Mason 33, 1873,

And who i3 that grave, middle.aged gonile
man uext him, who would look the very typeo
of a tineteonth contury butler, wero it not for
those prylng eyos wbich soom Atted for moro
ocurjous work than counting the apoons? It ia
Willam Camdou, the ssoond wmastor of West.
minstar eockool.

“Oh, o socond-raty podagegue, that 18 all.”

No it ia not- ho Is one of the best {nformed
antiquarlans, that England *oasts or oever will
boast; a bottomlcss woll of historlual facts, an
animated musoum of rare and curious know.
ledgo.

Wo ought to know that fago,—frauk and foar-
loss, somewhat tanned with exposure, but not
s0 tanned as to hide the bluo veius which be.
speak gontlo blood. ¥iaexquiaito taste, bialordly
bearing and his courteous addrexs might com.
mend him totho hoeart of o queen. And hefore
now tdey have——for it {3 nono other than noble
Walter Raloigh.

8itng noxt him {3 a youngor man, about
twodty-two, but rockless Uving has alrondy
played havoc with his constitution and his in.
tollvotual faco 18 prematuroly old. Many a time
has gay Beaiimont, the playwright, atumblod or
heon carrlod up the corkscrow of a statrcaso
which leads to his modest chambors in tho
Temple.

Thore in ulso one who has shaken off the
enros of state to enjoy an Lour's relaxativn. Do
you recogolize that woll rounded, forid cvuntos-
ance, thet smiling mouth, thoro bright but pen.
«{vg eyos—that rich bluo velvet doublet slnshed
=ith erimson satin, that brusd collnr of rich
rarious lace, thoso deliente fingers hooped with
rings from twhich flash diamonds of ray screnc ?
That is surely Bacon-—you are right.

Bat while we have been making vur observa.
tions a grufl good.uaturod voloe has agnmn and
agnin sammonced raine hostoss—a fat smiling
body—1t0 re-fill the tankard. Who {» that pur-
pofse-1iko indlvidual that occuples—litorally ftils
the onormous arm-chidlr at the head of the
tablo? He is John Bulllsm incarante. You
cannct look ut that pock-scarred face, broad and
rod as the sun In a fog, without thinking of a
wine-vanit and a cuttle shovw.

Many o shilling has that huge lUsing rocotp-
aclo for awcot winea put into the pocket of ny
Lord Essox or whoever now holds the mouoyo-
ly. Many a woll fod ox has given of his best to
bulld up that enormous carcase. Seo the hu-
nan monster, as, shuking hiinself like a lton at
the mouth of hls den, he gulps down another
brimming goblet of Canary, and thon lay-«down
the laws of vorse making and play writing.

A joko renches him frum the other otnd  ° the
lable, and 1o} ho roars tll the dishes on the wall
ring like sloigh-belis. Komething penotratea
tho thick hide of his sendbility, und lo ! anothoer
rvar which rominds one of Ossian’s battle scenos

Who {x the Goltah that bullios evorybody,
boars down eversbody,—yot offends nobody ? Is
it Shnkeapoarc ® Surely no ono olse hns a right
tosw v tho scoeptro so impe-ious';, No, that
quiot 1l lo man in black s Shukespears, and
this intelloctual rowdy s rare Bon Jonson tho
solf-olectod Proxldent of the august Republic of
Letterss

You see the man's blography wwritten on his
hroad expanse of cooutenanc. Brickiayer,
Notharlends  trooper, pluywright—ovorything
but poet and oourt’ sr—are written there lenbly
coough. It 1s no hard task for fancy to ploture
Ben climbing a lndder, with a load of bricka; or
almost breaking the back of u clumsy Flanders
mare, o drilling an awkward squad of trembling
actare in bin lest new pluy.

AL this scoms naturnl enougb, DBup wait till
& fow more cups of Dame Quickly's mack have
msllowed the brain which caps thut mocniain
of firsh, and you will discover that there 1s more
than (s indicated In tho face. Th™e wind which
lnshes the ocoRn to fary oun also woo soft low
notes from the JEnitan wire, Tho Hghtning that
cleavssthooak in twaln can adorn tho calm sky
al evenilde with glittering scintillations. 1In
Pea Jonsnu's drotallty there Is s voln of boruty
which glorions will himsalf at once mervels at
and edmires.

