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It becomes us, before we decree theho‘nours of acureta a
favourite medisive, carefully and-candidly to ascertain the exact
citcumstances under which it is exhibited, or we shall rapidly ac-
cunialate exampies of the fallacxes to which our art is axposed.
IWhat bas been more common than to attribute to the efficacy of
»: tineral water those fpftyinéte chunges  of constitution that have
eutirely, or in great méésu're, arisen froin salubrity of sitmation,
Tilarity of mind, exercise of bud'v, and regularity of habits, which
have incidentally. accompanmd its potation?  Thus the celebrated
John Wesley, while he commemorates the trinmph of ¢ sulphur
and supplication®? over his badily infirmity, forgets to appreciate
the resuscitating. influence of funr months repose from lhis apos-

tolic lubours-; und such is the disposition of the human mind to,

place confidence in the operation of mysterious ageuts, thatwe
find him ‘fnore disposed to attribute his cure to a brown paper
plalster of ege and brimstone, than to Dr. Fothergill’s salutury
prescrlphon of country air, rest, asses’ milk, and horse exercise.
"Fhe': ‘ancient physicians duly-appreciated the influence of such
Iu!u.ms : their temples, like onr watering-places, were the resort
ol’ thiose - whomn medicine could not cure ; and we are expressly
’told by Plutarch that these tewples, especially that of Esculapins,
were erected on elevated spots, with the most congenial aspects ;
A mrcumeumct. which, when aided - by the invigorating effects of
hope, b,' the - dwerslous which the patient experienced” in his
journey, and pe. nps by the exercise to which he had been unac-
costoined, ,c rtamly performed many cures. It follows, then,
that in the recommendutxou of a watering—place, somethmw nmore
than the’ composmon of a mineral spring is to direct our choice.
‘The chemist will tell us that the springs of Hampstead and Isling-
ton rival those of Tunbridge uxldtl\hlvern ; that the waters of
Bagnigge Wells, as a chalybeate pli'rgur.ive, might supersede those
of Cheltenham and Scarborough ; and that an invalid would fre-
quent the spring in the vicinity of the Dog and Duck, i St
George’s Fields, with ns much advantage as the celebrated spa ut
Lenmington: but the physician s well aware that, by the adop-
tion of such advice, he would depﬁve his patient of those n:est
p&wrfni auxitiaries to which I have alluded, and, above all, lose
the advantage of the medicing ment;s Ou the other hand, the
'._‘ rqcommendm\m\ 05‘ chmme of uir and hd.bltb w m rarely inspire
¢ ﬁdcncc un]ess 1t he usaocmted wnh soine medicinal treatinent
' tfuth \\'thh lt is more ensy and snusfuctory lo, elucldatc and

» rose-wnter rephed the ph) sician,
i ‘ 'sjﬂves geurchfor a” basilisk, ‘until they met
g wuh Z\\dw wl\o, appmuchmw Ogul, exclaimed, <Behold that
which thou desirest ! But, my lord,’ continued he, ¢ it is not to
be eagan ; all its virtwes must epter through thy pores; I have
the:efom enclosed it in a little ball, blown up, and covered with
a fine skin, Thou must strike this ball with all thy might and I
must strike it back again, for a considerable time 5. and by ob-
serving this reginien, and taking no other drink than rose-water
for a fow duys, thou wilt sez and acknowledge the effect of my
art.’
¢ The first day, Ogul was out of breath, and thought he should
have died {rom fatigue ; the second he was less fatigued, and
slept better ; in elrrht days he recovered ull his strength, \‘ad” 5
“then said to him, ¢ There is np such thing in nature as u basjlisk ;
Dut thou hust taken exercise- and been temperate, aud hast there—
fou, recovered thy health,” »> .

e medical practitioner’ may, perhaps, receive more sat:s—
facpon frqlg_n 1 modern tllustmtmn 3 1f 50, ‘the follpwm" anecdgte,
¥ Sydenl*nm ‘may not be unacceptuble —

e Thls*greut physician, having long attended & gentleman of
fortuue, wlth litle or no advantage, frankly avowed his inability
to render hlm uny further service, adding, at the same time, that
there was & p,hysxcmn of the name of Robmson, atInverness, who
had distinguished" himself by the porformance of mauy remarka-
ble cures of tho saine complaint as that under which bhis patient
laboured, and expressing a conviction, that if he applied to him
he would come back cured.

