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BYRON.

Tae pretty fable by which the Duchess of Orleans illustrates
the character of ber son the regent, might, with little chaoge be
applied to Byron. All the fairies, save one, had been bidden to
his cradle. All the gossips had been profuse of their gifts. One
had bestowed nobility, another genius, a third beauty.. The ma-
lignant elf who bad been uninvited, came last, and, unable to re-
verse what her sisters bad done for their favourite, had mixed
up a curse with every blessing. In the rank of Lord Byron, in
his nnderstanding, in his character, in his very person, there was
a strange union of opposite extremes. He was born to all that
men covet and admire. But in every one of those eminent ad-
vantages which he possessed over others, there was mingled
something of misery and debasement. He was sprung from a
house, ancient indeed and noble, but degraded and impoverished
by a series of crimes and follies, which had attained a scandalons
publicity. The kinsman whom he succeeded had died poor, and,
but for merciful judges, would have died upon the gallows. The
young peer had great intellectual powers ; yet there was an un-
sound part in his mind. He had naturally a generous and tender
heart ; but his temper was wayward and irritable. He had a
bead which statuaries loved to copy, and a foot, the deformity of
which the beggars in the streets mimicked. Distinguished at
once by the strength and by the weakness of his intelect, affec-
tionate yet perverse, a poor lord, and a handsome cripple, he re-
quired, if ever man required, the firmest and the most judicious
training. Bat, capriciously as nature had dealt with him, the re-
lative to whom the office of forming his character was intrusted,
was more capricioas still. She passed from paroxysms of rage
to paroxysms of fondness. At one time she stifled him with her
caresser—at another time she insulted his deformity. He came
into the world, and the world treated him as his mother treated
him—sometimes with kindness, sometimes with severity, never
with justice. It indulged him without discrimination, and punish-
ed him without discrimination. He was traly a spoiled child,—
not merely the spoiled child of his parent, but the spoiled child
of nature, the spoiled child of fortune, the spoiled child of fame,
the spoiled child of society. His first poems were received with
a contempt which, feeble as they were, they did not absolutely
deserve. The poem whicly he published on his return from bis
travels, was, on the other hand, extolled far above its merit. At

. twenty-four he found bimself on the highest pinnacle of literary
fame, with Scott, Wordsworth, Southey, and a crowd of other
distinguished writers, beneath his feet. There is scarcely an in-
stance in history of so sudden a rise to so dizzy an eminence.

Every thing that could stimulate, and every thing that could
gralify the strangest propensities of our nature—the gaze of a
hun({(red drawing rooms, the acclamations of the whole vation, the
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