As ws watch tho rapld play of that prond
wrathiful oo we fool that the foliowing lines
are vory characteristio of the man who wrote
thom ¢

lcave me! thero's something come into mv
thogght

That muat and stall be sung hizh and aloft

dafe from the welf's blsck jaw, and the dull azs's

That ia Jonson’s own—1{t §3 worchy of him ;
fully {o koaping with his blunt ogotistical bear
fog Lowands ovarydbody. But do not these swea
lines surpriss ono?

Qlesn and huntress; cbaste and fair,
Now tho sun Is 1ald to lvep,
Scatod in thy silver cbain
8iate in wontod manner koep,
Hosperus entroats thy lght
Goddess oxoellently dbright.

Earth, 1ot cot tho onvions stade
Daro itself to Intorpose ;

Crothia’s shining ord was made
Heaven 50 olear when day did oloso.
Rless us, thon, with wished sight
Goddose exoollongy bright,

Lay thy bow of pearl apart
And thy orystal glsaming quiver;
Give unty the fying hert
8pace {0 broaths bow short soever,
Thot that mak'st & day of night
Goddess axmeiienily bright,

! Priistinos.

THE FAVORITE.

Who would look for such beauty from auch a
quarter. Hamson found honey in the lon'scar-
onso, but tho discovory could unol have aston.
lshod him more. Attond to those varses:

Which of you would not in a war
Atlempt tho prico of any scar
To keop your owa states cvon?
But Loro, whioh of youls that Lo
Would aot himsolf the wonpoun be,
To tuln Jove and heaven ?
That is Jonsonian onough. Isthis?
What change 1s hero? I not more
Desiro to leave tho onrth bofore,
Thuanb i havo now to stay
My silver fost, liko roots, are wroathod,
Into the ground, my wings are shoatbed,
Aud I can not away.

Of all thero soams n sooond birth;

It is become a heavon on earth,
Aund Jove s prosont here,

I feol the godhend ; nor will doubt

But he can fitl tho place throughout,
Whose powor is overywher.,

Thero 1s {o these linos a delicacy worthy of
Cowper. Itis hard to conootvo how a natare - _
nsaontially gross and rudo as Jonson's ocould havs
had a particle of the gentlenoss wbioh llves and
moves and has its being {n them. Only when
Wwo romoembor that grains of gold can bo crushed
out of the bard white quarts can we in any wiso
ucoount for tho anomaly.

It is not ofton that a bird balky and dull as
no owl can warblo with the swootuoss of o
caanary, but Nature docs sometimos indulge in
nuch a freak. It was so with Jonson. In him
wo And the playfulness of tho spaniel combined
with tho surilness and obstinacy of the bull.dog,
brute force with winulng aweotness.

What olleOy atrikes us in tho study of Jon-
sou 18 his thoroughnoss. In notbing is he super-
ficial or half-heartod. Thore 1s a lofiinoss in
his scorn which makes us tromble ; a profund.
ity 1o his lcarning which makes us ashemod of
our smottoring of knowledge; o penstration in
his glaucs frorn whilch the costticst brooade or
tho toaghest armorix noacreen ; An intensity in
his hato which must inco made his loast sgnsi-
tive opponent quall; u richness i his melody
swhich would have ralsed o smlle on tho hard
chooks of an Egyptian Sphinx.

Junson was honest totho core. Wo do not
find $o bis volumloous writlogs, or fnany of the
anccdotes whish his frionds or hisenoimies have
handed down to us a particle of insincerity —a
trmoo of & moap, shuffling, truckling dixposi-
tion.

Hospoke tho truth always, if bs did not speak
it1a love. He onco oxpressod a doaire to onter
the churob—imagine the moaster in a surplice
—for ho wished to preach ouow befure the king
and ol him all his miad. And if be had had
tho opportanity hs would vorily hnve done it.

