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INTRODUCTION

ir(i?S««H !lf
^'^^P*' "'"i generaUy known as thegood fnend of greater men, Leigh Hunt had an imnorUnt mfluenoe on his generatioS, and^oi^ot bi sS^'."manly dismissed as a mere reflection of otheiT T?«o«mpataon, and tibe purpose, of his lifSma^t^m^

vLS toT^ °* ^"^^' ^« «"tJfor som^y^n, to the permanent advantage of the Presa-^

f^^sP**"^*'^
^®''® ,^°^®«* "^d enlightened : his moral

»^^i^'hi^3f7t!S
sentimentel! was coufa^JJ^'h^

bS? h; I??"*!.^^^ theatrical criticism in England
h^rJZ. ^^^^ '^^ "^°«* ^^^ contribution tohteratore was an appreciation of good Iwoks and Lat
ro^bS^?„r '^'t^?^,^^

sySpathetio thTSOf our bnlhant or scholarly criticism. Lamb. Hazlitt

S^^t^ ^""^^^^ ^' contemporaries) w(Sk^ ^Slraw in»ght over certain fields ; but their limSStioM

£lSel^e^r)o?S?aS^^^^^^^^^^

ment'' ofT^Sf^
of Shakespeare over the MmpS^ve:

S S^n«ir?^ ^ and his peers, on the forgotten musicOf Spenser 8 verse. He defended Keate, Shellev and

m^Z^ .'^gainst the scurrilous attach 0%'steb
i^WrtwiwT' "^^ "'"'^y » ^^ 'obust genius owi
men^ tT i**!J^l°P"'^°* *° *^« generous^encour^?ment. He hved to recommend Tennvson for til



^ INTRODUCTION

won Ucturer. when even the half-penny paperTWtheirhterarycolumns, we mavnot recogni^ffiSiatelJ

£ u^}?"^^7^^*^ *'«fore the freedom oftSftess had been ttioroughly establiahed. Sfore^ wonnohtical independence, before education. AdZlt^y

mifi!l^ °'^' *"** ^ ^*^' generations, that themoet PO]?^ and most prolific journalist of the DawS
r^U^S^a^^;^"*'-^^ *-^ -<* ^osTZ-m earli^ essays here headed 'Book, and Book-

f^ll?.i;ti*?L!'*°-.
They are obviously writteTfaia ^U-stored hbrary, its owner's familiar friend iSoved books of every age and fashion, hS^' o^fancies about their writers, and was never Tm^ryTfproclaimmg their 'Beauties'. To-day, perhaM w«attach smaU value to signpost critic^rtT;v^

Wrn^fT ^°T*«dge and sound judgement m^learn chanty to the unfashionable, and disco^r^a
unexpected, under this genial guid;. Li fact!^w ofus are so steeped in literature aihe ; andmSvXa-
o'L^'Tat "oi^'ZV'^^'^'^h intTthTsSSSsor nis laies. Old and New,' would lead us by manva path yet untrodden for our fullest series of ' WorW's

P^n;H**^r*^^".' ^ «°«^««i^« over 'SS?';Poets and similar pioneers may serve to remind usof our own opportunities, «idW witn^ tS theenthusiastic mdustiy of those who paved the roy«J

Although typicaUy Early Victorian, Leigh Hunttnw also a bom journalist. Many of the xJ^•AboutTown'and 'AtHome',as weU as thS: o^^iWeather' or on 'Dress and Manners ', are the Kenutoe

rous observation of the commonplace. He anticiS
SLIST^**^* ^ ?^^ buildiligs'. and CumCSrejoiced m our tablets recording the homes of^efamous. He 18 more emotional, and far more person^
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ttan his grandchildren of the Preas. His persistentoheMfulness may be resented as superficial Si ocS-sionaUy weanes the reader. But its foundation w^

It must be admitted further that 'the Country'^K th«rST ^^y «"^"»>«»
• but^Yo not

Sd ^ h!? h""*^ fv.^^
'*''

J^^"*-
H« *~^°"«i little!

c^rn^le^^-"^^ ^^^P^' "' ^*^*^ -- '^^ -«d

8i,IcS%o^r^?^"J
°°°^°™ ^.pproximately to the^lal fonn best known among us throu^ SamuelButler but never v«ry popular in this ooun^. S

SJ^^ "^^^ mdeed, differs materiaUy frS^ the iS
foffiSn'"'^^^' '"t^

'^ ^ iinprobable he was consciouriyfollowing any. I wn inclined to think that "SJ

notjce, smce he never alludes thewta, despite hS

J5 S^^'^L J®* ***« ^o™» *»" been seWom, if ev^dopted with happier eflfect.
'^'^^m, u ever.

The essays as a whole resemble those of Lamb more
SpSf ?r »?y,o<*«' (HazUtt's being in £^S
suDjects). Yet Leigh Hunt was no Elia-moncer He
i^.T' *" ^^

¥"l'""
^°"^d have been ?Kst todeclare, ever reach the perfection of that prose-masterTechnically speaking, he had no genirforZle R^t*on the other hand, his subjecte are more Wd hb

ssSir**'?^^^^- r £^,?*^°«"^™-^«-lacKs insight. The similanty between the two men
?^^ !?/.'«* «^^ ^o' ^•king literature bv^he^ E^^^n^^t'"^^'^"

treatoS^f appa3 to^viau!to^^^Each m his nuumer. was a PriSce of Miscel-

««S^\'S!*" J^ "^"^^ ^-^^ H"^t never emergedfrom the shifts of journalism. ConstitutionaUv in-^pable of settling down, he always faced new Wtur^^th enthusiasm. He was bom (October 1? HaiTSSouthgate. then 'a scene of trees and m^^^ S
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Sj*MWi7 Md nestling cottages, ... a place lyina out

nnnseif a true Cockney, though not so by descent

^cestf*^?*^
contain, an^amusing r^^o^Th.^ancestors, who, on the mother's side, ^m all sailorsand rough subjects, with a mitigation, on the femateP*rt, of quakensm

; as on the father's sidrthe^are

ffis f^rer'ld'*^'-^^^"^!^ !««*« '^^ -^«"cr
riitdftLff^l«T5r'^'^*^^'.°^y ^«^* Americaa iuue Defore his birth, driven thence bv lovaltv to

tl^^^^'t?"^^' «* ^^ ^ «^y oJtSm^and
ir^Sn^^'^^'^K^'lT ^J'^^y attributed Ta str^n

fur. I
^^ ^^. complexion and general appearanceAlthough considerably spoiled as a child he^^ to

ZSL ^ "^ ** ^^** Hospital, of which his re-

:Sd coSr' "' ^"" "^^•-^*' *^°" ^^ ^-^

faiT^n^i^l^,L
his school-days, the injudicious

'^Z ^°K^^J^ subscriptions for a volume of verse

P^Ushed'S'^JS/^' T t'""'^^'
and sixtJn^puDiisned m 1801 as Juvenilia, by J. H L. HuntThough he acted for a time as clerk t) m Zit^l'and served a few months in the Ww OfficTthe^SLeigh never seriously entertained ^n/i^T'J ^°^^

tSoj^r^^^i:.^*^^-^^^
an? lia ^^,'^«!«''. iteelf copied from The SvecM^-

paX^t „„ if'?^K^*^^'^ ^ °^« °^ *h« numerous

o™ «I,tor or under otb«,; "^.d ey^^, "tho
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Of his private habita, his wife, or his children we
enUy frank and egotistical writers, he was res?^about perscmal aflfairs. The ^t^ib^aXlSd
Si^J"^!^^^ **?"*?* confession of tastesHtZ^.m<mt; butmost elusive and inconsequent as a^iSl
tL!X^^ .?°**S^y **»«* ^ little to Sfai^wi^^tainlv nothmg that should alter our esS^of ^e
f^SSiw'^- 1^ ^^ '^^^°*«* *o litorat«?!Sd good!fellowship my be outwardly uneventful, though fSSlem every kinrf'of experience^ and welkmiot ropSShw a weak personality who won and wSncd aS£^

ftJ^a • T*! ^*^^y^® *°^ *^ 8arc<tftio wife. His

«id theur testimony is ahnost unanimous. iS^'

^^^^e f^^^adeship, and The Cend isdediS

yoSi^lf^wiSTihlf?^'^*"
more highly endowed than

selected for f!^?« 1 i*^®^^'"^ * °^*° *o possess, I had
mwe gentle honourable, mnocent. and brave • one of

f^.Ti^ toleration fm all who do andThink ev5and yet himself more fre^ irom evil; one wbi know*better how to receive and how to confe^ a bmS tKn!?he must ever confer far more than he fan Sve- oneSsimpler, and, in the highest seme of theTcSl of Zerhfe and manners, I never knew, and I had SadvCfort^ate m fiieudships when your name^is^SedU;

auS?: S^nS*^""";-^^^' ^^ ^"^y monotony of his

3SS^lS?^T^f«^"*8' e«8tence wm somewhatrudSydisturbed. In February, 1812, TAei^a^min^r embiked
jastinabie, was neither prudent nor generous Our



« INTRODUCTION
yomiff ©ditor had not jet conquered the delight in
hard-hittong vhioh marred his earliest theatrical
cntif ism

I
; and his virtuous assumption of morahtywas 111 calculated to edification. His statemente, hoW-

ever, wwe true and libeUous : the last of four attempted
gosecutions wm successful: Leigh Hunt was linedtow, and condemned to prison for two years. Hisown account of the experience is unique. He sur-rounded himself with book-cases and busts, with
flowers and a pianoforte; till Lamb declared that
toere was no otW such room except in a fairy tale.'His wife aad children shared his captivity, and thefnends of Liberty tbvoughout the country made pil-gimagM to his ceU. He played 'martyr', indid,

with naJve enjoyment. But the reverse of the pi ;tur^
» not so pleasant. Confinement, and its surrounding
mcidento, permanently injured his health; while
enforced idTeness destroyed for ever the small seed of
prudence au! responsibiUty in aflfairs which principlebad so recently implanted in the unfavourable soil ofma mercurial temperament. The event brought himsome valuable friends, but it increased his natural
egoism and bodily indolence.

