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the proverb, is more easily led by example than pre-
cept, our third rule is, “Be melancholy yourself”
This is perhaps the most indispensable of all the ac-
cessories to the pathetic. Ifa fellow with a great
round laughing face begins telling a tale of woe, the
thing appears ridiculous at orice. You might as
well expect & book on cookery from the living skel-
eton. And here we haveagain an unspeakabie-ad-
vantage over Nature, insomuch as we have it in our
fower to paint ourselves in as sombre colors as we
ike. There should be no want on the asthor’s part
of the drops of sympathetic emotion, and you may
depend upon it, when readers see a man—and heve
it will be useful to describe yourself as a veteran of
a hundred fights—when the feader, we say, seesa
gallant officer continually crying, he will in time
suspect thatthere must be astonishing pathos in the
narrative, and in all probability will “weep with thec
tear for tear.

‘These regulations, it will be scen, referonly to
the author, and not to the subject or conduct of his
composition. What has been said, however, of the
personal requisites of the writer, applies with equal
force, in some styles of the pathetic, to the hero of
the story. There are certain classes'of melancholy
composition that require quiteanother species of hero
—such as the simple—the humble—or the natural.
In this style, the more gentle, unassuming and meek
you make your hero, or, still better, your heroine,
the greatest chance you have of success. 'I'bis,
however, istoo dangerous a style to venture on, as
you must trust to the workings of nature, ani not
to the dictates of art. 'With this, therefore, we shall
have nothing to do just now, fartherthunto say, that
Sterne's-Mariaand Le Fevre—Margaret Lindsay—
Paul and Virginia—and similar works, do not come
within our caXegory of the pathetic, aad scem as if
they had been written in direct contradiction o our
rules. One of the greatcriterions of the reality of
grief is its not waiting for the fittest places for its
display. True sorrow, we know, is irrepressible,
. and incapable ofbeing hid. It is therefore proper
to introduce the most distressing thoughts of inci-
dernits at all times and seasons. When your hero-
ine goes to a christening, let her sigh over the mis-
eries of life, and, in the gayest company you can
imagine, let her go into a corner of the dimly light-
ed hall—where every now and thenshe hears the
swell of joyous music from the dancing-room—and
there let her look out of the ivindow up to the star-
less sky and weep as much asshe can.  We have
known this have a very powerful cffect, and we can
answer for it, that not onc reader in ten will ever
think of asking the cause of her melancholy. Their
sympathies are awakened at once, and it scems a
sort of unfeeling impertinence tomake any enquiries
as'to the causes of a young lady’s tears.

But there is another almost certain proof of the
profundity of sorrow, and that is it's extravagance.
Peoplein despair always scratch their faces, and
pull handfuls of their hair up by the roots. This is
a known fact, as may be seen by observing the acti-
ons of Belvidera the next time you see the character
zepresented by a lady of stronger feelings than Miss
O'Niell. Your hero must, therefore, be most strictly
prohibited from showing the slightest regard to the
probable. Both in incident and behaviour, the more
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improbable you are the better. We see how little
cflectthe most appalling miseries produce the mo-
ment they are authenticated. As long as we our-
selves considered the history of the Black-hole of
Calcutta a fiction, we used to weep over it withthe
highest satisfaction ; but, when we discovered that it
wasan actual reality, weexperienced a sort of re-
vulsion of feeling on the subject, and lost all com-
misecration for the hundred or two who were stifled,
squegzed, and wampled to death.  This, we suspect
isan almost universal feeling, as we can prove from
the conduct of certain political philantrophists, who
seem very probably to exhaustall their powers of
sympathy upon cases of very problematical sufiering
atthe antipodes, and havenot hitherto, so far as we
have heard, subscribed a shilling of their ‘rints’ to re-
lieve the mukitudes who arestarving at their doors.
Tt will, therefore, be advisable, in addition to the
most exaggerated incidents, to place the scenes of
them a good way off.

A slight recapitulation will be useful in impres-
sing these rules and regulationsonthereader’s mind
and we will afterwards illustrate them in a little tale
which shall exemplify the leading points of our sys-
tem,

Therc arctwo rules applicable almost equally to
the author and the hero, viz. be handsome-—and be
melancholy.

"T'he others, which apply more to the personages
and incidents of the story, are—avoid simplicity and
naturainess, if sucha word is allowable. Be lug-
ubiious in scason and out of season. Be as extrav-
agant as you can, both in the adventures you nar-
rate, and the conduct of the actors—place your scene
at a distance, vse high-flown words, or,as it is called,
indulge in fine writing; and his heart must indeed
be hardencd against the noblest feelings of our na-
ture who does not trembie with sympathetic enthu-
siasm over the miscries and the agonies of suffering
humanity. Who, for instance, will refuse his deep-
cst sighs to the following, which we have called The
Fatal Tears?

INTRODTGGTION.

A life spentin the din of battle, where the ceaseless
cannonade of flashing artillery reverberated from the
mountainous recesses, to which freedom, patriotism
and the Guerilla chicfiains of the south of Spain re-
tired {or a scason, like Anteus, to be reinvigorated
by the very efforts which wasmade to strangle them
like the hydra, on the hour of their birth, has left
me worn in person, indeed, with the r+arks of mil-
itary distinction on my brow and the breast of my
surtout, but fresh and vigorous in mind, and tender in
fecling, aswhen in the hours of my early boyhood,
my voung heart palpitated to the tale of suffering,
and my bright eyes lurnished a torrent oftears to
every tale of woe. Yes Iam thankful to heaven,
which leaves me as ready to weep as ever; and, oh!
is there a happiness left.to console us, like Pandora’s
box, which contained Hope, inestimable Hope, at
the bottom of it, greater or more delightful, or
worthier of a tender and manly spirit, than the pow-
er of bending the head under the weight of affliction
and soothing the wounded spirit with a briny flood 2
Often have I mourned over the miseries of war—
often wetmy bed with the excretions of the Jachry-