This was too encouraging a propo-
sal to be rejected.

“The gentleman reccived from Sydenham a
statement of his case, with the necessary letter of introduction,
and proceeded without deluy to the place in questipn. Onar-
riving at Inverness, and nnuously Jinquiring for the residence of
Dr. Robinson, he found, to his utter dismay and disappointment,
that there was ne physician of that, nnme, nor ever had been, in
the memory oI‘ any person there. ’l‘he gentleman returned,
vowmg eternal hostility to the peace of S_l,’denhum and on his
nrnval at home, mstnmiy expressed his mdin non at having been
seht- on a journey of so many hundred miles for n lpnrpose
e ‘Vell,’ rephes S)denham ‘are you better m:health »
ﬂx‘“,' I'am noiv quite well ; but no thanksi to you.
«iNo;* anys Sydenhum 3 ‘but yon may thank Dr. Robmson
for curing: yuu. 1 mshed to send youn )oume) with some ob-

v

.,‘-;;‘-« :

jectof interest in:view;-1 knew it would be of service to you.
brgoing, vou had Dr. Robinson and his wonderful cures in con-
templa\aon, and _in r(;‘turuintr, you were equally ennnged in
thinking of scoldu:rr qme.’ ”-—Parfs s Pltarmacolcgu. :

. B T For thg Pearl,
DEATH

©Oh Death thou ert an universal king—

All tothy iron sceptrs bow the kneds
3Tjs true sowme fear thee 8s n shadowy thing,
But 1 have seen thy fuce and felt thy sting,

And thou art more than shadowy forin to me.

I've scen tiree pictured forth with erown and dagt,
Outstarting from the sepulchre’s deep shude.;
Piercing—throngh bricdul gear—the young wile’s heart ; .
Leaving the living to sustain the smart,
The widower Iouely sorrowing o’er the dead.

I trage thy troplies in the charnel heap,

1 read thy conquests in the storied urn—
Plymes that ave floating—hanncrels that sweep
Abpve the tombsof those that silewt sleep—~

From these the triumphs of thy state we learn.

Sometimes we view thee on the horizon’s verge
_ Of anr own social circle—tall and grim,
" Then at our very feet thou dost cerge,
“ And on oar hearths und in our homea——lhe dlrgo
Of denth is heard; the deep funereal hymn.

"-.Th}' spectral form now stalks where princcé reign,
" "And gem-crowned heads to thee m homage bend,
Then stooping o%r the mother's kunge—where pain
Her infant ofispring binds—no tears restrain

Thy stroke—-theu smitest and its suflerings cnd.

No velvet covering richly dight, to thee
Prevents a ruthless stroke where nubles lie.

The pullet—rhough of straw—where poverty

Lingers in wretchedness and misery,

" Alike thou visitest—lor all must die.

Alone thou art in equal combat met,

Where the good mat—whose heart from ecarth is riven,
His firm reposc on Christ ¢ the rock” hath set:
He finds, with hopes matured and joys complete,

The vale of Death—the vestibule of Ilcaven,

Oh Denth thou artan universal king—
All other ea\'thiy scepires bow to thee,
Yet the time comes w hen mortal suffering
- Shall in our hosomis leave "uo more ns sting.
‘Heaven slmu dlqclgpc 10)._.‘ ev eﬂ:mu\(' sprmg,
B\en dcath shall;ixe-—nnd time shull ceuae to bc. N