It WIS in prison that Leigh Hunt first met Lord
Byron, with whom the other ' event ' of his life was
80 unfortimately associated. Shortly after his release,when his health was poor and financial prospects dis-
couragmg, Shelley and Byron, then in ItalfTinvited
the martyr-journalist to come out and edit for thema periodicalm which no conventions or moral cowardicesnouW L«j allowed to hamper the expression of advanced

!2?if^ *;%.
Naturally Leigh Hunt welcomed the project

with enthusiasm
; and we, too, may dream over whatmight have been. But, only a few days after his arrival

-Shelley was drowned! Byron and Hunt could

^™J?°*"^ ''^
"^"""t'

^^ sympathy. We have
recovered to-day from the blind enthusiasm which
could see no fault in the * noble poet

' ; and we find

* See the essay on «Mr. Pope ' below.
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his character, in this episode, neither worse nor letterthan ejwwhere. But to Leigh Hunt it was a crisis forwhich he was pecoharly unhtted, following immediately

B^nn*i%M^}:°^*^"i'^- HedidnotitfirstrealiS
Byron 8 disloyalty to the enterprise he was still pro-
fessing to support, and could not aflford delay in thebusmess on w^ich he had been encouraged to depend.
BT-ron haughtily doled out a miserable pittan^ to

« ^^i^^t® P°'^'**y *** ^" *»»m»W creating~and
paraded his generosity, while disowning a co^ade.A few lumbers of tU Liberal ultimately appeared
far too reckless for an unfriendly public,^ ana Leigh

. ?X*^i^^^, ^ J^^^**^^ ^*^ ^^"«' memories aSdonly additional embarrassmenta in store. But, while

fS^^oT* ^ "*^''' *^® ^^'^'^ » y^^ unwilling toforgive him for acoeptmg Byron's money and thenyenturmg to crticize him m print. We forget tha"thehterary patron (a pose by no means distasteful to

S^^ ^f ****•? T^^ ,^"* «' ***»= ^0 forget thatSheUey had spoiled Leigh Hunt by princely generosit?.we forget that Uigh Hunt himself^coitSS
moapable of Tinderstending fha ordinary British financijconventions. In all probabiUty we ai^e not aware thatm a^ptmg the invitation of L enterprising^blMer

^.J^w"" u^ f'y*^* °' ^^ moment, he simply

ZuJi^^- ''^^^t
opportunity to teU the tAl

to infS?,!t7 "'iT^'''^ fe ^^ ^«" ^i°«elf subjectedto intolerable abuse. His own actions had been

SLr'*^'^"j^"^"^P'^°^= his defence w2dignified and moderate in comparison with the attack.

S.l^ M^^*^,"**^ ^^Ootaemporaries never appearedwe should have lost some valuable sidelighte on^i^which form a permanent contribution to literary

\SS^l^' ^°' ^^°^ ^^^^ ««rtainly, UighSshouW have remained silent, but the indiacredon ne»|not ix>e]udice us to-day.
^^

* fr.,L**S ^!f" ^ character suffered at the hands ofa true fnend; but entirely v.inout int^ntW^d
whn«Sn ^S•^''"^^°' ^ °^- ^ f^^^ there ^'tlSSwho still believe him to be the original Harold SkimpSk
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Now Dickens had been, and remained, hia inUmote
SSr/Li'^ou^ ^^ ***JSf' °' "^"^ ^ooW never have
tolerated Skimpole. Hia public and private denialsan obviously aincere, and onlythe die or nngenerout
can ignore such evidence. The fact is that, with
inexcusable carelessness. Dickens incorporated oerteio
mannerisms of his friend into the portrait of a despic
able, and quite di£ferent. type of character. The traFta
proved more generally recognizable than ne h vd
antawpated: men attempted to interpret the actualby the fictitious; and the mischief was done. Such
calumnies die hard ; but they should not be granted
unmortauty.
Leigh Hunt's true character must live for us in hiswork

; teansparently generous, sympathetic, honour-

T «»^^?«!™»geous. • He was poet, critic, essayist,
and pohtician—sentimentalized. The affection for
suburban detail, which limited his genuine nature-
worship, may be recognized in his attitude towards

S? !^i "^ ^* ^°^®*^ ^®*» ^°^ tlian man. and
beautiful hnes or phrasoe above great books. In
every direction his judgement was led by sprightly
feelmg m submission t > certain moral principlM.

By energy and fearless loyalty, involving the endur-
ance of something like martyrdom, he achieved a solid
service to the cause of Liberalism in one of its darkest
periods

;
by persistent faithfuhiess to the " old masters"

of literature he materially assisted, though to soma
extent on lines of his own, the popularization of taste
and information, which may be said to have begun in
his age

; and by the exercise of independent critical
judgement he encouraged new leaders. Gratitude,
therefore, should teach us to forgive the undesirable
shallowness of his intellect, and the serious faults in
style, which are too frequently the result of his habitual
mdifference to the formal conventions. Ho may gain
our affections, as he did those of his contemporaries,
by the winning personality, so far removed from the
strenuousness of to-day, that pervades evdry line ho
wrote, and finds ite supreme utterance in a few admir-
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able Tewes, manv felicitous appreciatioM, and certain
•tudiea in the humorous-patheUo that defy de'^-i-

««i^& Hunt's work has never been alequately
collected, though the enthusiastic labours of MrAlexander Ireland, Mr. Dykes Campbell, and otherr

!«;? -kTj*** *^l*^® innumerable papers to which he
contnbute.1. With a few exceptions his published
volumes e.re not particularly characteristic, and henever repnnted much of his best work. Though
ffarrulous and ^relevant, he was a careful writer, aid
1 have therefore concluded that his essays are bestgiven complete from their original sources'. He
certainly struck a number of critical epigrams ; butoven these are most forcible and suggestive in theirown place. As the excellencies of his style were early
developed, and he ne/er conquered its limitations,a chronological arrangement would have no significanceand I venture to hope that the extent and tbe qualityof his gemus has been adequately presented by thegroupmg adopted herein.

^

rf.T&** *." *'*'^''°^ reformer, Leigh Hunt alwayi
d..hked writmg on politics, and his%ontributions to
this subject may be forgotten. The Beligion of theHeart and StrRalj^ Bsher, each in their o\m sphew!
deserve popularity; but yield no extracts. Apart

forsel^cTonr"
"^'^'^ '' '^ "°^^ ^^^ ^" «^-^

R. BRIMLEY JOHNSON.

^ From books like The Autobiography and The Town ithas of courge been necessary to ' cut ' passages.
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'm HEAVEN AND EARTH'

THE ELEVEN COMMANDMENTS
[A Jay V Honey from Mount Hyhla, 1848]

Paul, who founded the Sisterhood of C?!^f
^''''"* "^^

hke Bundle, who ' had aWf ' . a ^^^^y '
very un-

' every virtue under heaven ' Incf^h^f^f^' ^^^^'^^

bishoJcweblushtoSJf ' f/»d that other exquisite

grieved to fSd that he hiJ^°^?^" 5'' T"^""^' ^^^ ^^
inker's whTnthesLson hi t.^'^^'^^^.P^ '^t hia

this highly uMiembHnaV^ *^^V ^^ ^^^ *h« Poor ;

like t^m^ZTth^tl^'^^^^^^ ^^
past (for th°re i?no bishnn n^~ ^^*^ '^ *•? '^*^' ^"^ ^^^^s
of Eigland, who is not Srkabl Tr' ^ T^ ^"*^^^'-

does not make a nninf nff • u-
'°^ meekness, and

smitten, the mom^enTton h^"^^ M'. "«t* «^^«k ^ bo

«nepiscopal!aTd"y:fnJtLtssiK^^ ''
*^'«

once accosted, during a aex^r^rhri.!?^'^^^ ^^/' ^'^

led to tLreWk weL JSf/. "^^ °^^ '^^' ^^^^^

and »tS™r on ^n?^i5:''S"',^„ '*^°"'"^ ^'^"^^



2 *IN HEAVEN AND EARTH*
the other, the clergyman was moved to teU the bishopthat his lordship did not understand his 'eleven com.mandments.

• Eleven commandments !
' cried the bishop ; ' whv

fellow, you are drunk. Who ever heard of an eleventh

sS*' ' ^^^"'' °'' ^'°" *^*" ^ P"* "» ^^

l^^*i^°® ^V^ P^'^® ^^^ cruelty in the stocks,' re-
torted tl^e good priest, angered beyond his Christian
patience, and preparing to return to the suflFerers forwhom he had pleaded in vain. ' I say there are eleven
commandments, not ten. and that it were well for such
flocks as you govern, if it were added, as it ought to be.
to the others over the tables in church. Does your lord-
Bhip remember—do you in fact know anything at all ofHim who came on earth to do good to the i)oor and
woful, and who said, 'Behold. ! give unto y^ a newcommammerU, Love onk anothbb " ?

'

AN EARTH UPON HEAVEN
[Companion, April 2, 1828]

Somebody, a little while ago, wrote an excellent
article in the New Monthly Magazine on ' Persons onewould wish to have known.' He should write anotheron Persons one could wish to have dined with.' There

rWi^ r%t°^ ^''^.' T**^^ Mermaid roysterers, and
Charles Cotton and Andrew Marvell, and Sir Richard
Steele, cum mvltxs aliia : and for the colloquial, if notthe festive part. Swift and Pope, and Dr. Johnson, andBurke, and Home Tooke. What a pity one camiotSwith them all round ! .-eople are accused of havingearthly notions of heaven. As it is difficult to have an?
other, we may be pardoned for thinking that we couldspend a veryprettythousand years in diSng and gettingacquamted with all the gooS feUows on Lord^raSI
^^^^J^ "^^^ *° **'°°*' ^« ^^"^ ^e could go verV wellon, and be content to wait some other thoiwands for a



AN EARTH UPON HEAVEN a

Will Shakespeare (for the ^^^r *S *°Pl* «*"* *>*» '

his own notions of heaven S^r . ' .
*^^° "*

poor S ton's h^^^n^^'wr^" 5.^« "«^*» «^

made of i™FOT ^irte ^S *""? '"»"° ">»

a. w. do the no«roftSa^nSZt Itfr'^^conception, we trust thaf if ;» «^
surpassing all human

that L ^"SnuSTe^'br^e'^Trttfe

Ie« eupeXmln nature vZ7 °' "' ""y »*<™ »' »

thirst ? No «rS^!? *T# *^ *^'^ **"«*»* and continuedtnirst r JVo arrival at these natural homes and resting
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places, which are so heavenly to our imaginations avo«
though they be built of cla/and a"srKSfielS
tenaod

;
but to return to our proper style •—nothini/

shall persuade us. for the present. t£at Pw^'ise Mount*

dse Mount to correapond. in some less perishing region •

It .—and that we shall not all be dining, and drinkSctea and complaining of the weather (we mean forTJnot bemg |,erfectly blissful) three hundred yeS henc^

^TL:X'r'^r^' '^'' °' P«^fa»P« i« the moonItself, seemg that it is our next visible neighbour, andshrewdly suspected of being hill and dale.
It appears to us. that for a certain term of centuriesHeaven must consist of something of this kind li aword, we cannot but persuade ouiielverthat to reaUzeeverythmg that we have justly desired on earth! wHl 6c

wlrrirw^^'bT"'
^°' ^-^P-^iod; and thaiTfter-wards, if we behave ourselves in a proper Dre.anff«l.Piifmanner weshall go to anotherheaven.SEue?&^^^^^

we shall reahze all that we desired in ourS Of thi^ktter we can m yet have no conception ; but of theformer, we think some of the items may be ^s follows -!
.
Imprtrms,~{not because friendship comes beforllove

time as at school we have a male compaaion before we

a inend. He will have the same tastes and inclinationsas ourselves with just enough difference t^fiJSSshargument without sharpness; and will be^enern^f«
just entertaining, and no shirker o? his neS Inshort ho will be tie best friend we havehS Spofe'arlS^We shall talk together ' of afternoons ' ; anXh^^eEarth Wms to rise (a great big moon, looking^Sppyas v>e know its mhabitants wUl be) other frien^wmoin us not so emphatically our frieid asL S ex^llent fellows all ; and we sfiall read the poete and have

oWear'tte"^"-'''
(if we please), or reCw one of oSold earthly evemngs, picke^out of a dozenChristmasses.
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f«J!f"f'
* ^"*'^- In heaven (not to speak it pro-faney) we know, upon the best authority, that peSp?eare neither married nor given in marriaie ' • srthatthere is nothing illegal in the term. (By ?he way there

