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“THE SONG OF CONFLICT."

We are fighting n fight, my Iads?
The leaden hailstimes fly ;

The sabres syeep, sud the lances leap,
The death-reck bloty the sky.
Would you carry the erowning height ?
Be wreathed with the victor's hav ?

Then trust ue brand in your own weik hand,
But down on your Knees and pray,

We are running a raee, my lads !
Q. stout. must be the sonl,
Aud sound the limb and the eore of him
That hopes to reach the goal!
Docs your tired head droop on your breast ¢
Do muscle and nerve give way
Does your, h‘\n’:;:\(h cvme thick, and your heart turn
sick?
Then down on your knees and pray.

We are reaping o field, my tads!

. Already the mghtis nigh;

Sec, faint and afar. one pulsing star
Shines out in the kindled sky.
Would you level a gowtly swath,

. And trust that vur Lond shall say,

For burden nnd heat comes guerdon sweet !

Then down on your knees and pray.

W. F. LaxssrinGe.

THEODORE HOOK AS AN
INMPROVISATORE.

The gift of improvisation is rare in Fngland |
but wheu it is met with, it smacks of the soil,
and has a distinctly national form, as ditferent
as possible from what one fimis in [Italy, which
has from time immemorial been the recognized
home of the fmprorisatore. The ltalian crea.
ture is a rhapsediat of a serious cast, who pours
forth romantic platitudes in “ unpremeditated
song,” and strings together grmceful, and some-
tinies Impassioned, verses in the irregular
metres to which the most musical of lan-
guages so readily lends itseli. The Fnglish
improvisatore has seldom much of the divine
frenzy of the poet in his composition ; he is a
hamorist, a wit, sometimes only a wug, who can
reel off comic “* paiter” in verse with the sole
object of creating w laugk. He needs convivi-
ality to inspire him, and cachination to encour-
age him. In neither case, probably, would it
be advisable to bave a shorthand writer present
to take down the inpromptu lucubrations for
perusal on the worrow. For improvisation is
only a species of inteliectual legerdemain, meant
to astonish and dazzle for the momeut by the
suddenness of its spoutaneity, not to bear the
test of deliberate eriticism. ~ Though we faney
the improvisations of Metastasio would bear
the test better than those of Theodore Hook.
Of all the artists the dmprorisatore is the one
whose triumphs are most evauvescent. His vir-
tues, in England, at any rate, are writ in wine,
and of his powers it is possible to form only the
vaguest idea frotn the impressions of those wha,
when they heard him, were themselves more or
less elated by vinous enthusiasm. But bevoud
doubt, ll{e talent is a wost fascinating one, and
secures its possessor a social popularity and
fame which no other species of “*lion,”” however
brilliant his gifts, can hope to attain.

Now, unquestionably the greatest of Eaglish
fmprovisatori was Theodore Hook ; and, in-
deed, as far as our knowledge goes, Eugland has
never had any really succes<ful performerin this
way except the authkor of Citbert Gurney. For
men like Charles Sloman and other professional
tinprovisatori, though undeniably clever, lacked
the abanden and prolific ingenuity of Hook.
He first gave evidence of the possession of this
marvellous faculty in his twentieth year, and
one of his earliest displaysin improvisation was
at the complimentary bauquet given 1o Sheridan
in Drury Lane Theatre. . From that moment he
becare a “‘lion” of society. No dinner-party,
among those who pritled themselves on such
entertainments, was cousidered complete with-
out Theodore Hook.. Aud he must have been
extremely attractive and fascinating as a youug
man. His slim graceful figure, his fine head
covered with clustering black curls, his wonder.
ful play of feature, the compass and music of
bis voice, his large brilliant eyes, capable of
every expiession, from the gravest to the most
grotesquely comical, the perfect grace and apt-
pess ol every attitude and gesture, combined to
make hiwm the idol of every cirele which was
fortunate emougli to secure his prescuce, iis
fame srread like wildfire. The Prince Regent
heard him with delight at the Marchioness of
Hertford's, in Manchester-square, and declared
emphatically afterwards that ** something must
be done for Hook,” whence that unfortunate
Mauritiug appointment. People used to give
him subjects the most unpromising. Campbell,
who calis him ‘*a wonderful creature, who sang
extempore songs, uot to my adiiration, but to
1y astonishimeut,” once gave bim “ Pepper and
Salt’ as a topic, and contesses that ** by season-
ed the impromptu with both —very Attic salt.”
His skill in introducing the names of the com-
pany present was remarkable.  On one occasion
there was a Danish gentleman in the room
pamed Rosenhagen, and a bet was made that
Hook would have to owit such an intractable
patronymic from his song; but he amazed and
amused them all by thus cleverly solving the
problem :

