102 The Receess.

Jects that hie ouly beholds shaldows, the originals are barred
tfrom his possession : his eyes shed tears as the gay tigures glide
over the glass, for he is cut off from the enjoyments and from the
society of his f2llow men—¢ [ cannot mingle in the stream” he
pathetically exclaims. ‘Then comes the pnight vision, the temp.
ativn of Folly or Falsc Pleasure, and the cuasequent disappoint.
ment of her dupe ; the gollen necklace turns to the captive’s
iron chain : How delicately and vividly the moral is implied, al.
though—with a puet’s perception—the author has not cumbered
his lines with direct reflections. In the concluding paragraph
he mourntully describes the appearance of his swn image in the
glass ; and laments—man is so dull at taking warning—that folly
similar to his own will be perpetrated,when he lies in the dark-
some grave. A pleasing specimen indeed it is, of the uneducated
Poet’s abilities ; it bears the impress of a creative fancy ; and the
germs of much excellence appear in its unpretending thoughts.

Placid. ow would you advise the author to improve his
talent,

Meadows. By learning to read and write on Jacotot’s system,
and then by making himself conversant with such authors as
Goldsmith, Burns, and Bloomtield. Let him be confident that he
can amuse himsell’ and others, but not foolishly suppose that hc
i3 therefore to become a great poet. 1 woula also advise him to
aim at nattiness and sweetness as little as may be ; with improved
Judgment let him continue to pen the rough andgraphic pictures,
the pecularities ot which his mind seems to so strongly appreciate.
Some persons, who unnoticed have thrown off valuable little
verses, the strong transcript of their owan vigorous minds—by be-
ing brought into notice, and by getting injudicious advice, and
by imagining themselves of consequance, have entirely lost all
command over their muse : they have copied theughts, and bor-
rowed epithets, and collected large words, and smoothed their
rhymes, and gained a molasses-sweetness of expression and senti.
ment, byt alas! thespirit was departed from them; they no lon.
ger looke: with their former clear eyes, or thought with bold.
ness or originality—the materials in their crucible were mare
glittering, but less substantial, and the result instead of being gems,
was dross and vapour.

Turgid. As my Cigar is exhausted, I beg leave tu slide ina
word of approval. I acknowledge that | have been much more
pleased with the soldiers verses than I expected to be. I think |
will try and rub up my own Aladdins Jamp and see what spirits
will come at my biddiog. A happy flight of one of your inferior
poets, excites me, as thesound of the horn does an old hunter.
I'll try one more touch at rhyme and reason.

Meudows. Do, do--and bring your effusion next evening for
our perusal.

Turgid. 11} think aboutit.

Meadows. In opposition to his former opinion, Placid, we see
that Turgid is pleased--I think that you and [ may say that we




