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genius. Thus, after Pope and his followers were become defunct
and lifeless in their influence, we saw, in the struggling and dim
revival of the old national spirit of song, the germs of an excel-
lence sure to ripen into brilliant and imperishable fruit. The
publication of Percy’s Ballads—the robust vigour and masculine
tenderness of Burns (the most purely poetical mind that Scotland
ever produced)—the simple truthfulness of Cowper—the first
sonnets of Bowles—the promicing dawn of Coleridge ; even the
distorted sentiment and extravagant horrors borrowed from the
worst and wildest of the German poets and play writers,—all, to
a discerning critic, must have foretold that a perfectly new world
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which characterised the outbreak of the reforming spirit, had
more of promise than the very excellence, trite and inanimate,
which they superseded. The dross of the Della Cruscan school,

that foretold the coming summer, only to revive the inscets of the

one departed.

o
B mﬂuencp
"on Extendnfi of tha vast popularity enjoyed by Seott and
~theiy . far beyond the immedinte effect of their own
i poe"mh”’“{f\‘“ poetry itself into familiar notice and

90 ygq;
SSion, . . ;
ith ¢ We went back to the ancient writers for com-

we listened atten-

the balderdash of Rosa Matilda.

° m"_mﬂ of their successors §
Aspirants, and sympathised with their emulation.
L fir from concentrating our studies upon the
A anthors (as vulgar eritics beliaved), wa gave
consideration toalt their predecessars and vivals

”163 i .
g s Onghtr,y) N it wag that the Elizabethan avthors received the
t; *thool vy

> they s

# it
) 1 frmn Wag
Yhog, ©h
N eopf,

Ty

h
an
Yy " it wg tha
Magy Popul
Earnesy . - ! .
' ration can be too distinctly traced to oracles with whose devices

tad investignting eriticism 3 then it was that Tope hallowed, does not suffer them to put boldly out to sea. They

®re the most attentively eanvassed and discnss-
“rdl:;"tl Goethe :}nd Schi.Hnr wers at lenath snp:w rat-
nded Wrror-writers, with whom they had previous-

s and to the great German wells of Tntellect

ithe untrodden regions that lie far away.
It i+ remarkable that Scott, whose poetry at one time was so

wonderfully popular, and so largely imitated, (and which we are

The very errors of

worthless as it was, might have been an index to a more discern-
ing satirist than Gifford of the neighbourhood of a mine. But that
small though sinewy intellect would have brained the butterflies

He conld not extricate his taste from the narrow
cirele to which Pope had charmed and crippled it ; and he was
as dull to the real marvels wrought by Scott as he was acute to

At present we confess that we can recognise no clear and de-
finite symptoms of a second spring in poetry. We fear we are
only amidst the decny of antomn, and that the winter must have
its day. The eyes of onr rising generation are yet too much daz-
zled by the lustre of their immedinte predecessors ; they turn to
a Past too close to them for dispassionate survey, and their inspi-

we have grown familiar, Their affection for a shore so recently

may gather peatls and coral by the shoals, but they discover not
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sonvinced the world never will let die,) now affords no model for

tha ambition of our young peets. If we look through the mass

distinguished from their excellencies.  DBut, at present, it is
otherwise ; and we fear that the mind of many a true poet will be
lastingly formed under trees bearing indeed golden fruit, but which
coumot fuil to deaw away the nourishment and obstruct the light
from the plants reared so immediately beneath their shnd(:v.
Without entering into the controversy whether Wordsworth and
Shelley are poets of a higher order than Byron and Scott,—we
will confess our belief that they ave, at present, much more dan-
gerous as models.  The very popalarity of the two former is a
proof that they went the right way to the human heart: and
there is in Scotta vigour and heartiness of purpose—a zest and
rapture of inspiration, which have somewhat of the eflect of the
Demosthenian oratory-—and warin and animate at once our fan-
¢y, our judgment, and our feelings : it is in this, his vifality, that
Scott™s master excellence as a model is to be found. It is as im-
possible for a true poet to read Scott, and not feel the poetic im-
pulse strongly stirred and excited,---as for a true orater to read
the *“ Oration on the Crown,”’ aud not feel braced and invisorated
for the rostram.  While Scott’s inspiration is thus conta«i:us and
effective, his faults, {n poetry, are not, we think, those tl:at would
be caught by a poet formed under different circumstances. Such
a disciple is not likely to incur the same mannerism of metre, un-
less, like Scott, he has imbued himself from childhood wil;l: the
minstrelsy of ballads ; he is not likely to contract the same ina-
dequate and meretricious notions of design, unless, like Scott, he
has made it a part of his system to sacrifice at all times the philo-
sophical to the picturesque. The poet-student may take the fire
from that great Prometheus, without wishing to walk away with