J.JL 1^ 1
**° °o* say, there will be nobody who

Jlf„^°J w'f?"***- ^^^'^^'^y ^°»ld refute thaf; Inda hundred Welsli curates. But they would be no longerin orders They would refuse to call them^^lvesSreverend than their neighbours.) Item then.amTsS
Hot^'^r^lrr'-? '^^^'r'

expression,'-a F^o^
,vS or whatever shape of perfection you choose toimagme her. and yet retaining the likeness of the

b«?Si* f
'
*

' ^®'' «°°^ qualities made perfect, and allher defects taken away (with the exception of one or

c^ onWeTfid nf'•
^'^g^^?! PeceadilLs. which shecanon y get rid of m a post-future state) ; good-tem-pered, laughmg. serious, fond of everything about herwithout detriment to her special fondVesi for yourself

alo^rffh°^'"'''-'°
^'.^^^? ««'^ ^^d foresSCt notalone (they go m pairs there, as the jays and turtKdoves do with us ; but above all things: true ; oh so

nothmg being more transparent, or solid, or precious

ffS^l mT""'"^' ^'^ '^""'^ "^"^^^ ^th her, or fly

h^?^r S""'"* ^r* ^'"«'' °^ ^°""«) like a couple o^human bees or doves, extracting delight from eve^flower and with delight filling e?ery shade ifheJe^somethmg too good in this to dwell upon ; so we spare

her tS ^^°^ ^""^^ °^ ^^^ P™^«h We wouldT;her head upon our heart, and look more pleasure into

mu'ch^C fatr^^'^
P"^''^^ - '^^ P-«^?^te everl^

Item, books. Shakespeare and Spenser should wrif4»

^ new ones I ^inkofthat. We sE^uld have anoX^
^Tjrr \ T^ ^f"^'

'^"°*^ ^f^'- ^^^" be there too

;

--^e mean to beg Hume to introduce us) shall write usforty more novels, all as good as the Scotch oneTjInd

t
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Radical as well as Tory shall loro him. It i« truo wo•peak professionaUy, when we mention booki!

We think, admitted to that equal sky.
The Arabian Nights must bea? us company.

When Gainsborough died, he expired in a painter's erthusiasm. saying, 'We are all going to Cven iSd
Zf^?u^J\^^ '^^ ^'^r- H« htl a%rop5rfo^laI^Virgil had the same ligfct, when he represSateJ The oldheroes enjoying in Elyaium their favoSrf^„th y puJ^

modesty oi reformers, that the taste in this ourinterlunar heaven will be benefited from time to time bvS^knowledge of new-comers. Wo cannot waiL^
celestial ancient Bri^ n„ de^htinghfS ^th ^TmJh^ skin, or a Chines* ngelUbl^gH^l^p t^SiSf

S;r'°i-°'i^ *? *^°^ ^'""'^ ^ advantaged
^^

rh^,L «¥"*' ^^.!»"»t have a tea beyond anythinc

but there wiU be cows for the milk. One's landsc!^cannot do without cowb.
^anoscapes

firiff° o?sS^l'p*" "'^^^ ^*«**»"' °' Ariosto's Hippo.
fhlZluu-^^'^' We mean, for our parts, to ride

Ini^ '•^*u,"'«.* P^'°^ ^°' fabulous aniS. rlblewill be as fable then. We shall have just « much of tas we hke
;
and the Utilitarians will be aatSed tofind how much of that sort of thing wiU S^Tques?They will look very odd, by the byf-tho^icnSn

Snftlla'^tlieyttS^^^
'"^'^ ''

'' ^ ^- <>- ^oc
:nie weather will be extremely fine, but not withoutsuch varieties as shall hinder it from being til^someApril will dress the whole country in SnS ^dthere will be enough cold in wintc?to mak^a fi^'p^asant of im evening. The fire will be mi3e of swe^t

c^l ff*w/or^
sunbeams

; but it will have a loTof



DEATHS OP LITTLE CHILDREN
[Indicator, April 6, 1820]

*u^i^*'i?'^^
philosopher being asked why he wept for

the death of his son, since the sorrow was in vain, re-
plied, I weep on that very account.' And his answer
became his wisdom. It is only for sophists to pretend
that we, whose eyes contoin the fountains of tears, need
never give way to them. It would be unwise not to do
so on some occiisions. Sorrow unlocks them in her
baliny moods. The first bu-«ts may be bitter and over-
whelnung

; but the soil, on which they pour, would be
the worse without them. They refresh the fever of the
soul,—the dry misery, which parches the countenance
into furrows, and renders us Uable to our most terrible
flesh-quakes.'

There are sorrows, it is true, so great, that to give
them some of the ordinary vents is to run a hazard of
bemg overthrown. These we must rather strengthen
ourselves ta resist ; or bow quietly and diyly down in
order to let them pass over us, as the traveller does thewmd of the desert. But where we feel that tears would
reheve us, it is false philosophy to deny ourselves at
least that first refreshment ; and it is always false con-
solation to tell people that because they cannot help a
thmg, they are not to mind it. The true way is, to let
them grapple with the unavoidable sorrow, and try towm It into gentleness by a reasonable yielding. There
are gnefs so gentle in their very nature, that it would be
worse than false heroism to refuse them a tear. Of this
kind are the deaths of infants. Particular circum-
stances may render it more or less advisable to induke
in gnef for the loss of a little child ; but in general,
parents should be no more advised to repress their first
tears on such an occasion, than to repress their smiles
towards a child surviving, or to indulge in any other
sympathy. It is an appeal to the same gentle tender-
ness ; and such appeals ar. never ^.ade in vain. The
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melancholy idea. ^^ ^ °' '^® "P""'' to one
It 1*8 tlie nature of tears of fhi. ir.'nri i.

conquer pain ."dd:.feS''.'»^»'''',t' '"'""«" "•
them into plewuro ; to .a^U !^.h"™ .

" 5"""°'^ °'
our imagtastion.. Ve .re^ittaj" 'ft'' "l*" "jMt opppeite. ,pot which coiJS&h.J'"' r""""*-
exprewTbly dear to u. w. .i^T *"™ "' ""^ ">

,^ abo/ it. and tto Z^h .J^" S' "*"''"J S»lie around. The dnn^- «t-! * S.. ^"® «^®«n fields

nately taking awavth^^^^^ °^^' ^«*d' *'*«'-

nevertheless calffto m^^^^^
«ummer-time, are

gerous ocean. whcfthcTeart that t',- "J?"*
'"^ ^'«-

many reasons to think of lid ^L^\u '"•
*u**

^'^^^ ^^^
does not give usJf So faJ^rC Mt7«V»,°^

'*?" '^'
of that grave which douM^a o, u " '^® existence
which liSks the pCures of o^^^^^ T^'? °^ *^« ^P^* J

together; which puteThnl^n'^'^^'^^^^^
and a patient joy uS.n thf^^^^^ '" '^^ ^i^ds.
unite heaven and earth mnrf^S^/'*^^'.

^^'^^ "^e^s to
grass of the tomb^nJihT^^'^^^^^^^^ the
gives a more maternal aslS^iZtu iF?^^ ^®^^' and
nature. It does notwX^^^^X^* ^"^"^^ "^
what its tenant, through all h«r*^ ki

^aPP'nesswas
diffused. To diffuw hfnrSnia

troubles, would have
onlv carrying^n her ^E b»?"^ ^ ?°j°7 '*' » not
and^gaiety. fLd from ^on?;^LSonr^ v' ^°P«« '

want of sympathy, is but /ffS T'.™*^'^'tyand
knees of ite mother

''^'^^ P^*^'"* ^^out the

ohMlZT^si^"'^?': '^"l^^-de^ents of a
Children have Tt exerc aid ?J« '^V

^"^^ *^ °W«
^

friendship; theyhaveTotohc^ntTr?'^.^*^^ «'
to us

; nor stood by us from J^f •
^ m'"^ *"^ good•-^^ oy us, &om conscious will, in the hour



DEATHS OP LITTLE CHILDREN 9

".inglod With th.T™b™^'S«^"Cw ^1,^."
'"'

Ansmg from their doath ;. !,'
i

' .
"'® sorrow

that cannot die. Xr lorma?«X*ll^P^'^""«''**
but they will not alwa^^Sm Ff u'""' ^T^TT '

benignity of Naturn th«* R -^ " " * P^^^ «' the

Pleasurefafanyt^m^ mnon,"^^^^
not .urrive like

M an innocent on«Tn,?-. '^^^.r^^'^
the cause of it

When writers lilce ourselves quarrel with ^nr*ui„ •

(we mean writers of the 8ani« nf„«i-
earthly pam

with pains of evervHorf tI^^^
are supposed to quarrel

former a zest ^ndthUt^.
the other; to make the

unaflFect^ dU"y ^f sufforw'd^'^'^l"'"*' '^^« "^°«*

acknowledges it tL! / ?T *^'^
' ^"^ ^^ wise.

othersrS^mostunsdfish^Sh nf^^^^^'r^^
at its oM-n exiinse d^^^'i^P't^^'^P'^^
general stock ofha^pinSs JhouX^. "^^ ^"^^^'"« '^«
to have its identitySo^ed uSi ?!! r^'.'^ 'f

:^°"^^'

lemplation. We aroTr f™ ^ ™ -^^^ splendid con-
be called sdfishneL ^^^^J^^^T^ ^^^^ thi« « to

JO. or of so e?nSdin''g';o'^^^"Bt7l^^^^^ '^'"'^•"«

arawn botSrti,. „f• *5 ''. ' i^rahw line is to be

»e .houM nit qnarrS WiU,' {tint "; ^^ draw it).



10 •IN HEAVEN AND EARTH*

if

i

)

I i

if

general kindliness could not avoid. Made as we arethere are certain pains, without which it wouM be diffi!

