
beauty, and sometimes of depth, and yet those sentences give us no
coenception of the utterer himself. The expressions are all soul,
aund the character is all clay—nothing can be more brilliant then
the sentiments, or more heavy than the speaker.

In fact it is not often that the graver writers have succeededin
plot and character as they have done in the allurement of reflec-
tion, or the graces of style. While Goldsmith mukes us acquaint-
ed with all the personages of his unrivalled story—while we sit at
the threshold in the summer evenings and sympathize with the
good Vicar in his laudable zeal for monogamy—uwhile ever and
unon we steal a look behind through the lattice, and smile at the



