HINTS TO

IIINTS 10 AUTHORS.
ON THE PATHETIC.

Laughter, whether long and ivwl, such as wo see
convalsing the ribs ofa country squire wihen iv-
tingone of theachievumenis vl kits youta, Ut . wut
and low like the giggle of'a youug maiuen v
does not know what else to do—ianghter of zdl suits
and kinds, except perhaps the hysierical, “betrays
the vacant mind.” But we goeven jarther than the
poet,and boldly advance our belief that langhter is
notonly a proof ¢f man’s intellectual empltiness, but
of his depravity. People of a serious turn raveiy
proceed beyond a smiie, and that more in sorrow
than in gladness. ITow absurd to hear a bishep i
the ecstasies of a guffaw { With whata just estimate
of the iniquity- of laughter has the seriousnessof a
judge past into a_ proverb! The hyena also is said
to langh, and the hyena isan. ?.mmal_ of the most un-
christian disposition. We might fairly cnough ar-
gue from this that he who resembles the hyena in
the attribute of lnughter would also bite like a_hyena
—likea hyena would despise the commandments,
and like a hyena would seldom go to church.  But
we wave the inference, though justified by many
similar arguments we have lately seen. .

It is our object on the present occasion io show
the infamous and contemptibie nature of liveliness
in all its branches. In conversation we cair pass
over without much reprobation the aitempts we see
so pertinaciously made to set the table in a roar, for
we uniformly perceive thata languid melancholy
succeeds all their efforts, and that vivacity long con-
tinned produces 2 deliciously sombre feeling which
is nearly akin to despair. In langhter such as t.lns,
the heart is sorrowful, and the soul is justly punish-
ed for the hypocritical hilaviousness of the counte-
nance. Ifthese, then, are our sentiments :1bout_
orsons who assume 1o themselves the repuiation of
Evelv alkers, with what unmitigable contempt and
hatred must we view the conduct of any hunan
beings— -if indeed the ereatures are really human—
who seriously meditaie jocularity in print, who set
forth their facetiousness in types, and aficctto be viut-
ty, quaint, humorous, or jocose with pcn‘and mit l—
The thing isalmost too horrible for belief; and yet
weare forcéd o confess that the state of aifuirsis
such as we have described it— that many Numbers
of this very Magazine contain stories which almost
force onc to laugh whether or no—and that there
scems a growing disrelish for those delicious tales
of sentiment and sorrow which were the sweetest
and purest delight of our younger days. But per-
haps we blame the authors of our ewn time unjust-
ly. Itisnot cvery ome who can weep overa dead
ass, though it scems casy forany oneto iaugh over
a living one. The science of the Pathetic bas
never hitherto “been studied as it ought.  is rules
havenever been defined. Aristotle, a person who

lived before periodical literature had reacked its pre- |

~ sent palmy state, and, therefore, had very few advan-
tages for forming hisiaste or judgment, Jaid dowa
certain tules touching the poetic—so also did a Ro-
man gentleman of the name of Horace; but the in-
feriority of their Jabors is proved from the negleet
into which their canons have fallen. TRoscommon
devoted his attention to “the subject of 'I'ranslation,
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and Pope gave directions on the art of Criticism, but
we are umacquainted with any treatise on the
art and nysiay of the Pathetic.  For many hun-
dred years ouratibidrs huve gone on ignorant of
the mcans by waich the greatest trimmnphs of the
tragic ait have been achieved, trusting to accident
tur the casling forth ot involuntary sighs, and uncon-
civtis ola power of creating sadness, which, we flat-
ter ourselves, will no longer be denied to writers of
the very huinblest capacity.—Alter the perusal of
this disquisition we will venture to say, that any
one of his Alujesty’s faithful subjects may “ope”
vhenever he pleases “the sacred source of sympa-
thetic tears.”  None after this will haveto accuse the
iterature of Kngland of being frivolous or amusing,
Sighs and groaes will resound from one eid of the
island 1o the other; and novels in three volumes,
and romances in five, and even auto-biographies in
ong, will be the most tear-moving tragedies imagin-
able. Afier the intense study of many years we
have reducedthe whole science ofthe pathetic into
certain rules, by a rigid adherence to which we
will guaraniee that any gentleman of moderatea-
bilities will beenabled after six lessons—payment
to be made in advance—:to dravy tears from the heart
of a stone!

Pathos is distinguished from DBathos by the dift
ference of its initial consonant.  Its object is to ex-
cite grief, sympathy, compassion, tenderness, or re-
gret. Another of its oljects isto present the author
s before the eye of his reader as 2 man of the most
tonder and susceptible feelings, a creature of the
most delicate senuments, and, ubove all things, mel-
ancholy and geatlemanlike.

Qur first rule therefore is—that the author shall,
as a preitminary step (cither in the preface or in the
very first chapter,) give the public a sort ofinsight
into his owa character and appearance. It adds

reaily tothe pleasure we derive from any work to
avean idea of theaathor. A chivalrous or her-
oic famentation, which would be pathetic from an au-
thor o Lwweaty-iive. six teet Ligh, swith dark flowing
ringlets, would be ridiculous coming from a little,
fusty old fetlow of fifiy-seven, with his natural red
locks replaced by alight brown wig. Now, though
nature is capricious in these matters, and sometimes
i lodzes a mighty soul ina very contemptible looking

hody, that is no reason why the author himself
! shonld be vestricted in his choice of appearance. In
¢ print —if not in reality—it is possible for all men
to be Apollos: andin pathetic composition it is high-
Iy necessary that the author either should have been
1a his youth, or remain at present—pre-eminently
handsome.  '['he second rule, therefore, we would
Jay down is—be handsome. The hero, vou will un-
dersiand, is generally considered an adumbration of
vourself, and you are aware that nobody cares a sin-
gle halfpenny for an ugly hero. If St Leon and
Cyril Thornton had been a couple of squab, Dutch-
built, fiz¢ nosed, wide-mouthed, common-looking in-
dividuals, who the deuce would beincerested in
ihe slightest degree by the pathos of their unseemly
scavs ? There is no pathos, we say again, in the most
appalling -misery which cqu befal an ill-favoured
“mixture of carth’s mould.”

Asit bas been agreed upon by all philosophers
that man is an imitative animal, and, according to,
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