** Yot more of my mude is required,
Alug, I.fear she is done! | .

But no, like a fiddler that's tired,
U'll Rosen-ugen and go on,”

Of course he failed occasionally ; either early
..in the eveuin;\; or.very late, he did it but ip.
“differently. - When the call was well-timed, and

the company such as excited his ambition, itis
impossible to couceive anything more marvel.

lous than the felicity heo displaged.  He accom-
panied himself on the pianoforte, and the music
was frequently, thougL not always, as new as
the verse, “He usually stuck 1o the common
ballad measures ; but onn favorite sport was
wimie opera, and then e seemed to triuniph
without etfurt over every variety of metre and
comuplieation of stanza. About the complete
extemporaneousness of the whale there counld
rarely be the slightest doubt ; if he kuew who
were to be there, he might have come provided
with & few palpable hits ; but he-did J)e thing
for the best when stirved by the presence of
strangors ; and, as Mrs. Mathews observes in
the life of her husband (Charles the elder), the
staple was almost always what had occurred
since he entered the room, or what happened
to oceur whilst he was singing. **The first
time,"" says a friend of John Gibson Lockhart,
from whose admirable sketeh of Theodore 1Took
we quote,—** the first time 1 ever witnessed it
(¢, ¢c,, Hook's talent for improvisation) was at a
gay young bachelor’s villa near Highgate (the
resideuce of the late Frederick Mansell Rey-
nolds), when the other lion wus one of u very
ditferent breed, Mr. Coleridge. Much claret
had been shed before the Ancient Mariner pro-
vlaimed that he could swallow no more of any-
thing, unless it were punch. The materials
were forthwith produced ; the bowl was planted
before the poet, and as he proceeded in his con-
coction, Hook, unbidden, took his place at the
pisvo. He burst into a bacchanal of egregious
luxury, every line of which had reference to
the author of the Lay Sermons aud the Aids
to Reflection, The room was becoming exces-
sively hot. The first specinen of the new com-
pound was handed to Hook, who paused to
quaff it, and then, exclaiming that he was
stitled, flung his glass through the window.
Coleridge rose, with the aspect of a henignant
patriarch, and demolished another pane, The
example was followed generally. ‘The window
was a sieve in an ipstaut; the kind host was
farthest from the wark, and his goblet made
bavoc of the chandelier. The roar of laughter
was drowned in Theodere’s resumption of the
song, and window and chaundelier, and the pe-
culiar shot of each iodividual destroyer, had
apt, in many cases witty, commemoration. In
walking home with Mr. Coleridge, he entertsin-
ed and me with a most excellent lectare on
the distiuction between talent and genius, and
declared that Hook was as true a genius as
Dante—~that was his example.” But was there
ever 4 more ludicrous scene! The grave ad-
miration of Coleridge miust have been very funny
to witness, almost as funny as his solemn
smashing of the window-paue. Clearly the
philosupher was vanquished by the fmproci-
satore.  But we question whether on appeal
from Philip drosk te Philip sober that high
eulogium on Hook's genius would have been
sustained.

We have suggested that the most brilliant
displays of improvisation could hardly bear the
test of Leing taken dowun in shorthaud,; and read
over soberly next morning, We will, however,
give one or two examples of Hood's improvisa-
tions as stenographicslly reported, and the
reader may judge for himself.

