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the lady. le i. in the mis erable stâte described by Persius. fle
knows what is good end cannot perfcrm it. Vet thia mon, If an
author, frein the very circuinstance of feeling Po bisterly that bis
4onstitutioil il stronger ' han his rearnon, would have mode bit lover
in a book ail that he could flot be bimseif in reality."

'lhere is a sort of wit peculiar to knowledge of the world.
nrai we usually find tbat writers, wblo are supposed ta, bave the
ruost exhibited that knowledge in their baoks, are asa commoni>'
é,teemed the ivittiest authors of their country-liorace, JPiautue,
11oliere, Le Sage, Voltaire. Cervantes, Shakepeare, Fielding,
Swift ;* and tfils is, because tbe essence of the most refined spe-
cies of wit is truth. Even in thre solemo and grave Tacitus, we
corne perpetually ta, sudden turns-striking points of sententious
briIli<ancy, wvhîcb make us smile, from the depth ilself of their im-
portance-an aphorismn is always on the bordera of an epigrarni.

Il is remarkable that there ia scarcely any very popudar author
of great imaginative power, in %vhose wvcrks we do ot recognise
that common sense which is knowledge of the world, and wvhich
is so generaily supposed by the superficial 10 o e i direct opposi-
tion ta, the imaginative facuif y. WVhen an millier does net pesseas
it erninently, he is nover eminently popular, whntever be bis fame.
Compare Scott and Shelley, the two most imaginative authors of
f heir dîme. The one, in bis wildest Alights, nover loses sight of
common sense--thero is an affinit>' betweon hum and his humblest
reader ; na>', the more discursive tho flight, (lio doser <bat affni-
ty becomnes. We are even more wrapt with the author wheo he
is with hi& spirite of the mountain and fell--wilh thie mighty deird
at Moiroso, thon when he ia leading us through the humours of a
gnard rom, or confiding ta ns the interview of lovers. But Shel-
ley disdains common sernse. 0f bis IlPrince Atbanase," wo bave
no early cornprehension-with bis "1Promotheus" we have no
hixmarr sympathies ; and tho grander he becomeb, the legs popu.
lar we find him. Writers who do flot in theory know Ibeir kind,
nray bo admired, but they can nover bo popular. And when we
bear mon of unquestionablo gerLius complain of not beiog appreci-
ated I.Dy the herd, il is bocause <boy are riot thcmselves skilled ini
the feelings af the bord. For what is knowledge of mankind, but
the knotvledge of their feeling3, their humours, thoir capriceP,
their passions ; touch these, and you gain attention--dovelope
these, and yau have conquered your audience.

'Among writers of an inferior roputation we often discover a

.Ltme mention two political writers cf the present day-men equally
remarkable for their wit and wisdom-Sidney Smith, and the Editor cf Lb.
"Examiner," Mr. Fonblauque ; barring, mnay 1 bay it? a littie affectation
of pithiness--the latter writer is one cf tbe greatest matters of that art
whicbh makes Ilwords like sharp swords,"1 tbat our age has produced.
And 1 cannot help adding, in comason with many cf his admirers, an ear-
nest hope tbat he may leave the world a mocre finn and settled monument
cf his great abilities, tban the pages cf any periodical cau siford.