«nrL ?S'°°®'''®
''®''*'^ «^®** ^^ overbalancing plea-

Bures. We may conceive it possible for beings to bomade entu;ely happy; but in our composition, some-

fi?Au P*'"!^^T^^^ necessarv ingredient, in orderthat the materials may turn to as fine account as possi-ble
; thc'igh our clay, in the course of ages and experi-

ence, may be refined more and more. We may get ridof the worst earth, though not of earth itself.Now the, liability to the loss of children,—or ratherwhat renders us sensible of it, the occasional loss itself—seems to be one of these necessary bitters thrown i^tothe cup of humanity. We do not iean that eve^bSiymust lose one of his children, in order to enjoy the rest •

or tiiat everv mdividual loss afflicts us in the^ame^rol

K°°- • J:\''""^f *° *^* ^«**^« «f i^^ants in general.These might be as few as we could render them. But
IffJJ^^^M^

*" ®''®'' ^^ P^*^®' ^« ^^O'Jd regard every
nttle child as a man or woman secured ; and it willeasily be conceived, what a world of endearing cares andhopes this security would endanger. The very idea ofmfancy would iMe its continuity with us. Oirls and
^S ^0"W be future men and women, not pre^t
children. They would have attained their fullSo^
in our imagmations, and might as well have been menand women at once. On the other hand, those whohave lost an mfant are never, as it were, without anmfant child. They are the only persons who. in oSS
sense, retaimt always ; and they furnish theii neigh-
hours ^th the wme idea \ The other children grow up
to manhood andwomanhood, and suffer all the changes

«rS *S?^V J^'^ °"® *'°^« '^ rendered an immortal

^nJ Ki A^ .^f
^''^ested it with his kindly harshness,and blessed it mto an eternal image of youth and inno-

* 'I sighed.' says old Captain Bolton, ' when I enviedyou the two bonnie children, but I sigh not now to cS
vol m. p.Vl

"" '^" '°^^''' rainclym.'^£Zte^.
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f SUi

our fancj

emblems of joy; me prettiest pajres t-s^ **> T,"

"*

iea"^"'"?^. "^'^ °' these^?e\he ki^gdo^^^f
lentTA .^^^^^'Z ^^^'^ ^ * P^o^ince of that Wvo-lent and all-accessible empire whethpr on ooiTfk i

where such are the gentl^pirTte tha mu^iSxabrtYt'To such simpUcity. or the resemblance STt ^t the

'

iZ% t^^ T'* ^ *^« '«*dy confidenceTf the^rnearts, and creativeness of their fanrv a«^ •

CRUELTY TO CHILDREN
[Companion, May 7, 1828]

strength, and scourge them dreadfully forTt beari^^

vox and'tort^rt^r*^?"
^'^^'' *° '^'^ cWllen. anS

cases the try^y is of long durationbfS is expo^
PoS^ vfcSS,*^.^^'^°^ "" ^^«»«d by the crie^oflSrepoor victim, till they are obliged to rise up in selfdefence, and bring the offender to iu8tir« K%r S-may udge how mfny miserfes «e tik^fplac^^ofl^^^^

eSL^J^rrr"^'^^ ^owmll^/CShltaee
andh^^i ^1' ^ *c<'0"nt for the evil in their looks •

go aboutTJ^^r^'^"" ^"°^^*1 ^<^»"«« more l^g;
fw.w 1 f^

^^^^ '^P"'®' ^hile some oppressed3
th^t^nt'nJ%''''^^^y P**^««*' « awaiting^SI^Ufcudetb^ horror of the returning knock at the dcSr.It IS sometimes alleged by offenders ofX descrip.

P;
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pi'^Vwf^^^th'^^^^^
^^^^ real faults, and are reallyprovoking

;
that their conduct is very '

aejrravafina '

mpn'f, 'ilf?'
they originate their minds and tempera^menta

; that a child is but a continuation of his fEr
thatT-^V'Vr

^^^^^f^thers and motherand kfnSlthat It IS further modified, and made what i' is bv^du
the mi^nl h?^'"^

"P
'
^"? ^^^^ *^^ -» thesikcTountethe parents have no excuse for abusing and tormenting

It, unless Tdth equal ^.-isdom and a glorious impSraSthey should abuse and torment ^Aeme/minrkfrnann^^-scourge their own flesh, and condemn themseTves toa^ust and a black hole. If a father were tTg ve Wsown sore legs a good flogging for inheriting ill humon^from his ancestors, he iS|ht with some shijw of Sason

Cc?i?d ° T:t '¥ ^°?i^-«°»
of themTn th'se of

ofcold watpl of f^-
."'°*^''' ?°* '^^ * handsome tub

bours \^?h^fh« ^ ^"^S'^o^ng, and edified the neigh-bours with the just and retributive shrieks which sLthence poured forth for a couple of hours. cryiC out to

wn'^''^f^/ "'^'"T '
that she would beag?JeWer V

Te m?X l^Ta
'°^ °°' * T'^ ^"^ * repfobatrthensne might, like a proper madwoman (for she is hnf ««

'^§'3f T."?T^' P"* ^'' ^»^"d i^*° the tub St^r her

i?,u^ '* !?"^^ °."* "»^™°^y
'
i»» ite turn.

'

*nr .V "i*^°
^"^*'''® *° *" ^'^^'s fe"ow creatures notfor^ttmg these very 'aggravating' parente To r^gard even them as something infemaI,CdTorget th^t*
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ii!^r*^
^-^^ ^ ^^^'"^ ^^^'^«« ^*^'« become what thev

r*i^??, *:"-f
"^^tances over which they had no controf

h„^.?-/
"itp their own error, and forget our commonhumamty We believe that the very worst of thSedomestic tyrants (and it is an awful ksson for the £tof them) would have been shocked in earJy We if th?v

uamga iney would become. Suppose one of thf>m a

but subject to fits of sulkmess or passion, and not very

7o2L7u «"PP°«^ft*t in this glass he sees an oidIZ
wfth f 1. T ^''^^^^ng- ,^olent. outrageous, tormentingHith a bloody scourge his own childT who is mealro

•?anM' ri^^^^t^r'^'^ =-' ««°d God !
• he would f^'

face ? AnS^.fr" • ^*" ^^^t ^ °^y ^^^' an3 my
?J;-i *u

^^?t ™y own poor little child ? There aredevils then, and I am doomed to be one of them/ Andthe tears would pour into his eyes—No • not so nnnr
;«jetj)h: thou art no devil ; th^ere is

' S tfinnsdevihsm. or pure malice for its own the vervcruellest actions are committed to rel. .0 cravings

^o5for T.7k"* ""l
^^^tement. more than toSanother. But though no devil, you are verv imoranfand are not aware of this. The energiesoSSr^*being on a great scale, are liable, in their progr^s f?omworse to better, to great roughness in the wofkSg andappallmg sounds of discord. The wiser you beSme the

al'Sit^L^rrj^"^^^^^^^
Anlfoir

Learn this, and be neither appalled norappallmg
;
or if your reflections do not traveUo far and

^ow fhlfZfT'T.''^ superstition, be content to

THfh hi °°''°l.y
ill-treats another who is satisfiedwith his own conduct. If the case were otherwisr ifwould be worse

; for you would not have tWcusi*'even of a necessity for relieving your own seLatioS'But It never is so, sophisticate about it a^you m^v S *

very pams you take to reconcile yourself to youSefr mavshow you how much need you Lve of doLgTo Knothing else which makes the silliest litt^e^hild sulky
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punish i him f^auro^f^al'aL'^ ^°" ^^ 'o

nothing but beJt them?n uW)n him1T ""^^ ^'^^^3^ "^^
the scourge: for wx^yah^d hT^^^^^^''^^y ^^^""^^ of

^y shouJd h, be abfe S throw o^thrfn^*^"" ^^^ ^

them
; and ^J^ not i^i''' tl^T ^^° «« worthy of

such, for want of ?eflec«on Kt^' "^^ ^^* ^^^^
mendedonly with the who^^'«,"^*'^i'^®°^«" can be
advancement o XcatTon ^^°^ ' ^^ '^^^^^^y- »nd the
not omit tb say ; whkh°s th^.T kT *^'"« ^« n»"«t
to expect too much of thSr ^MW^^

best parents are apt
much error they may have commftU"^ M '°'««' ^^^
brmging them up. NobSvTTn J u*"

^^^ ^°"«« ">{

sense. ChildrenLvfthe^Lcu8^/^"J^>^» ** ^"^'"'^^
their excuses; but the wiser ^n^^? ' *?^ Parents have
we exact from othera ZTft7 "' ^^°"«' the less
their regard. Se Sea? art of^ ""^ *^° ^ ^^'^^^^
consists in setting a Sexamnl -""f

* ^"^ P«^«t
that union ofdispassiWeS' ^"IV' "attaining
humour, which 5ThH3?evt^C^^^,^,-Wtual good!
disrespect. wtn*w of treatmg with

hawTp^;^ts^r/XA'77 P"°?P*"3^ o^ the be-

up,-youngWnandwrmer-S,*' ^^^ "^"^° ^^^^
faults on both sides ; thZ7blor^T-^''^''^^^y^^^
parent, who has had the tS'nin^^ 'i^'P^^^

'"^^son. the
other, is hkely to beSiost inZS ^""^ ^^"nation of tho
very excellent pemjte mi^ ? ^.°''*^- ^"t unhappily.
hampered in a cffiityonhTs'S^'r"' ^"^ themlSvS
sort of weakness, XcIS s„

"
«? '^'/'^'^ o»t of that

turn their very sense «fL- ^°°^0"nded with strength.

hoetileandiL'Kwepu^r'fi^^^^^
We can only say. that fm-nVn ' ^ ^* ^®^ the reverse.
and indeed from the wh^Sf"^^^^T"« ^^^ ^o^d.
who are conscious of Sri?S?^°'^ ^l

"l^nkind. thej?
a movement towa„ist^/on"clS:C. t^^ c^^Cl?



CRUELTY TO CHILDREN Ij

toei. Ci.^^ '^ ?'.ry "*» k""" "'"'t humane!

CHILD-BED
rJfonf% Repository, November, 1835]

pam so unpleasant that love canr >t reconcHe^t ? Lh

%^ T^^^^i^J""}^ and resentment ?J\o. But child-bed IS among the eraces with fh«.

«^!! f 1™°*'°"' *°^ *^« 8o^t steps of love and re

fi^LTn**'^"^?"^^^^^*^ *h« brelth of the un"veS
18 gratefully permitted to enter, and mild and veneS
uLTL^^"" P^^"'*^" ^*^« "^bane secuSty). Ind thetein^f

"^ contemning treasure about to ive who
m the grappfmg of his hand, and hides her fw»S
^aClwlJlr^r^ .^^ «» I-i« by'stS^g^

^ve^^rd^KXtetr^l^^^^^

P^fteSl^nl, "^51^"*^^^'' and Pleasure meeJ
imnj«„ ! f^P^' '^l ^^'^ ^*«elf to be noble in theBmihng testimony of his severity.
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when the h^d that wrote thS'^^k K„5 L.^D

; 5

SWEARING
[Autobiographyll

and'L3vT,f,'l
'""

"l
^'«"»Pl<! °f »"ch excessive cara

xf&e''rt«t::t?ht£/„tl^^
Hon'L?"'''*""^^ '^ ™y««^ a corresponding (^Sination between sensibility and endeavour), i? «Tve me a

'

ultra-sympathy with the least show of pain and s^L.
S^rV^^^f^ P^^^"^^'^ i« me sucra ho^'or o;rather such an intense Idea of even violent wor^ and ofthe commonest trivial oath, that being Son«dl?perhaps by the very excess of it, tTs^ftch a "LrS
}nf> ^^.."tterance, it ^ave me ^o much remori thatfor some time afterwar<& I could not recehTa bit of

How happy shall I be (if I Zy) toh^Zti^



SWEARING
17

notea with her on the subject in any humble corner ofheaven
;

to recall to her the filial tendeniess with™ hichshe was accustomed to speak of the mistakes of one ofher own parents, and to think that her grandchilch-en
Will be as kmd to the memory of their father

'^°"'^^"

thi TZ ^^^^ ,°>«'»tion as u ludicrous counterpart tothis story and a sample of the fantastical nature of

7^Vt'r'^''^y ^^'^^'"^ volunteered a defenceof my character on some occasion to Mr. Wordsworthas though the character had been questioned by h°m-:the latter said he had never heard anything aglZTitexcept that I was ' given to swearing.'
* '

I certainly think little of the habit of swearing, how-

Sf/th; / f^"^.J ^^ ""^ ^°"« ^*"^t« to answer for.iJut the fact 18, that however I may laugh at the Dueril«
conscience of the anecdote just mentioned? an oaThi^not escaped my lips from that day to this.

hJ^-S^T '

f^"""^
^''"'''^ ' '^"^ ^^^ i» of me for it. If

L:S ^'^"'** '^^**^"'>^ ^ *^"^P*«d to begin swearingmmediately, pure y to vindicate my character. SStthere was no swearing in our family /there was nnn^ in
our schooKChrist's ifospital) ; anJ i seldom^er ?ell nthe way of it anyivhere except in books ; so that theCir ""' P"' ^"'° ^y ^^*^- I look upon Tom
fe ' Ji?°

7'*'^' f ^? *°«^^ °' ^'«^* compared withBhfi, who, I am afraid, swore no more than myself
bteele, I suspect occasionally rapped out an oath •

which IS not to be supposed of Addison. And this!agam, might tempt me into a grudge against my non'

irl^l^^'^J^r","^"^^
^•^^ 1 must o^ that^^pSr

open-hearted Steele with all his faults, to Addison withaU his essays. But habit is habit, negative as weU m
sdlm ^* ^"^ '^^^ « ^it^o^t one, cast the fii^

L. HCKT



it

^ * IN HEAVEN AND EARTH

'

ON THE RARE VICE CALLED LYING
[Monthly Repository, March. 1838]

his vote to one mn ai'dTfi I J*' ^'''''i^'
^"' P'-o^^'^o

that ho will he Lw ifr i,^
to another. In short,

and must not^8u« to nnl?'^^
vice -«n-English

• Can't nay faXd 2^ . ^*''/'' courtier.