One evening, at Brighton, at a large party at
which Hook was the lion of the oeccasion, the
conversation turned upon a Miss Cox, at that
time one of the reigniug belles of London-super-
Mare. Hook had sat down to the piano as
usual, and asked for = subject, some one sug-
gested King Willlam [V, ““That won't do,”
said ‘he. ‘A king i3 no subject.” Then Miss
Cox's name was mentioned, whereupon ook
sang an elaborate song of oxe-wnd-Licenly stunus,
of which the following will serve as au example :

* When straying aleng the shore,
A-picking of weeds from the rovks

! beheld (1 ne'er saw her hefora)
The charning and pretty Miss Cox.

I fullowed this grace to a dewr.
Vhen she gave 1o the rapper sume knocks:
She entered ; Ldared do ne more
But tearn that her nuwe was Miss Cox,

["mi weariog and wusting away,
And had I the strengeh of snox,
To ashudow I soon should decay
If frown’d on by charming Miss Cox.

Butshe knows nol tay name nor wy weans,
Lf 1"t poor, orhuve cash in the stoeks
She's haunted by fords and by desus,
Anst [ shalt be robb’d of wmy Cox.

I'm shy and ' pate and 'ma thin,
Ansd | wear fleeey hosiery socks,

Fleeey hosiory next.to my skin, N
Which perhups might not please sweet Mise Cox.

My hair is perhaps getiing gray :
I'm pirted 2 bit withrymallpox,

My limbs, too, tro wasting awuy—
0, would T wore piticd by Cox !

If she’s kind, [ shall quickly get sound, .
My hair will grow carly in locks,

N funnel about me be found,
[t wirm'd by the smile of Mizs Cox.

When I walk on thebeach and [ see
Little ebildren a-pluying, in frocks,
I think what  thing 1t would he
1f [ should get married to Cox.

‘To church let me lead her, and theu.
With a service the most orthodox,
Put un end to this teasing nffaiy

By chunging the name of Miss Cox."”

Perhaps Hook was scen at his best among the
rouds of the gaming-clubs, for there no restraint
was laid upon his wit, and ho could select his

similes with : Rabelnizian freedom. Oue ortwo

specimens of bis improvisation in such company
have been presarved, bLut they will- not bear
quoting here. As a proof, however, of his po-
pularity among the ten about town aud the
Fast jewnesse dorde of his day, we may state that
when Hook gave up dining at oue particular
club at which high play way carried on every
night, the daily diners ut once fell of'to the
extent of threo hundred. At tho supper-tables
of the gaming-houses he was a frequent visitor,
aud he gathered round him a circie of clover
men of rank and station, who attended with no
other intention than passing un agreeable bour
in his society, but who often dropped « cool
hundred or two over a bottle or more of spark-
ling wine.

With what beisterous fun Hook often accom-
panied his improvisations may be gathered from
the following amusing anecdote which the late
Mr. . R, Plauché gives in his fvcolivetions oad
Redleztions. **1 had often,” he says, *““met Hook
in socioty without being introduced to hinm,
but our, acquaintance and intimacy dated si-
multaneously from the ovening of a dinuer at
Horace Twiss's in Park-place, St. James's, the
precise period of which has escaped me, but not
the circumstances connected-with it. 1t was a
very merry party. Mr. John Murray (the great
Murray of Albemarle strect), James Smith, and
two or three others remained till very late in
the diniug-room, some of us singing and giving
fiitations. Hook being pressed to sing another
of his wonderful extemporary songs, consented
with a declaration that the subject should be
John Marray. Murray objected vehemently,
and a ludicrous contention took place, during
which Hook dedged him rouud the table, pla-
cing chairs in his path, which was sufficiently
devious without them, and singing all the while
a sort of recitative, of which | remember only
the commencement :

My friend, John Marray, I see, has arrived at the
hend of the tuble,

And the wonder is, at this tune of night, that John
Murray should be alile.

He's an excellent hand t a dinner, and not 1 bad one
at a funch,

But the devil of John Murray s, that he never will
pass the puneh.”

The eminent publisher was inclined to grow
angry over this humorous persecution at the
time, but subsequently he used to laugh till the
tears raa dowo his face at the recollection of
that singularly undigunified, but irresistibiy co-
mical, procession.