SELFCDMMUNIUN

POR’ THE. };ULL MECHA\YICQ ms'rrrv'rn.‘f
By Ehenczer ENioit,

Youna Men ! Poets, it is suid, know nothing. What, then,
can they teach ? Nothing, of course, ifthe suying is true ; but,
assmming to Be teachers, they may choose subjects on which some-
thipg may be said by people who know nothing ; and in this way,
I believe, much business isdene. I may be wrong in my opi-
nions on that'something, or that nothing, which is called poetry ;
but I have endeavoured to he right; and what I shall sayto you
on this occasion is my own, or made such by reflection, for I
take no mun's opinions on truast, I come then to tell yon what
poetry is—not what that word is—for, not having learned Greelk,
I dow’t'linow ; and, if T tell you anything about poetry but what
”you have already felt to be true, X am unlitto address you on the
‘subject : for what is poetry-—-wlmt canit be—but the heart speak-
ing to iself? This pnm.gplev of earnest self-communion—on
which all composition pm'portmg ‘to be poetry must stand, or,
wantmg ity full—I now purpose to- elucidate and confirm by ex-

WRITTEN

-amples’; because it has been asserted by a great philosopher,*

‘that poetry has no fixed pnnc:ples—as if any thing could exist
without them ; because a great living poet,t whose example re-
futes his theory, declares, if I understand him, that poetry is dis-
tinguished from prose by being wrilten in yerse, or, in other
words, that verse is essential to poetry ; and bechuse the history
of modern poets, us such, is the history of the revival of poetry in
Britain, their distingnishing claracteristic being poetry, or earnest
common scnse—whereas, sone of their predecessors ofien wrote
that dullest commonplace which common sense laughs to scorn.
Now, this effect must have bad o canse ; for, as the earth could
not move an inch, as a watch could not go atall, in opposition to
the indisputable will of God, as declured in his mechanical laws—
so only on the axis of ils-principle can move the universe of
poetry, representing the Most High in the beart of man,

Whena poet, ceasing to commune with himself. addresses
‘others, he may be cloquént, but he is no longer poetical, unless
he forget his andience ; and, in that case, be is addressing him-
self, and not others. I never'read a poet, from John Milton to
Robert Ni cnl who daes not, -negatively or pos;b.vely, etempley
the principle that poetry is sell.communion. Almost every page
of Byron's ¢ Don Juan’ exemphﬁes it in both ways, and the
writings of Moare too often in one way. only.” I think I shall be
able to shew you why it is, thatsoms ostentotious men. of the

* Adam Smith, ‘ 1 James Montgoinery,

-

"blwhesttalenl cannot wnte a word' of.;,enmne poetrv, uhxh: honesf,
modest, unpreterdmv men atter it to their beans ev.erv day u!."
their lives. = ... ¢ ‘ SR x

But 1 must now,bespeak your merclful qonsnder.mon.
an actog 1 cameito read; notto Ampersonmg, .. Un‘mchh 100, or.
read poelry, but sing it 10 a° bad, tue. - & can.,lmwuver, give.
reasons for the fmh that is_in- me.: Wh) should: fhymes: be.
written, il they are not to be made r—enslble lo the eur ?. Ttas hard.

l to depuive the poet of . its, music, often, the only. thmw the. poor

fellow has of his own.

I wrote Sowarrow to his ‘petticonted master.. ** Powers.Eternal, ¢
such names mmgled * gays Byron. ¢ These are the most tre-
rngai;x_d:o'us words, since Mene, Mene, Tokel, and Upharsin, that
| ever were writtea of swords.” And who that remembers the
1 impious dispatch, does not utter this sentiment in his soul ? I is
true poetry: But when Byron goes on to say, as he does jum-
mediately afterwards, ¢ that what Daniel read: is short-hand of-
the Lord’s ;>> and ** that Suwarrow wrote his dispatch as a polar, .
mélody, aed set it,”’ etc., he may be wllty, but fora moment he
ceasesto be a poet, and Dbecomes a. mere vain man, seeking the
'\pplause of otliers, with a nuwxvmg in his bo=nm tbnt he does not -
deaerve it. Not so, when he cemmues, “Iwnll tench the stones
to rise aguinst earth’s tyrants,”’ He: 1hen is ugam a poet—he puzs
his hend inte his pucket, and ]eta his heart spenk. o
«'When the dance. gaed through the ‘lighted ha® **—
g thounh this lady was fuir, and yon lady wes, bmw, and that
]ndy the ‘toast of a’ the town,*’ poor Burps said in Lig heart, ¢ Ye
are na Mary Morrison,’” the words he nttered were of the very
ressence of poetry, because his heart spake them to himself.