:ijev.rhraS''st;^;xt-Lr-

Neverpretended to a call with it ' suvo fk« iNever nolcepiscopari'd ^^ h /t ' saw S "J?"?^*"-
'^^ever played a ?^e T^ue^t'e w^h ^ ±^-

..general.
y«*crre witn it, says tho

'"'gtllamly
' '° » -"«"•• -ys the man of

'Never took in tt^eluH h/*^
the underwriter,

captain.
custom-lioase w,tli it,' says the

'

^'Il'a^r'"'''' "^ »"'' """ "•• ^y- «><> wine mer-

•fc?o"Ser™„trlr.?."' «»^ *""«=•

«or 1, says the manager. I

L



ON THE RARE VICE CALLED LYING 19
* Nor 1/ says the auctioneer.

^
Nor I, 8a,y8 the quack-doctor.

• Nor In ilT'i/^
'" ^y bread.' says the baker.

. S T •
^'"' ^^y^ ^^^ tailor.

' (Wf .;;
* ^peasure,' says the coalman.

"the^Tke;%\°"'^"^'°'^^-

. tLt i'. *y^ *"® 'ady's-maid. ''^

Nor I, says the milliner.

' Nor f^^ ""^ husband, poor man,' says the wife
^
Nor I to my mother,' says the little 5oy.

' Nor 1 !nT °^. ""^ ^Pt^ches.' says the king.

• S I . ^l"®' ^**y« th« minister.
^

• 5h^, w * """x'^"
*'°"''t'' »a:^'s the diplomatist

.
'^tk^Tet^°^«'^^

"^^^^^ «"^^ ^ *'^"«'' -y« the

'

S^"'"'"'^ ^'"T
"""^^^ ^t,' says the beggar.

""'Sm:'."^''
'^°°^ starvation'^ it/ says the

' Nnr Tfi* ^*^*^'' "^y^ *^« Scotchman.

O <,^rL %^""y' «*y8 ^I'l' England.

FieS^ of Ster^' f ?^^^^'^' °^ ^°«^^^' °f Henry
a"d Slll^^^^ f

o^ upon boroughmong^
England and in fL °' ? ^^^ shopkeepmg nation of

the^&''° '{f '""T"""
»"' "?»» conventional of aU

Jg<«<l upon J nay, in other terms, openlv avowed tJ

JW'enry. In the ohgrchman, fr.mlal rmrvalion. In
c 2



90 •IN HEAVEN AND EARTH*
the lawyer, the interest of his diem t„ •
manufacturer, and shonkftpr^r . "'f merchant,
was theopinionof Kin? J!^' fu''^ '^ "•«^«- ^t
of lying a'^Swaa not dnT* '^* '"'^^°"* ^ho ^^t
hi« boated •fC'^rrft. iht^ i° '!«"• This was
the block

; for f POO? ChaS ^''°".«^' ^'^ ^on to
certainly not to th^sp„W ^tr L^lf'^'' ^' ^^
opmion that Iving, like allov7n m.. i

^'^°° '^'^ ^^
ment. but good fo^r' tlie wo^f^" Tt^tk^H*

^^'''^^-

HeSry^Woijo^^'S^n^^hi^T^^
•mentaf reservation 'Tthe if'«t°P««Jydefends tho
scriber; to the tSv-nine arMV? '^'i^'^^'-^^ '^e «"b.

shop for any article vn.. tl
^"^ >^o" «« into a

not be secufe of havin^".^"^'^^'^ ^^" *^*^ 3^°" ««n-
the shopkeeper 'tS'^^VrZ 'truth'^^ ^"^^^^
nptoriouslysells Jamaica "ee forK; 1\ ^""^^^
nist his own snuff for T ^^ „ j^^"?' '^® tobacco-
draper cotton for diread and Sv^^""'^"' '^« ^«««-

WelJ. granting auSis ^f^*V'^u«''^ ^°' ^^ia.
don't yofsee thlt ^IrJo^Itour

^'''''^^'^^^^^^^-
If we all lie and cheat nn«!n?.T *'«"nient. and that
reality do not cheat ^.^h fSl^fu ** '^'« '^t^ we in
compiatively i^::^'nt*f

*^'' *^' P''^''^'^^ I'^^omes

couiSTu che7t7 :nT:Lirwouid i^'is^^^'
^^ ^«-

practice ? You knnx^th^f^. ^ ^^ ^ ^® "s® of the
detect it in the pS^ticu ar bulT.r*^'

^'^^ "^^^ °^*««
the gross. And sunnn^tnJ ,u

^*'" ^°" ^''^ ^^^^ated in
that the prac?l tS^m f t^

'^"^ *? *^ otherwise, or
it^ univeraalityTwS?, Ll^^^'^tZ^y ^°°««t by
/Ae duplicity changed aoain^f /^

panted). t«;Ay not make

" the candidate h^aa to\Xroiil*'4°S:-!|"S

<_
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thing were understood on both mdp« o».ri *u . .

promise came to be of no mo,;\:count ^ha^ tV'"^J

OF HIS nuTiPVixr/iw rr- • "^ """^*^'' kbal AMOUNT

-»h»f.^h^
complains of wont of truth in the opposition •

weapons of state and ''T>ftdiencv wnll at lonr^fk k« * j
aca nst exuedipnov; *

"'«"i;y w^li at length be turned

4.nd roSfn'Sifo, t^rC^ Trtri^ThSte

, " , ,

— "* ""» '»"»!/ ; uo you aav(

S' R".''!,'<^'»'y "d of human nMu^"""^:

too^„otwho'™r„Tb:'' w:
?° "°' '^^r ""<'"•

areoneofthe"AS^-,J;/tE°:„roronlvr^°"
venfonal liar, like our friend, the ,tS°r'/ndX
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tended Suffrage (Ma< is wL.t'yL'l"^ "ifS'offX^^^

S iuH^/?'
""^'""h "« are far better than on?a

hope into the stars i're.Wof";S1n''a^?S'„1
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comfort in adversity f bringer of tears into the eyes thatook upon these imix'rfoct wordu, to think how largo and
longing the mind of man is, compared with his frail
virtues and his transitory power, and what mornings of
light and abundance thou hast in store, nevertheless, for
tne Whole human rac«.. preparing to ripen for thtiu in
accordance with their bohef in it« possibility, and
their resolution to work for it in loving trust ! Oh '

shall they be thought guilty of deserting thee, bocausei
out of the very love of truth they feel themselves
|x>und to proclaim to what extent it do^s not exist »
because out of the very love of truth, they will not
suffer those who care nothing for it to pretend to a
religious zeal in its Ijchalf, when the lie is to be turned
agamst themselves ?

One of the bitterest sights in the world to a lover of
ociual dealing, is the selfish and conceited arrogance with
winch the rich demand virtues on the side of the poor, which
tJieifdo not exercise themselves. The rich man Ues through
his lawyer-through his dependant-through his fbot-man

; lies when he makes ' civU.speeches
' ;—lies whenhe subscribes articles ;-lies when he goes to bo married

(wrfe Marriage Service) ;-lies when he takes ' the oathsand his seat ;—but that the poor man should ho ! that
he should give a false promise !-that he should risk the
ciirefuJ, and unheard-of, ami unparhamentary crime of
pohtical perjury

! Oh, it is not to be thought of ! Thir k
of the example-think of the want of principle-think
ot the harm done to the poor man's ' own mind '—to his
sense of right and wrong—to his eternal salvation. Nay.
not that either :—they have seldom the immodesty togo as far as that. But what enormous want of modesty
to go so far as they do ! Why should the poor man he
expected to have scruples which the rich laugh at ? Whydeny him weapons which they make use of gainst him-
seii •—m this respect, as in too many others, resembling
their noble feudal ancestors, who had the nobleness
to nghtm armour, while the common soldier was allowed
none.

Yet let us not be supposed to think ill of the rich or of

p.
r
t

I
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! I 24 •IN HEAVEN AND EARTH'
anybody, beyond the warrant of humanitv—bevond allmodesty of our own, or sense of the fraiUies whS?i«

nln^KS '
'"^

^f"t ""^ "° °°*' '» the only bad and deplorable sense of the term.-that sense whichTouW
f^rence o°? e^l^ something wicked from shee^p^^rerence of evil to good, or of harm to others withoutimpube or excuse. We are of opinion, thaHu d^esand descriptions of men are m^ified as thev airbvcircumstances

; and instead of lamenting thafthere is

JheSadvp^"^
°' mistake (for that is the wo?d) during

IhVf f^^«»?«™ent
towards a wiser condition, we reioSf

h^M^S 'T'^'^
virtue,-so much indeTrbS'an"

fS^hT 1?^* ^.^y' "^^ ''*" «ee a certain large and ffal-Jant healthmess of social constitution in man in th« v«tt

durin^wttlt"'
^^^'^

**^"u«
«° ga/oHS;"n?rai?dunng what it supposes to be a necessity, or a condSion

tne better
;
not only because of its having the less un

i^LZ ^«J«
conscience, but because it is the less riven

i^aw ^^^hyPocrisy, and is ashamed of PuttTnK^on agrave face of exaction upon others. The verV wowt rrf aS
^^^'^^^^y^^^^P^h-the^t which seemZtTSIke thench and prosperous hold their fellow creatit^JTsuch

i««-r«xi: ,
shocked would not manv nerharw

S^lt'^r ^' ""'7'»*
; "«" would ^.'„r3

™ir^ 1 ^~'' '"'" '""'^ "em as U%k fevond thepale of their conventional duolicitv f T«l. .(
or the linendrap,^ fr„„ ST^s'^^^:^^TZ

noJng vou-ln^tt S?L^"roM f^" ^td ^rJl



ON THE RARE VICE CALLED LYING 25

children
; what

' good fellows ' as friends and helpers

;

and what a fool and coxcomb you ought to consider
yourself, if you dared to set yourself up, and pretend
that you were a bit better than any one of them, even
though circumstances might enable you to be free from

