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of performance. I retreated, nncertain what to
do, and waited outside until the shop was clear.
Three words explained the n.ture of my visit;
and Jasmin received me with & species of warm
courtesy, which was very wveecaliar, and very
charning—dashing at onu  with the rost clat-
tering volubility and fiery speed of tongue, into
a sort of rhapsodical discourse upon poetry in
genera), and his own in particular—upon the
French language in general, and the palois of it
spoken in Languedoc, Provence, and Gascony in
particular.  Jasmin is a well-built and steongly-
limbed man, of about fifty, with a large, massive
head, and a broad pile of forchead, overhanging
two piercingly bright black eyes, and features
which would be heavy were they allswed a2 mo-
ment's repose from the continual play of the dicial
muscles, which were continually sending a series
of varving expressions across the swarthy visage.
Twu sentences of his couversation were quite suf-
flcient to stamp his individuality, The first thing
that struck me was the absence of »ll mock
modesty, and the pretended self-underrating, con-
ventionally assumed by per.ons expecting 0 be
complimeated upon their sayings or doings.  Jas-
min scemed thoroughly to despise all such flimsy
hypacrisy.  *God only made four French poets?
he burst out with; ‘and their names are Cor-
ucille, Lafontaine, Seranger, ané Jasmin!”  Talk-
ing with the most impassioned vehemence, and
the mast redundant cunergy of gesture, he went
on ta declaim against the influences of civilization
upon language and manzers as being fatal to all
real poetry. If the true inspiration yet existed
upoa carth, it burned in the hearts and breins of
men far removed from cities, salons, and th : clash
and din of social influrnces. Your only true
pouts were the unletter.d peasants, who poured
forth their hearts in song, not bacause they
wished to make poatrs, but because they were
jovous and true.  Colleres, arademies, schoa’s of
learning, schools of literature, and all such insti-
tutions, Jasmin denounced as the cnrse and the
bane of true poetry.  They had spedled, he sald,
the very French language. You could no more
write poetry in French now, than vou could in
arithmesical fignres.  The language had been
licked and kacaded, and tricked out, and pluned,
aud dandified, and scented, and minced, aud
rujed square, and chipped—(1 am trying to give
an idea of the strange flood of epithets he used)
—and pranked out, and polished, and muscadined,
until for all honest purposes of true high peetry,
it was mere unavailible contemptible jargon. It
might do for cheating agents de change on the
Bourse—for squabbling politicians in the cham-
bers—for mincing dandies in the salons—for the
sarcasm of Scribeish comedies, or the coarse,
drolieries of Palais Royal farces; but for pocetry
the French Janguage was extinct. Al modern
pocts who used it were mere faiscurs de phrase,
thinking about words, and not fecling.  *No, no,’
my Lroubadour continued ; *to write poetry, you
must get the language of a rural people—n lan-
guage talke 1among ficlds, and trees. and by riv-
ers and mountains—a language neves minced or
disfigured by aeademisg, and dictionary-makers,
and journalists; you must have a language like
that which vour own Buras (whom I read of in
Chateanbriand) used ;5 or like the brave oid 1acl-
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| low tongue unchanged for centuries—stuffed with
the strangest, quaintest, richest, raciest idiyng,
and odd, solemn words, full of shifting meanisgs
and associations, at one pathetic and familiar,
homely and graceful—the language which I write
in, oud which has never yet been defiled by cal-
culating means of scierce or juck-a-dandy littera-
Lenrs.

Tne Lamp.—T say lads, hac ony o' ye read
Herman Melvilles new wark 2

Tne Docror—You mean “Pierre; or the
Ambiguites™ T presume ?

Tue Lamn.—Just sac! I saw it on Scobie’s
counter this morning, and wad ha’e coft it if I
haid had sillar encuch in my spleuhan!

Tur Docror—It was just as lucky, that
your exchequer was at o low an ¢bb, clse
thou might have been a practical illustration
of the old saw which declares that a fool and
his money are $oon parted !

Tue Lamp.—You astonish me! I wad ha'e
jjudged that in this age o commonplace, a
production frac the pen o' the author o’ Murdi
waid ha'e been a welcome addition to the stores
¢' our booksellers!

Tne Docror,—Mclville unquestionably is a
clever man, but in the present instance hehas
sadly mistaken his walk. * Dierre” from
beginning t0 end is a gigantic blunder, with
hardly one redeeming feature.

Tug Masor—What is the nature of the
story ?

Tur Docrorr.—You might as well ask me
to analyse the night-mare visions of an Alder-
man who after dining upon turile and venison
had wound up by supping upon lobsters and
toasted cheese! The hero is a dreamy spoon,
alike deficien? in heart and brains, who like
lamlet drives a gentle confiding matden crazy
by his flatulent caprices, and finally winds up
by drinking poison in prison to save his neck
from: 2 hempen cravat!

Tur Masor—The affair, I presume belongs.
to the German school?

T ' seron—Yes! * Pierre™ is a species
of New York werter, having all the absurdi-
tics and none of the Dbeautics of Gocethe's
Juvenile indiscretion!

Tue Major—Strange that a really able
man like Herinan Mclville should have com-
promised himself so cgregiously by giving
birth to such a production!

Tue Docror.—"Tis passing strange !

Tur Serireen—>Men of genius will occa-
sionally be guilty of sush freaks. T reisember
Liston once playing Richard ITT. for his bene-
fit in the Theatre Royal, Dublin, and though
his most tragic passages were received with
shricks of laughter frum box, pit, andgallery,
the besotted comedian could not be convinced
that it was with himsclf and not the public
where the crror lay!

Tre Mason.—Byv the way, Laird, you have
got some grandchildren 1 helieve?

Tui Lamn.—0 2y! There's Peggy nine