Ho was a strunger (o fear or fiattery. His
toague and bis pen, rough ax tho oue was, nnd
hard as tho othor alwuys had beot:, were consc-
cratod to truth. He spoko blnautly, bat nover
falsely; he wrote in letters of Are, ho naver dip-
ped his pon in the perfumoed tnk of Aattery. Is
iz not strungo thatsuch a manshould be huted us
heartily, If ot £s nobdly, as ho hatsd otherw,

The bonest words which he scatterod broad-
cast, lko the dragon's tooth which Cadmus
wawed, sprarg up armod mod. Meanneaa,
felsity, pride, «ll tho caniinal vicss, pursnod
him &l bis lfe with mortal hatred. Tiat we
may ¢o full justico to bis character, 1t is ncoes-
sary to bring it into ocomparison or conutrast
with anothor 1n somo rospects simflar, aud de-
velopod by similar inflocucos. Dryden, like
Jozsan, was a post and ¢ writer for the stage.
Both aucoeedod in tho difficolt ascent to conrtly
recoguition and favor. Boik clatmod to dictate
from tho proud eminenoce which they attalned
to humblo toilors with tho pon. Both were
ron of vost and aacurste learnlag. In thalr
deocilaing duys both wore oxposod to the tampt.
ation 10 pander to tho vioces of the aze. Both
turosd from Protesianttsm to Catholicism. But
o canoot trace the ansleay auy farther, Dry-
den, brilliant, cnergetic, exhausticss, was insin-
cero—shameloss 1n s iniinoority. To fasare
A momoninry sucosss, bo would desoond to the
bascst passions of ths mob

Drydon did not scruplo to sully thes aacred
mantlo of the bard with the fouluess of the
gatter, or light any unboly sacrifice with the
toreh which the Musos had klindlod. As wo
perase bls pooms—such of them as wo can por-
uss without pollating oursolves—we axolaim
BOW angd agulo—t What genlts ! \what strength?
what keonness! and what budness! Tho might
is allled to wickoduess; Samson, bllad and
bound, is grinding corn for the uncircumcised
Might s0 ctnployed dispusscs as
rather to woep than to admire. Pour Dryden 1™

Bat It s impoaaiblo w0 pity Jonsou. Ho |
novor s0d himsclf to the valgur aad Licenttuus

! honl; he nover sold hls birthright of honosty

|
'
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bdtd  And, though tuo crilic may plok oar

an noblehoas for & mosa of poetago, as Dryden

on¢ which ousty discrodit on Bea's sterllag aad
nanly charcter.

Thero aro two or throo facts given by his
blographers which it may bo worth our while
to rolate at grealer leagth. Ono of those 1s tho
Mialdoel. To do dare jusiios to Jousou somo
extonualing olrcamstancos mast de meaiioacd.
Inthe firsl place, one would not 6xpeet a high
sonse of the valus of human lifo l.zaboc-buded,
passionals youti, who had sarved & campalgn

or two Blih the reckless toopers o Planders. i

Indeed, althoughi 1n that age tho laws against
duslling woro as sovero as thoy oould be, afMirs
of honor wero of almost daily oocourronoc.
Eveory ono abovo tho rask of a poasant and not
eugagod in trade carriod a aword, and was moro
or lezs doxterous in {ts uge. Thoh the bolster-
ous life of an notor, with its ooaseloss rivalries
aud its provooationas to jealousy, was not tho
mos} favorablo discipline for s passionste, dom-
tnpooring disposition liko Jonson's. Aad lastly, his
antagonist in this inswanco had meanty tried to
stoal an advantage by using a swword somo ten
tnches Jongor than Ben's, and had tho lattor
fallon ho would bavo beon murdered—not kliled
in falr equatl fight.

We may bo sure that whatever morolful {o-
tontions Jonxon took tnto tho fleld ovaporated
thoe moment hls antagenist unsheathed hls
sword. Bon spent some time in prison. He
chanood to have as & compauion in tridbulation
o Jesult pricst, who rolioved tho tedium of cap.
tivity by ongagiog hia burly {riond 1n roligious
controvorsy. Tho resultof this was that Jonsoa
ombraoced tho Romish faith,

Hore wo havo another fllustration of his un.
shrinking bonesty. It was npot onough that he
was Io danger of hanging for the unfortunate
fa .0 of the duel, but he must also run the riek
+4 belng drawn and quartored as a Paplst.

Jonaon marriod, It is 0 barcgretied that wo
bave no partisulara of the courtship. Did tho
llon modulats his roar to the mournful woolng
of the tondor dove? or did he frighton the
poor woman into reciprocating his anything bat
tonder passion? Did he absolutely command
her to say yes. Eon himself owns that Mra,
Jongon, though honost, was o shrow. Pochaps
that came afterwards; but this is only eonjec-
tare. Wo may well pity tho poor woman who
uttered tho awful vow to “love, honor and odboy”
Bon.