F^f^K 5^^ error8,-perhap8 with greater of your own.
iialsehood itself is sometimes almost pure virtue—at
least It contemplates anything but the ordinary and un-
just results of falsehood ; as in the case of a jury, who
deliberately tell a lie when, in order to save a man from
transportation, or a poor child from the jail, they brinem a verdict of Not Guilty on the principal charge, know-mg him to be otherwise. Here the law is violated forthe sake c* justice, and a lie told for the sake of the
beautiful truth that we ought to be humane to one
another But the law should be changed ? True : and
80 should ALL LAWS be changed which force just feelings
upon falsehood in self-defence ;—and as the rich ad-

l^'^'J^}^^'^
"^^^'^"^ °^ j"**^^®' ^^^ the poor get better

fed and taught, all such laws will be changed?
hi short, dear anti-ballot people, whoever you are,and grantmg for the sake of the argument, that aUwhich you say about the voter's prevarication will be

true (for in innumerable instances we deny that it willand m all it must eventually come to nothing in the
hopelessness of applying to him), but granting for thesake of the argument, that all which you anticipate inthat respect will come to pass, we have two short thinm
to say to you, which appear to us to sum up all that is
necessary for the refutation of your reasoning : first,
that before you have a right to ask the voter not to b^
tatee to you, you must get rid of your own falsehoods,
great and small

; and second, that when you do get rid
'

of them yott imllbe such very conscientious men, thai youwui not have the face to ask him to violate his conscience
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CHARACTERS

THE OLD GENTLEMAN
[Indicator, Feb. 2, 1820]

OuB Old Gentleman, in order to be exclusively him-
self must be either a widower or a bachelor. Suppose
the former. We do not mention his precise age. whichwould be invidious ;-nor whether he wears his own
hair or a wig

; which would be wantmg in universahty.
a- wig. It IS a compromise between the more modem

scratch and the departed glory of the toupee. If his own
hair, It IS white, in spite of his favourite grandson, whoused to get on the chair behind him, and pull the silver
hairs out, ten years ago. If he is bald at top, the hair-
dresser, hovering and breathing about him Uke a second
youth, takes care to give the bald place as much powder
as the covered

; in order that he may convey to tnesensonum within a pleasing indistinctness of idea re-
specting the exact limits of skin and hair. He is very
clean and neat

; and in warm weather, is proud of open-
ing his waistcoat half way down, and letting so much of
his frill be seen

; in order to show his hardiness as well
as taste. His watch and shirt-buttons are of tho best

:

and he does not care if he has two rings on a finger. I£
his w-atch ever failed him at the club or coffee-house, he
would take a walk every day to the nearest clock of good
character, purely to keep it right. He has a cane athome but seldom uses it, on ^xding it out of fashion
with his elderly juniors. He has a small cocked hat for
gala days, which he lifts higher from his head than the
round one, when made a bow to. In his pockets are
two handkerchiefs (one for the neck at night-time), his
spectacles, and his pocket-book. The pocket-book,
among other things, contains a receipt for a cough, and
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When beauteous Mira walks the plain

are Shakespeare., «4/a„d mE'JL^S ^.
wfn *•»>««"*• '^"P®- ""d ChurehiUi Middleton a Omgraphy. The Oentteman; Magazim- sTh.h^

AfiH ««-.-* ri-^ 7^* '^o'uwon 8 criticism on Hanwav*na a great hkinir for tea nreviAnai^ w "",Y**"^*y»

Hflonrifl^o TLu . ™* °°'*°* o*" some such monev

M
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THE OLD GENTLEMAN 29
not canng to see them till after dinner at the coffee-
liouse. He may also cheapen a fish or so ; the fish-

profound bow of recognition, ke eats VpZ before

His dinner at the coflFee-house is served up to him atthe accustomed hour, in the old accustomed way, and
iLfl '^*'"fi°/««<*

^a^tej. If William did not bring it.

^L^i7'";^'*^-I'r*°^"**^^'*°d*J»««««hnew. He
Sih^? vJ "'-''u^.^

""^"^"'^ °" * ""^«' t*kes cheese

l!TJu-
°»»«ht as soon attempt to persuade himout of his senses, as that cheese is not good for digestionHe takes port
; and if he has drank more thaHual*

^,nrff*i'?°'*-^"''**^
^^''' ™*y ^ i«d"<*d by somerespectful mquines respecting the old style of music to

r!ul L-""*
"""""^""^ ^y ^^- ^^^*^^ °' afr L^mi^

Chloc, by that borrowed kiss.

Come, gentle god of soft repose

;

or his wife's favourite ballad beginning—

At Upton on the Hill
There lived a happy pair.

Of course, no such exploit can take plac» in the coffee-

X^ L>^"*
^^ will canvass the theory of that matter

^m^rii S^'- V^^ ^T^ °^ '™y ^^ North
' o;my Lord Rockmgham '; for he rarelysays simply, lord •

t^na^''? ^ °^y lord.' trippingly aSd genteell/off Se
i^^^" " ^^T^^^ "^^'^ ^" «^^^ dehght is thenewspaper

; which he prepares to read by wipine hisspectecles carefuUy adjusting them on WsT/^^aSd
texf 1' "^""f^

' ""^
^^i^?'

so as to stand sldew^
betwixt his ocular aim and the smaU type. He thenholds the paper at arm's length, anddrop^ hifeyehd^
half down and his mouth half open, tak^c?gnizaiceS
Se^'i'^^^'^^'r- «h«lea^e«off,itis^nrwhen
the door is opened by a new-comer, or when he suspects

S''"
-i
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hand''i^„'.V""-'"^!°'" *" 8"' "'o P«Pe' out of hi,

home or abroad
'^**'' "^ ^*'^y' ^^^«*^«' at

the othe'^'^trtop''o1 Ki,f"S '^"« ™? °T

^e«did scenes, he is aoxiouXt S'liSfeLySTo™!

.ikS''i?s&'?tte^i-\»t^r^''i«XT^^

gter hte^^^^s-E-u^/M
Mrs. L., a mighty fine creature ; and Lady Sus^ wh^?.

theatre. Hi, box is » curioeity from Sal™ie*°c»^
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favourite young ladies by their Christian names, howeverslightly acquainted with them ; and has a Drivileo* »1«Ao saluting all brides, mothers, 'and indeed everys^Sof lady on the least holiday occasion. If SeTusC?
for instance, has met with a piece of luck, he instaiSlvmoves orward, and gravely losses the wife on tieIh^K^e wife then says. My niece. Sir. from the counU^'and he kisses the niece. The niece, seeing her cSsinbitm

J
her lips at the joke, says, 'My cousin ]farSetX"and Je kisses the cousin. He never recollects siTch

r^^^.f?P11J!""« 't^
^'-^^t F^°«*' or when he Jodedown with Jack Skrimshire to Newmarket. He grow^

SrihTS "^J"'.
""^^ grandchildren. especTally th^one which he thmks most like himself; ^ich^ thehandsomest Yet ho likes best perhap^ the one mostresembhng his wi e
; and will sit'with'him on hisXholding his hand in silence, for a quarter of an hoStogether He plays most tricks with the former and

w^slL'^rtherTz |5S ^^^^5?^ '"^ '^ 8-«'-' ^^was the father of Zebedee's children. If hw grandsons

?h«r; w'W h,°^^\«°^« to see them
: Sml^them blush by telling the master or the upper-Mholarethat they are fine boys, and of a precocioSsSni^ He

ihr^ ^'^^'? ^^^ ^° °^^ acquaintance dies b^t add^that he hved too fast
; and that poor Bob was a wd dog

^J^P^^ly^^^^^^^^ ^ Siotstotthat there is Mrs. Jones (the housekeeper)!-'Xtt
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THE OLD LADY
[Round Table No. 45, in The Examiner. Sept. 29, 1816]

If the Old Lady is a Ti-idow and livos alone, the
manners of her condition and time of Hfe are so much
the more apparent. She generally dresnes in plain silks
that make a gentle rustlir r as she moves about the
silence of her room ; and sue wears a nice cap with a
lace border that comes under the chin. In a placket at
her side is an old enamelled watch, unless it is locked upm a dmwer of her toilet for fear of accidents. Her
waist 18 rather tight and trim than otherwise, as she had
a fine one when young ; and she is not sorry if you see
a pair of her stockings on a table, that you may be
aware of the neatness of her leg and foot. Contented
with these and other evident indications of a good shape,
and letting her young friends understand that she can
afford to obscure it a little, she wears pockets, and uses
them well too. In the one is her handkerchief, and any
heavier matter that is not likely to come out with it,
such as the change of a sixpence ;—in the other is a
miscellaneous assortment consistmg of a pocket-book, a
bunch of keys, a needle-case, a spectacle-case, crumbs of
biscuit, a nutmeg and grater, a smelling-bottle, and ac-
cordmg to the season, an orange or apple, which aftermany days, she draws out, warm and glossy, to give to
some little child that has well behaved itself! She
generally occupies two rooms, in the neatest condition
possible. In the chamber is a bed with a white coverlet,
built up high and round to look well, and with curtains
of a pastoral pattern, consisting alternately of large
plants, and shepherds and shepherdesses. On the
mantelpiece also are more shepherds and shepherdesses,
with dot-eyed sheep at their feet, all in coloured ware,
the man perhaps in a pink jacket and knots of ribbons
at hw knees and shoes, holding his crook lightly in one
band, and with the other at his breast turning his toes
out aod looking tenderly at the shepherdess :--the

A
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Tr^y^'^'^u^^'''.^ * T""^ ^''''^' and modestly returninc his^k w,th a gipsy-hat jerked up behind^ very stenderwaist, with petticoat and hips to countemof «„^ ?u

show the triraness of her ankles. But these pattenis ni

^^!?l i J .^^ "^^^ a snow-white draoerv of

fnH ?• ^.^'ft ^* ^'•^ ^'*"°"« »>o^e«. mostlySnand the set of drawers are exquisite thin^ forr&girl to rummage, if ever little mrl be so boTH ^^«1 •

ing ribbons and laces of varioS^ ki^i 1 n^T ^•"'"
of lavender, of the flowers or^hicWei^ X:"^^^^^^m the comers,-a heap of pocket-books for aS ofyears,—and pieces of dress long cone bv s.ioh «! iloS

mth cbmtz draperies down to the ground,-a foldingS
mtk ?ao'rjt'' ^^T^ ^^'''' '^'^^ round

1 «Sed
JlT«i f"i^'^^ sideways ;-a stuffed bird perhapJina glass case (a 1,vmg one is too much for her) ;-^ portra^?of her husband over the mantelpiece, in a coat wfthfrog_ buttons, and a delicate frillecfhand l^tlyTnUtedm the waistcoat ;-and opposite him, on the wafMs apiece of embroidered literature, framed and glaled contaming some moral distich or maxim workJi^Jt'J^^}
cap^^l letters, .ith two treesTpTrr^tsiSow fnSproper colours, the whole concluifng with an A B P InH

frTf?V^'?? '^' "^^« °^ ^^« ^^' in^dustrioSs e^pr^ssmg It to be ' her work, Jan. 14, 1762.' The rest ofT«fiimiture consists of a looking-glass with carved edges&yj ""T' * ^T"^^ ^°^^^« ^««t' a mat for the

Si^\Zn 'T" ««t of «t«l^e«. in which aS hegj^^tor a.nd Omrdian, the Turkish Spy, a Bible andftayer-book Yomig's Night Thoughts, \dth fpiece of

i^aruitson, and Clartssa. John Bunde lain the closet
L. HUNT D



M CHARACTERS
among the pickles and preserves. Tlie clock is on ihn
anding.pk^ce between the two room doo« where itticks audibly but quietly ; and the lan<2ng-place iwell a« the stairs, is carpeted to a nicety. tL hoiSel^

