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him who refuscs to give to the world his full sympathy, the world
usually retulities seven-fold; Crubbe is by no means so popular
as his genius deserves: of lute there has been a woful coldness on
the pari of the aduiirers of hin, who lins aot heew inaptly termed
< '[he Hogarth of Loctsy” and his works, in spite of the intense
landations of all amnner of veviews, vomoin nadisterhed on the
bookseller’s shelf, 'The eritic who fitst perceiverl the true cha-
racier of Crabhe’s poetry and pronounced it vntene to nutore was
that Anareh old, Gitived, of the Quarlerly. ¢ Ia comruon life, (he
observes,) every man instiuctively acquires the habit of diverting
his attention from aopleasing oljects, and fxing it ou those that
are more agrecabo: and off that we azk iz, thet this practieal ruie
should be adopted in poetry. ‘Vhe face of unture vuder is daily
and periodical varieties, the honcst gaicty of rusiie mirih, the
flow of health anid spirits, which is iuspived by the covatry, the
delights which it brings to every sense—such ave the pleasing to-
pics which strike the iost superficial ohserver. But a closer in-
spection will give us more socred gratifications,  \Wherever the
relations of civilized society exist, particularly where a high stan-
dard of moruls, however inperfectly acted upon, is yet publicly
recognizaed, a grouml-work is Ioid fov the excreise of all the cha-
rities, social and domestic. In the widst of profligacy and eorrup-
tion, some trace of these eharities still hagers; there is sonie spot
which sheltors domestic happiness—some uudiscovered eleft in
which the soeds of the bext afiections have been chevished and are
hearing fruit in silence. Poverty, however blighting in general,
has graces which aie peculiarly its own—ihe hizhest order of vir-
tues can be develeped only in a state of halitaal se(fering.” With
these sentiments we covdially eopncur; and from them we turn to
the geniuz which the poct dizplayed in spite of the most forbid-
ding and unpoetic subjocis; we must previously, however give a
glance at the history of his productions.

Wheu ¢ 'The Dorough,” a poem, was published, in 1510, the
public had forgotten that, in 17¢3, the author had made his first
appearancens a poct,and that, too, with the applaase of such men
as Burke, Reynolds, and Johnson. e was not iusensible (who
could he?) of the in{luonee of such men, and claiming their appro-
val for what he had in youth done, he sheltered his new poem un-
der the name of Fox, who, it scems, perused it and praised it in
manuscript, before his lamented dent}l. All this, no doubt, pa-
ved the way to more universal admiration; the death-hed appro-
bation of Tox sceurcd n favourable notice in the Fdinburgh, and
the sarcastic spirit of the poem, so muach akin to that of Gilford,
favoured its veception in the Quarteily, while the singular merit
of the work gave it a currency cvery where. All this and much
more, the reverend poet has himself veluted in the preface to his
collected works, to which we cefer the reader for un ample ex-
planation. In the ¢ Parish Register,” published hefore the  Bo-
rough,” the author had » limited vange of subjcct, and it was
imagined that his muse, deprived of room for flight, had been
obliged to droop her wings and keep nigh the ground. The ¢ Bo-
rough,” presented space enough: but it was soon seen that her
plines were not of the soaring kind.—It has heen the pleasure of

nany poets to paint a sea life in rather romantic eolours: there o