Coiller refers to ths peril in which Jonson
placxl his noso and ears by his co-partnery with
Chapman and Marston in tho produclon of
# Eastward Hol” The hits at tho needy ad-
venturers who had followed King James from
the other side of the bordor were, in truth,
savago enough to impertl not only the noses
and oary, but the very lives of tho hardy
satirists, Chapman and Marston were at ouee
arrosted. To the creditof Jonson, hedemea:ided
that ho bad aa much right as they to go to g0l
aod to gool ho woat.

It was currontly reported that the throe were
to suffor the brutal mutilation reforred to, bat
tho coart relented, and they were sot at liborty.
It 1s probable tuat Joanson would have eseapod
the puntshment, for, as ho afterwards dixcovor-
od, his mother had tnized what she considored
«a lusty strong poison to mix in hisdriok,” had
thy law Inststod on increasing the natural!
hidoousncss of his visage.

An interval of ive yecary olaprod betweon his
relcase and tho journoy to Hootlanl to whieh
Collier refers. It was a perlod of hard, honost
work, of contintous and morited <uccess. We
suy of hand work, for Jonson tolled lko a gulloy-
slave. « Thoughts of ire and words that barn™
did not oy from his pon like sparks fron the
anvil; he had to sit patieatly L.ocking funs and
stool togother, thankful If obe s k& cawm s pfter
many a hard blow, His pooins always remind
mo of this tedious procoss. Take onv, and sce
whothor the notion is altogether Zanciful:

«Thoro i3 no life oo carth dut belng ta love I

Hero he givos a tap to sco whothor it 15 o flint
he has, or & stone with no heart of fire in it
Soe how tho bushy brows ate bront, and tho
deop lines about the mouth grow doopor.
Writtng poetry is no joke. Now {or a spark:

«There uro no stadlces, no dolights, no buzinoss,
No Intercourss, or trado of senso, of sonl
Bat what ts love.”

T.reo dotormingd blows, bat no spark comes,
A ocup of sack, and another attemps :
“1 was th) lazi st croataro,
Tho most unprofitablo alga of nothing.”

Thore you have it

« The most unprcfitablo sign of nothing,
Tho voriost dono; and slopt away my Hfe
Beyond tho dormouss, till I was in love.”

The spark did not last loug enoagh to sot tho
dryest of tindor In a biaze. Try again, Ben:
« And now I can outwako ths nightingale.”
Tkhat is poetical; but stop, Jonsan’s Qlnt avd
steol are comtng togother again @
«Qatstroich a usaror and oatwalk hum too”
Lost labor, Bon. Aundther blow:

ualtnlk liko a ghost that hauntod *boat a trea-
sqro,
Amd all that fancied trsasuro, it ts lovo.,”

It a8 rofrexhing $0 soc a man 30 doggedly pore
sistont {0 bis work, who shrinks from noamount
of toll, and 1x oudauntod by any nambor of
fallurea, Bul cven Jonsol—&8 OVery earnost

j thinkor—had momenis cf inspiralion. Qooca-
handreds of fuully Unos, 1t 1 tmpossidlo 1o ba y siouully the hanl flint sont out a ahawer of
| sparka—oconxionaily tho barp seemcd fnaymps-

thy with tho pationt harpers hand, and pouced
forth rich molody in a flocds  Collier makss
reforcnce 0 Jonson's exquisito sougs. ZTuke
thoso as spocimons:

« Drink to rue only with tbhiae eyes
And I will pledge with mine;
Q¢ loave & Xiss, but {n the TP,
I will not tock for wins,
The thirst that from the sl doth siss

Doth ask a drlok divine,
But might I of Jovo's nootar sup,
I would not ~hange for thine,

« ] sont thee onco a rosy wreath,

Not so much honoring thee,

As giving 1t a hopo that thero
It could not withored bo.

But thou thereun didst only breathe,
And aeat 1t back to mo;

8lnoe whou it grows, and smolls, I swear,
Not of itself, but thoe.”

860 tho chariot ut hand hore of love,
Whoroin my lady rideth!
Eooh that draws is » awan ur a Gove,
.and We.. yho car lovo guldeth.
As sho goos all hearts do duty
Unto hor boauty ;
And ocnamored do wish, 80 thoy might
But enjoy such a sight,
Tuat thoy stiil wore to r=n by hor sido
Through swords, through sons, whither she
would ride.