SS^^* '^f '^^°^«'r
'^""*' ^'*h wainscot ratherthan paper mside, and lockers in the windows. Before

the Old Lady receives a few quiet visitors to t -a and^rhaps an early game at cards ; or you may^metimes

fvo,l Ln% Vl!"T« ,"PJ°^ » «t'«k and cr^ked
w7fJ?t^^°' 5°*^ ^^'' ^"^^ ^°« «q"a"y famous for hislove to her and captious antipathy to strangers HeJgrandchildren disliU him on fiohdJys; andXbolSsometimes ventures to give him a^y kick under thetable When she returns at night, she appeara if theweather happens to be doubtful, in a cat^^rand her

Her opinions are not many, nor new. She thinks theClergyman a mce man. The Duke of Wt Minlt^S he?
?£^^« 'fn rr^yr^t.man

; but she has aS^t pr^!ference for the Marquis of Granby. She thinlra th«^ung women of the present day to^o for;U.^d Se
children wiU be better ; though she differs wiS^her

SheteSir'?^^^t"^^^'^ «'«'r management!^e sets httle value on the new accomplishmente
; is a

S^tlX^^t ^^^""-^^ comioisseur in butcher's meat ind

StiaSs nn?^«
'^"'y

•• T3 ^^^°« °^«"«on waltzes ex.patiates on the grace and fine breeding of the minuetShe longs to have seen one danced by Sir CharlesKdi
*

aiwal'Sf^*^^*''^^' -as^areaT^eton^'^st

strSte c^^i Y"'"'°!f ' ^^^^H»8' but avoids the newstreete, canal^ &c., and sometimes goes through the

£eT«±r*7-"'' ^vf'.^**'^'
children Ind hrhasbandlie buned senous but not melancholy. She has hadthree great eras in her hfe.-her marrilge -her ha^ngbeen at court to see the Xing and Qu*een and rT^
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itira even for that Thl i-iv I- u^' '
°"* *^« seldom

was tosir'ijfice o^W^t^X ^^a^stlL^^

'

been, most probably for the last tiiie Sf all to si*^^Prmcess Charlotte and Prince Leonolrf Tiv .S®

York Ind th^, ? TS^'y. »PP«"»n<» of the Duko of

royal young creature, and DaighlJr "ffilgS ' *™

THE MAIDSERVANT
omd Table No. 46 in Mc Examiner, Oct. 20, 1816]

the^butotorX't^?^ "T"*- " "'«' ^l-^ '" """ried

nne by turns, and dirty always • or «ho .» =f oiY"^-
snug and neat and dre^dTZlding^her^lSi f^

gn Doay, which, by the way, is not half so pretty
D 2 «^ ^
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«'!!

*'-i

m

1

There is something very warm an.l latent in the hand-

r„*?t • kT'^™?*''"« ^**y' ' ' '- ' ^ genial- A womanm a high-bodied gown, t «d to hi. ner like a case, is byno means more modest, ar < jnu- , '.-ss tempting. She

il^J'*"^ ; ^^u^ I^^J^'
''' '^ '' * «hip. wf couldalmost see her chucked out ,i o>k r. mto a cart with as

little remorse as a couple o >ugar ives. The tucker
IS much better, as welfas 'h. ha„dk..rchi f id b tothe other, what the young J.mIj is to th- >- ,ant. The

St^le
; the other of Fnnny i Joseph

. , w'' , „ ,

ronJ;'^i!°b''!'u"-
•^''*' «®"^"' furniture ci !ier ordinaryroom the kitchen is not so mv n hti own a-, her master'sand mistress 8, and need n. t be descrlLod : but in adrawer of the dresser or th- table, in company with aduster and a pa:r of snuflfers. may be found some of her

fiT^^'
^'"'^ '^ * ^T^ ^^'"'^^^' a Pai*- of scissors, athread eas., . piece of wax candle much wrinkled wi'ththe thrta'i an odd volume of Pamela, and perhaps asixpenny play such as Oeorge BarnweU or Mk Behn's

wJTw J^'"'' ? %Pr^ °^ looking-glass also in thewindow. The rest of her furniture is in the garret,

Tnd inS« "^^S
^^

?,l^°^
looking-glass on the table

tJil «*
7''!'*°'^ ^?'^^^' " *^°°^^' ^nd a piece of soap.Here stands also, under stout lock and key. the mighty

SSI ^^l~*^^
box,-cont«ining among other things her

clothes, two or three song-books. consisting of nineteen

SU r^'u^u' , ^l?^ Tragedies at a halfpenny the

tThiu^ ^!'''^^
JJ*,t"^ °' ^«*"« l^'d openVtogether^th the Fortune Teller and the Account of the Ghostof Mrs. Veal

; the Story of the Beautiful Zoa who was
cast away on a desert island, showing how. &c. ; some
half-crownsmapurscincludingpiecesofcountry-money,
with the good Countess of Coventry on one of themndmg naked on the horse ; a silver penny wrapped ud

iLT» ^^l^^^ ' ^^'l^^^ sixpence, given heTCoreshe came to town, and the giver of which has either for-
gotten or been forgotten by her, she is not sure which .—
rZ^lHu ^'^af?l>'f^. ^tt Iooking-gla«s in the lids,one of them a fainng, the other ' a trifle from Margate '

,•
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and lastly various letters, square and ragged, and di-

for^nlLr" "^n^ ^i !r"'"8"' '^''^r ^'*^ Ji"ie letters
for capitols One of them, written by a girl who wentto a day-school, 18 directed 'miss.'

hJtl^Z
™**?°®"' the Maidservant sometime*, imitates

S!JZ §
™«tres8

; she puts her hair in papers, culti-

JiJ!Sf/ B ^e *""* occasionally contrives to be out of

S^V- 7" i?®^
""^ character and condition overcome

fhi «?.J"*'"?*'°°\u^ ^^^ *°^*
'

^^'^ «^»Pc. fortified bythe mop and scrubbing-brush, will make its way : and
exercise keeps her healthy and cheerful. Frbm the

Kk^T u '^"P®' " «°*^
•
*^°"«h «he gete into

^IH ««??
"^^^^ a stranger is over-saucy, or when she istold not to go so heavily downstairs, or when some un-thmking person goes up her wet stairs with dirty shoes,

--or when she is called away often from dinner ; neitherdoes she much like to be seen scrubbing the street-door
steps of a morning

; and sometimes she catches herselfsaying drat that butoher.' but immediately adds,

.^J^v°^r '^%- V"? tradesmen indeed, with thei^comphment« and arch looks, seldom give her cause to

la^^' .,?^^,^"^^^»>^P«ak8herV)d.h«mou?fo?

hntht? S K ,^°°il'
P''^"^ °**'*^-' Then follow the

n^ti '
h^^.^^^"".'

^^^ °''°'*»' *«•• '^'J with their severalsmirks and little loiterings ; and when she goes to the

JiT* ..
^' '^

•

\'°'' ^^"^ *^® «^^«'' P"^l« down his stringfrom Its roller with more than ordinary whirl, and tosses,
as It were, his parcel mto a tie,-for her, the cheese'

S?,nf
''r'f' uu u^*^' ^*^ ^»^^ » «'»«oe, cherishes itround about with his patties, and dabs the little pieceon It to make up, with a graceful jerk.

Thus pass the mornings between working, and singiiur.and gigglmg, and grumbhng, and being flattered! Ksbe takes anypleasure unconnected with her office beforetne afternoon, it is when she runs up the area-steps or to

2l^°7 ^i®" ^? purchase a new song, or to see atroop of soldiers go by ; or when she happens to thrusther head out of a chamber window at the sSme time witha servant at the next house, when a dialogue infallibly
ensues, stimulated by the imaginaiy obstacles betwee?

e(
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If the Maidservant is wise, the best part of her work isdone by dinner-time

; and nothing else is nSlrT togive perfect zest to the meal. She tells Ss XFslJ^thinks of it, when she calls it ' a bit o'dSTr' There

i' tea -Tut^the^'olt'^"^"^ ^^ \^' °^^«^^' • a -P
her at tha? *^V °°^' »«d the washerwomen, beatner at that. After tea m great houses, she eoes withthe other servants to hot cocklp^ ^ WhJ
thoughte.iike and tells Mn jXnt « hlve^ot the"^:or If there is a ball given that night, they Sirewo^n allthe d^rs. and make use of the music u^ta^ t^^nce
Z^.^^^""*"^' ^°"«^' «^« ^ceives the visit of hepaforesaid cousm

; and sits down alone, or witS a feUowmaidservant, to work • talks nt hLTl^ I ^

t^- ^"^^Tf •»"• to be unhapOT^.
^^
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love-scenes. Her favourite play is Alexander the Great,or the mval Queens Another great delight is in gc^ng
a-shopping. She loves to look at the j^ttems iS thiwindows, and the fine things labelled with those corpu-
lent numerals of 'only 7«.'—'only 6*. 6rf.' She has

T^ M'^ ^U" f""^ ^^ ^ ^^^°°' »>een to see myLord Mayor, the fine people coming out of Court, andthe beauties m the tower ; and at aU events she hasbeen to Astley's and the Circus, from which she comesaway equally smitten with the rider and sore with laugh-mg at the clown. But it is difficult to say what pleasureshe enjoys most. One of the completest of all is the
fair, where she walks through an endless round of noise,and toys, and gallant apprentices, and wonders. Her^she IS invited in by courteous well-di-^ed people as if^ were the mistress. Here also h the conjurer's
booth, where the operator himself, a most state! and
genteel person all in white, calls her Ma'am ; and saysto John by her side, in spite of his laced hat. ' Be coodenough. Sir, to hand the card to the lady.'
Ah

! may her ' cousin ' turn out as true as he says he
18

;
or may she get home soon enough and smilinffenough to be as happy again next time.

^

THE WAITER
[London Journal, June 13, 1835]

JSP'^u'"*® *^® ^'*y *^® °*^e' day "Pon business, wetook a chop at a tavern, and renewed our acquaintance,
after years of interruption, with that swift and untirina
personage, yclept a waiter. We mention this lona ^•
terval of acquaintance, in order to account for any de-
hciencies that may be found in our description of him.
IJur readers, perhaps, will favour us with a letter.

nifoSfJ *^'t!'i^''
*^'°" *^® P"*>"c = thousands are ac-

quainted with him. and can fill up the outline. But we
felt irresistibly impelled to sketch him ; Uke a portrait-

'- 'm
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j

1

1

race.—and not^ tl. l • ? "''°'''> f^"'- offi»>«l

genii, "oJ^4 to L foCSt ?;
""'" •^"'""o

the orbit of tranquU tat fier? wait^, '""".T* ?"f
»'

?ettr^stTi£SS7^"-

for that, and has to fi^nJ^*"'"*'^ T'^^^ °^ character

the ' dn^eVZuLmaT' P^ f"'^ consideration for

the maidservants anH iia
„*^^"-

.