Theodore Hook did not always spare his
friends, and indeed sometimes made some severe
demands upon their good natu-e. lere is an
instance in point which happened at a sympo-
sium in the house of the witty and agreeable
barrister M. Dubois. Among those present were
Hook, the elder Mathews, a clergyman, and
Thomas Hill, the most innocent and iguorant
of the bibliomanincs—the /full of Gilbert Gur-
ney, the Tom Hill of all the realm of Cockayne
—a good-natured and harmless little man, the
wost patient aud long-suffering of Hook’s vic.
tims. The clerical gentleman was led to give
a very iuteresting account of n casual interview
he once enjoyed in a stage-coach with a brother
of Burns, and had repeated in & most touching
manner some unpublished verses of the poetad-
dressed to this relation.

*¢8ir,” said Mathews at the conclusion of the
recital, which elicited universal applanse, *“1
would be willing and well-content to comumence
life again 8 beggar if [ could but deliver those
beautiful lines with half the pathos you have
just thrown into them.”

0 Matty, Muatty!" interrupted Hook,

“you have nu idea how exquisitely ludicrous
vour euunciation would have made them ; but
you shall hear.””  Whereupon he commenced &
display of mimicry, meinory, and improvisation
united ; furnishing forth, verse by verse, a com-
plete and perfect parody upon the poetry in
question, and adopting the while an imitation
of Mathew’s expreesion, tone, and gesture that,
even . to those tamiliar from hoyhood with his
power and his genius, appeared little less than
miraculous. Mathews alone kept clear of ecy-
tasies ; no man, perhaps, is qualified to appre.
viate a caricature of himsell.  His deep rever-
ence for the sentimental and pathetic being ou-
traged by the profane burlesque, he maintained
n moody sileuce, adding the finishing toueh to
the comedy by the look of indignation and con-
tempt which he threw upon the performer. It
was not, however, long Lefore his good-humonr
was thoroughly redstablished, and he himself
entertained the conpany with one or two of his
admirable gongs, calling at last upon Tom Hill,
whose honest face was beaming with punch and
pleasure, to contribute & specimen of his vocal
abilities,
. “Sing " exclaimed JThil: 1 sing!  Cowe,
come, Mat, that's too bad ; you know | can't
sing; never sang a sony in my life; did J,
flook 1 IPooh, pooh ! ”

“ No,” replied Theodorr, ** 1 can’t say 1 ever
heard you as yet ; but sing you shall to-night,
by proxy.”

And again he burst forth, giving an extem-
poraneous versilication of what were supposedl
to be Hill's adventures ; raking up the most
grotesque -medley of annchronous events, and
weaving tham into a sort of life of his tercenten-
arinn friend (Hill was popularly supposed to be
as old as Methuselah, and there was a joke that
his baptismnal register has been barned at. the
Great Fire of London), each stanza windiug up
with & chorus:

“ My namo’s Tommy i},
1'm jolly Tom Hill

I'm fat Tommy IHill, I'm li;ulo Tam Hill ;
l’ln‘; young Touuny 1Hilt, I old Towmwmy 111u.»

T T T I T A e

Al wore again. convalsed with merriment
with the exception of Hill himself, who never.
theless struggled manfully to conceal hiy cha-

rin, ‘euttering between his. foreed attempts at
aughtor, *¢ Bxcellent ! admirable ! clever dog!
damn him ! teo bad —- old friend. ook, pooll,l,
Hook "'

The subjecl of this joke died at the age of
cighty-threo, though the geveral impression was
that he was at least a hundred. No human
being would, from his appearance, gait, or ha-
hits, have guessed him to be sixty, Till within
three months of his death, he vose at five usually
and brought the materials of hiy breakfast home
with him te the Adelphi, after a walk to Bill-
ingsgate ; whilst at Cinner he would eat “ like
an adjutant of twenty-five ' ! Hook once said
of him that he belicved ‘* he was one of the
little IEills that are spoken of as skipping iu the
Psalms.”