« Do but iwok on hor oyes, thoy do light
All that love's world composeth !
Do but look on her, sane is brighst
As love's star whoen it risoth!
Do but mark, her foreheal'’s smoothor
Than words that sootho hor !
And from her archod brows fuch a graoce
Rheds {tself through the face
As atono there triumphs to the iifo
All tho galn, all tho good of tho ecloments’
strife.

« Have you seon but a bright lily grow
Beforo rude hands havo touohed 189
Have you marked but the fall of thoe snow
Boforo the soll hath smatchoed 1t?
Have you felt the fur of the boaver,
Or awan’s down over?
Or havo smelled of the bud of the bdrior,
Or the 'nard in tho fire ?
Or have tastod the bag of the bee?
O ro white ! O <0 soft! O 80 swoet s she '™
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FORCE IN LITERATURE.

A curlous paper might Le weritten on the sin.
gular errors mado by men of high reputation in
thelr critioal judgments. Somothing of the kind
was latoly done in one of the magazines, In-
stauces of such blundors abound sincoe peopls
first began to oultivate the art. When, for ex.
amplo, we road tho critical sentonces of the last
centary wo aro amazod at the inconceivable
blindness which thoy soom to imply. Goldsmith,
to take a caso at random, was undoubtediy a
man of finc taste; ho tells us, & propos of
Waller's ode on thodoath of Cromell, that our
poctry was not thensquito harmontzed, so thet
this, which would now be looked uponas a slov-
only sort of versification, was in tho times in
which it was writton almost a prodigy of har.
mony.” In tho samo plece, after praising the har.
muny of the Rape ¢f the Look, ho observes that the
irrogular mossure at tho oponing of tho Allegro
and Penscroso “hurls our Eoglish ear” Wo
ocan only wonder at the singular taste which in-
duced our grundfathers to fanoy that ¢ harmo-
ny,” of all things, was thelr strong point, avd
that Popo’s mochanical monotony was to the
oxquisite versification of Spenser and Mlilton as
Greek scalpturo to the work of some solf-taught
oodlwval carvor. Tho samcincapacity for par-
coiving what to us appoar atmost solf-c vident
truthx 1s us odvious Ina wider kind of critictsm.
When Voltalre called 8hakespoaro « a drunken
savage,” 1t was o mcero outbreak of spleen; but
Voltatre {n his sober moods, and ho i8 followed
in this by Horace Walpols, speaks siill mnore
contomptuntsly uf oae of tho two or threo mon
who oan bo put beslde Shakesprare. He mar-
~vols at tho dulness of poopic who can admire
anything sc **stupldiy extravagant and barba-
rous” as tho Diving Commadia. Theso monstrons
misanderatandings ure to he oxplalnod by the
nataral {ncapacity of the subjects of ono torary
dyaasty for Judging of those of anotber. But tho
Judgmeonts of contemporarics on cach other are
not much more trusiworthy. Tho long-continuoed
contempt for Bunyan and Defoe was mesely an
oxprossica of thoordinury foullng of the cultive.
atod classes Wowards anythlng which was iden-
tified with Grub Street; bat it is curious to ob-
servo the lncapacity of such & man ns Johnson
to nodonstand Gray or Sterne, and tho cdntormpt
which Waipole exprossod for Johuson and Gold.
amith, whilst ho sinceroly belloved tho pooms
of Mason woro dostinod to immortality. Nor,
agaln, can we fiaticr ourselves that this narrow
vislon was characteristic only of a schoo! which
has now decayod. We may And dluaders at
loast oqually palpable in the op.nlons exprossed
by the great poots ut the beginatng of this cen-
tury, Huch, for example, s the apparcatly slo-
oore convictlon of Byron that Rugoers and Moore
were the truest puvts among hls contem pora-
rles; that Pope was the first of all English, If
aot of all existing, poctes , And that WHhinkvwornth
was nothing butl & namby.pamxbR dravelier. Tho
2¢hoo! of Wordaworth and Soathey aitercd judg-
monts at loast equally huasty in tho oppoasito
diroction, Many wld instances of thie degroo i
which prejudice can bdllnd & men of zoauino
tasto are to bo foand. ju tho writingsof their dis.
ciple, Du Qulnoey, To mentlon no otbor, ho
spoaka of ¢ Mr. Goetho,” as an fmmoral and go-
cond-rate sauthor, who owces bic ropatation
chisfly to the fact of kis long life and hls post-
Uoa at tho Codrt of Wolmar, Witk which ws
may compare Chaslos Lamb's decided frefed