the hollow cane that contained it.
Concluded next week.

Four Funny FELLows.—Theodore Cibber in company with
three others, made an excursion. 'Theodore had a false set of
teeth—a second a glass eye—a third a cork leg—but the fourth
had nething in particular except a funny way of shaking his head.
They travelled in a post coach, and while on the first stage,
after each had made merry with his neighbor’s infirmity, they
agreed at every baiting place, to affect the same singularity.
When they came to breakfast they were all to squint—and
language cannot express how adinirably they all squinted—for
they went a degree beyond the superlative. At dinner they all
appeared to have a cork leg, and their stumping abost made more
diversion than they had done at breakfast. At tea they were all
deaf, but at supper, which was at the ‘ Ship” at Dover, each man
resumed his character, the bletter to play his part in the farce
they had concerted among them. ‘When they were ready to go to
bed, Cibber cried out to the waiter,—¢ here, you fellow ! take out
my teeth,” ¢ Teeth sir? caid the man. ©Ay, teeth, sir. Unserew
that wire, and they they’ll come out together.” After some hesita-
This was no sooner done

tion, the man did as he was ordered.
¢ Sir,” said

than a second called—¢ here you ! take out my eye.®
the waiter, ¢ your eye?* ©Yes, my eye. Come here you stupid
dog ! pull up that eyelid, and it will come out as easy as possi-
ble.' This done, the third cried out—* Here you rascal ! take
off my leg.” 'This he did with less reluctance, being before ap-
prized that it was cork, and also conceiving that it would be his
last job. He was however mistaken ; the fourth watched his
opportunity, and whilst the fiightened waiter was surveying with
rueful countenance, the cye, tooth, and leg, lying on the table,

cried in a frightful hollow voice—¢ come here, sir—take off my
head.’
that of a mandarin upon a chimney-piece, he darted out of the
room ; and atter tambling down stairs, he ran madly about the

m

Turning round and seeing the man’s head shaking like

Wousc as if terrified out of his senses.—Flowers of Ancedote.
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our legislature, the Men of Bo
spirers of Men of Actiou. Not a legislator that has not bor-
rowed his wisdom or nourished his eloquence from the pages of

the tranquil and solitary student. A people has a deep and ever-
lasting interest in the independence of its men of letters: leave
lthem poor, and you make them servile ; make them servile, and
they become dishonest. The time has passed when a jesting pa-
tron could say, ¢ Keep your poet poor ;? the maxim was ap-
plied to Dryden. Poverty did not make Dryden a poet, but
made him a truckler and a slave.  Let literatare be above the ne~
cessity of patrons and of pensions. Do not drive, as in instances
alike mournful and i'lustiious you have too often done, that genius
which can equally prevent as enforee the truth, into bartering its
divine birthright for the mess of pottage. How many dangerous
prejudices, how many rank abuses, how many errors, injurious
to a whole nation, have sprung from the bonght advocacy of wri-

ters, forced to be hirelings, because condemned to be beggars.—
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Nice "aminy.—They were indefatigable children in crying :
when one became quiet, another began ; and among them they
kept up the squall nearly twenty-four hours roand. The mother
scolded them ; and, between these two methods of masagement
there was no peace for any one within bearing—Miss Martineau.