But if Hook was sometimes rather cruel upon
his fricuds, he did not even spare himsell.
Just before he quitted the spouging liouse in
Shire-lane, the sherifl’s oflicer Hemyp, who kept
the pluce, gave him a furewell banquet, at which
many ornaments of the literury and theatrieal |
world were present, wmong them William Ma.
ginn ; and Hook astonished the company with
a ballad in which he made sport eut of hix own
disgrace and calamity, every stauza »nding with
the chorus:

* Let bim hang with a eursy, this atrovious perni-
crogs
Seattdrel lhx!, ecmptied the till at Mauritins! ™

Reference has already been made to the at-
tempts to pose Haok by suggesting subjects ap-
parently the most hopelessly incapable of treat-
ment in impromptu verse. There 13 no instance
on record, however, of his ever being at n loss
for thyme or reason in his topical songs.

We here give an example of his ready witand
rapid power of thyme. He had been idle for
a fortnight, aud had written nothing for the
John Bull; the clerk, however, took him his
salary as usual, and, on entering his room, said,
*“ Have you heard the news?! The King and
Queon of the Sandwich Isles are dead’’ (they had
just died in F.u;ilmni, of the small.pox); “ansl,”
added the elerk, ** we want something about
them.”
is done !

** Waiter, two sandwiches ! " eried Death;
And their wild maiesties rerigned their breath.””

“ You shall have it,” said Hook, ““it

There is an anecdote which has been often
told in iluatration of Hook's occasional depth
of feeling, of which several versious are given,
but the following seems to us the most probable
and the most finighed. It was a1 Prior’s Bank,
Fulham, then jointly ocenpied by Messrs, Bay.
lis and Whitmore, the latter a son of General
Sir George Whitmore, K.C.B. There had been
a large party, and Theodore had been in one of
his most brilliant moods, though his best friends
wers pained to see how constautly he songht
inspiration in what one of them enphemistically
termed ‘‘the mahogany mixture.” Une last
song was solicited : such eyes and such lips were
not ta be refused ; Hook, fresh as ever, at once
resYotxded to the call, taking as his sabject,
and pointing every stanza with, the words
#Good-night.” Suddenly, in the midst of the
mirth, some one threw open a shutter close by
the end of the pianoforte ; the sun was rising,
und forced its early light into the apartment,
On the instant the singvr paused ; a boy, with
his wondering eyes fixed upon him {and there
were few anditors he loved better), stood by hix
side.. Like old Timotheus, he *‘changed bis
hand,”"and, turning from the fair dames — the
boy’s mother among them—clustered round, in
a voice of deep pathos apostrophised the child,
and thus concluded :

“ But the sun, see, the heavens adorning,
, Diffasing life, ploasure, and light !
Tu thee, "tis » promise of worning,

To us "tis the closing Goml-night t

“‘The eitect of this momentary impulse,” ob-
serves one who was present, *'was indescri.
bable ; it was indeed u touching moral where-
with to conclude one of those joyous days of
which he was the centre and the sounl.”’

Fhere is mors than ordinary interest attach-
ing to this anecdote, bocnuse the oceasion was
one of the Jast on which “Theodore Hook dis.
played his powers as an improvisatore. But
those who remembered him in his youth could
hardly recoguise in the stout bald man with the
pallid flabby face, the hair claborately brushed
to conceal as fur as possible his ‘baldness, the
laced, bandaged, padided figure elaborately made
up ta coneceal ils ungahniy, unshapely corpu-
lence, the **young Apolln,”” who had once
borne, as one enthusiastic adwirer had said,
“ the stamp and seal of genius upon every line-
ament of his face and every movement of his
gracelul forni.””  The tatlor and perraguier did
thoir best for him, and he was presentablo b
candle-light. But he needed to be well  prime
with coplous draughts of brandy - before the old
ingpiration came to him as his fingers ran Jight.
ly over the keys of the piano. Then the lines
of care and dissipatiosn vanished for the moment
from his hnggard face, the mobile mouth
caught something of the old humorous smile,
the eye twinklod with somothing: of the lustre
of his bygone yonth ; and the eager listoners
hoard and saw enough to remind them still that
thoy were in thoe presence of the prince of En-
glish improvisalor:. i

Ww.D.-

Tuk Dominion Parliament has been summon.
ed to meet for the despatch of business on
February 8th.