WWhen a husband, already widowed in soul, bends over the.
bed of the dying mother of his children, snd, without uttering a

{| single audible syllable, addresses to her every mournful and en-

dearing epithet, his lieart is conversing with jtself—that is 10 say,
with God, in the depths of our nmture; and his feelings are poetry N
because there can be no insincerity, no reserve about them, no
possible misgiving, no starting back from the open atms of Truth.
They are poelu.al as the reply to them—the last wordless heart’s.
look of the dying,

Orators sometimes vuﬁconsciou:ly become poets. O’ Connell
was:a great poet when tunley said to him, <1 love ]reland s:
wellas you do,”” and-the.¢¢ man ofmen,” pausing a: moment, re-
phed «Li checlc mvseIf—I wxll not utter: anolher-' ln.rmng “Wor

hits the poetry. ‘of the: heart,. struaghnn' w1th cnrcnmstance, nnd
controlled by that feeling of deference which power: and. fank:
commzmd : it is that passage in which Jeanie Deans implores the.
Queen of Gegrge II. to intercede with-him {or the life of her
sister Lffie.
¢« ¢ITow did you travel up from Scotlund, }oung woman 2’
said the Queen to Jeanie,
- << Upon my foot mostly, madam,’

“ ¢ What ! ali that immcnse way onfoot! How far can you
walk ina day#’

* < Tive and twenty miles, and a bittock.”
. s <7 thought I was a good wulker; but this shames me sag-
ly.! '
¢ ¢ May your Leddyship never haesae weary a heart, that ye
.canna be sensible o’ the weariness o' the limbs! Iwould have
gone to the-epds of the earth to save thelife of John Porteous,.or
any other man in bis unhappy condition. .
to hla s-prace. - But.niy sister—my poor: sister Effie—still, Aives, -
thouwh her daysand hours are numbered. She still lives, and a-
word of the Kihg®s mouth might restore her to a broken- hearlad
oid man, who never fnr«rot to pray that his Majesty might be bless-
ed with along and prosperous reign, and that his throne, and
that of his posterity, might be established in r)rrhteousness. G
Madam, if ye ever kenn’d what it was to sorrow for and witha
sinful and suﬁ't.ri‘nn' creature, whose mind is sae tossed that she
can neither be cnlled fit to live or die, have some compassion on
onr misery ! Save anhonest house from dishenour, and an un.
happy girl, not eighteen years of age, from an eatly and dreadful
death, Alas !itisnot when we sleep soft and wake merrily
ourseives that we think on other people’s sufferings. Our hearts
are waxed light wuhm us then, and we are forrighting our ain
wrangs and fighting our ain ‘battles. ' But when the hour of trou-
bie comes—and seldom may it 'visit your Leddyship !—and when
the hour of death comes, that comes to high and low—and )ong
and late may it be yours !—oh, my Leddy, thenit is pae - what
Qwe hae done lor cursels but what we hae done for olhers, that’ we »
,thml\ on naist pleasantly. - And the lhonwht that ye hae mm‘rfered '
to save the ‘poor thing’s life; will be sweeter in* that hour, coine
when it may, ‘than if 2 word of your mouth could hupg the-wﬂlole X
Parteous mob’ at the tait of a tow.” ‘

This is poetry nnd e)oquence-—the heart and the I\eqd-—thq
soul’s self—commumon, and the mind addressing nnolher .

Perhaps there is nﬂo_z.{nng in the wopd so poelical as the love

I"'un ndt: -

lucl‘plg perhaps,. Isam told; by my firesidp.cr itics, that I, do not.

“ Glory to. God, andi'the ]"mpress' Ismml is nars"’ Thes

and,

There isa p'tssnve in’ ‘one of Scotl s novels, whxch ﬁnely exhi-

- He: is'dead, and. gane :