His female sex are

He sees m it only so many more ' beefe ^JS «
*"®*

other publ.cevent.heiol'u^ntuSly'asS^^^'L'Sf

I- a
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newspaper, and the newspaper as a thing taken in at

linS /°' F^y«^«" to read. His oL reaSi^ isconfinwi to 'Accidente and OflFences,' and the ad^^se^

Iminf^?
Choosing to give up 'a certainty.' When

mXL h^*"
*^'-^^ "* ^ *^^^' ^'^d exasperated his

h^l^^ I^
running against the other winters, andbreakmg the ' neguses.' As he gets older, he leamMo

JJfJi? '!1-'?^
""''^ ^*"*'«'»' d«°fi««« wast ng his b^at^

turn of his face, and elevation of his voice, into whatprecise corner of the room to pitch his ' O^iSn^. Sir

'

• ^oi i2o^%-^^\^
Shakes^are's time.wSs SidAnon, anon. Sir.' he would be astonished at the re-

SthrS^l^^^T T°^ ^° °"^ *^«^«^' *°d at the use

^hafJ^fnT"^ ""f^^^ °J *^^' ^"^ *^«^°"ld justlyinfer,

houti^r *'°"^1°°^ 5»^« been so large, nor the chop!houses so busym those days. He would drop one of the

ZdSr:^.?" 7^' ^- '' ^^ -"'^ '' b^ut busies!

whlfT ^ ^^ ""'^ ^"^'^ ^^' *n*^ therefore he does

suffiLtyTf h'l'yS '''" *°«^^'^^ '^ ^^^ «-^^*

Thomas!
Yezzir.

Is my steak coming ?

Yezzir,

And the pint of port ?

Yezzir.

You'll not forget the postman ?
Yezzir.

For in the habit of his acquiescence Thomas not seldom

S^.inlSg^w;.
'°' ''''' '^'' ^'^ '^''^ ^^" -"^-°"

His morning dress is a waistcoat or jacket ; his coat
18 for afternoons. If the estabUshmeAt is flour sh'nghe hkes to got into black as he grows elderly ; b^ wlUch

hT^^^/" ? «'"^^^"y ^ ^'^^ corpulent. 'anJ wea«hair-powder, dressmg somewhat laxly about the waistfor convenience of movement. Not however that hedraws much upon that part of his body, except as a
I
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N:R

poise to what he cames ; for you may observe that awaiter, m walking, uses only his lowest limbs, from hisknees downwards. The movement of all the rest ofhim IS negative, and modified solely by what he bears in

hmda, and his nieces look up to him. He still carrieshowever a napkm under his arm, as well as a corkscrew

Jlflf ^ !* i 'I'?''
**

*J^
^^ ^°°« *»»*>'*' can he help

feehng a Mtisfaction at the noise he makes in drawing

fw'Sl Q ^?"°f* ^^^* ''^ "'^^ ^*° do 't better
; and

that ^-Simth, whounderstands wine, is thinking so too,though he does not take his eyes off the plate. In his
right waistcoat pocket is a snuff-box, with which hosupphes gentlemen late at night, after the shops are

»nn5hri''fiir .'^^*t''.
*^®y *^ ^ desperate wtmt of

^o £^ ?"'P ^
T*]"^""

sensations, after the devil and
toasted cheese. If particularly required, he will laugh
at a joke, especially at that time of night, justly thinking
that gentlemen towards one in the morning '

tvill be

Sj^o r?.t J5t " °^ «Pi^io^ it i« in human nature ' tobe a httle fresh at that period, and to want to be putmto a coach. ^
He announces his acquisition of property by a bunchof seals to his watch, and perhaps ?ings on his fingers

;one of them a mourning ring left him by his late master
the other a present, either from his nieces' father, orfromsome uitra-goodnatured old gentleman whom he helped
into a coach one night, and who had no silver about him.
A Ai,^^ ^^ d^®' somehow, hardly seems natural.And he appears to do it as if he had no right. Youcateh him at his dinner in a comer,—huddled apart.—ThomM dinmg?' instead of helping dinner. One
fancies that the stewed and hot meats and the constant
smoke, ought to be too much for him, and that he shouldnave neither appetite nor time for such a meal
Once a year (for he has few holidays) a couple of

pedestrians meet him on a Sunday in the fields, andcannot conceive for the life of them %vho it is ; till the
starthng recoUection occurs—'Good God! It's the
waiter at the Grogram !

'

\i
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BUTLERS
[Table Talk^

Teaokdy will break in upon one's dinner-table inspite of us m. Wakley tells us that suicidrrriSamong bt^ers
! The news is startling to people at

dinner. How many faces must have been tWd on
butlers, the day on which the coroner made the remark •

and how uncomfortable some of them must have felt

!

The teetotallers will not overlook it ; for the cause
appears obvious enough. The butler is always sipping.He IS also the most sedentary of domestics, the house-keeper excepted; and wine-merehants accuse him ofhaving a bad conscience. So he grows burly and un-easy

;
thmks he shall never retire into an^i^ orapubhc office

; loses bits of his property in speculation •

and when the antibilious pill fails'him. there ^8^^!
quest.

The poor butler should take to his legs, instead of his
armchair. He should make himself easier in hSmind,

T^^f^^ temptations
; and cultivate an interestm everythmg out of doors, except shares in railroads

THE MONTHLY NURSE
[Heads of the People. 1846]

x.nJ^»f^°"?^^
Nurse-taking the class in the lump,

without such exceptions as will be noticed before ^
W^^W P'^Wle-aged, motherly sort of a gSs^
v^*^!-^****®^""*^'

dictatorial, knowing, ignorant, nSvery dehcate, comfortable, uneasy, sh^slop kind of abhnfang individual, between aslefp and a^kTwhosJ
^T?a\".7;;?^"' P^vidence^and the dc?toT-S

sense dunng the first month of its existence. All g^wn
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drams advisable Sk • **^f ^"""^ ostentatiously,

the servant-maid has ; Thoulh nobodv but
^'^ ?*'

woman beats her at a '^sh oW or at th.^^^^^^^^ u^^^^^-cold out of the stomRoh ' o«^ '
i^

fhatwhich 'keeps

ahundred bed-rooms • th.w r '•
™ '"^b'tont of

or goddess of ohiwTr'tl. l^.J^'^f'""""* »' *•« Moiento,
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J^! .„5 > *° **®'^ arm-chair, pour.s out the fi^t cup oftea. and sits for a minute or two staring at the fire'^S

eomethung of his snore, between wheeze knd snuff-box

ma^e^B^l'i;"?^''*'' ^ I"
*^^ ""^ °^ «^«'y o°e else,make the great difference between the endurabilitv or

Lt^i'T'r?-^
**"'•' Pf«°°^ge in your house? inZthesame quahties. in the master and mistress togetWwith the amount of their good sense, or the wint of

L'hir ^.^j'^Vfr'*'?"-
'^^^ ««°d °r "'' therefore. tJiat

to the mdividual accordingly. But as all pJSpIe twS

ST«V1m ^iTP^^T?* ^'y the'^reverse. so tie officeof the Monthly Nurse, be her temper and nature what it

Sitir *^«;*rP»^«*i«a«y exposes her tJ^^teWon
fho„r- '.""^

^u'
^* endeavour, when she comes Sto

authorityon all pomts. In proportion to her su^cfssOTotherwise m this object, she looks upon the iX^ Icharming, reasonable, fine. weak, cheatable creaturewhose husband (as she tells him) 'can neterX^
or as a Frenchified conceited madam, who wilJ turn out
* iP^orable mateh for the poor gentleman mS m
about natural hving,' and her blasphemies againstruin^^pieces of fat. and Daffy's Elixir. "^The gentdm hke manner-or' master.' as the humbler ones callhim-is. accordmg as he behaves himseiri^d rTeiviher revelations for gospel, a ' sweet good Jl^u^S
l^r^'^Zj^'^' *^" ry "^'^'^ °^ » husband folmstress, &c &c. ; or on the other hand, he is a ' verystrange gentleman '-'quite an oddity '-one that^not to be taught hiso^ good '-that wUT neither 1^

DM constant fidge-fidge m and oat of the room *—and
forth "JL^"' W ^ '^^' ^«»^^^ °^»^V andwforth ;-and, as to his ' pretending to hold the baby, it
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n

!nJi^
*''°'^ "^^^^ * candlestick.'

' Holding the babv »

cmsiveiy to herself
; she makes it the ffreatest favoM..

It; and affable intimations are iriven tJ/tht^w f

apm, and find your competency come to nothina befoSthe exiilanatory pity ofW infcrmatiom ^ '^
Respectmg the ' doctor,' her thoughts cannot be so

to Wm whS^h
P^^^'^'^g- She is c*onfe^;Lcon2u) mm, while he is present ; and when he hJ^ut^tu

iX * '^fsrr\"P? *^^^ from hi^iir^'tot
to?anZn *K

^" ^®'' ^^*^y ^es or dislikes of him
iS^eshL ti^V^"^^

^"""^^ °' self-reference. If ah^iiKes mm, there 'never was such a beautiful dootnr'

SdeC?*^/? ^'^^"*^' °^ l>>ctorButL?mo^Si

m^ndi^^^^lf *M *^ ^^.^'IP""^ *^« «^« that ^1^
^Eo^ pS-an?;e?'*soS: ?k^''^^^7^^"^
near him for a difficilt ca^^oV a fe^^TaTSorZ

otber nurse., m point of experience andgSS She

Arlned with these potential notions in general, and
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the strongest possible sense of her vice-royalty over

Hinn *?1r'^'^''
^°' ***^"™« '^»°«' -»»« takes pos-

session of the new room and the new faces ; and themotto of her reign-the Dieu tt Man Droit of her es-

h!;^i^^°~^ ^P^^'',^^
^^ °^°"*^-' This phrase shehas always at hand, hke a sceptre, wherewith to assert

«fL??J'\t*''?' f""^
P"*^ "^^^ objection. • During the

^^n*K'' ^Ih'^y- '!
not to read a book. * Durini themonth, nobody is to lav a finger on the bed for the pur-pose of making it, tiU her decree goes forth. ' Du?ingthe month, the muffler of the knocker is at her disposalAnd Dunng the month.' the husband is to be noEodyexcept as far as she thinks fit. not even (for the fii^tweek or so) to his putting his head in at the door. You

n^*wif ^"^^ ^ H^^^ "»*^ ^^o^^ anything todo with the business. However, for her own wke. she
generally contrives to condescend to become friendswith him. and he is then received into high favour-is

Z^^ ^ *^*xT*^
^''

V^^' *^ «°°i° ' um^ually early
»

Ci r^,^^''^ ^^kes a bit of buttered toast L
« h^^- fn ^Z ""^ ^^^' "^^ '^ot only repeats thatbaby is as hke him as two peas ' (which it always isfoment it is born, if the lady'i inclinationTsup!
|>08ed to set that way), but tells him that she fears he isa sad charming gentleman.' for that ' mistress talks of

?;f^ ^7 'l^^P- ?^ i*^^^ commonest in her mouthare mostlyof an endearing or flattering sort, with an im-
plication, m the tone, of her right to testow them ; andshe 18 very aristocratic in her ideas. She tells the lady

Jnr^r J'^^if
°^

*"t'' f *^^ ^^'8^««t encouragement tb

th. I"± '^'
"ZK^^K'^t"^'

*^^^ '^^ Queen must suffe?the same
; and the babies are always kings and queensbves, darlmgs. jewels, and poppL. leaulierals^;

oe su. -and as all babies are beautiful, and the lastalwav. 3rebeautifulthantheonebeforeit.and'thechiid

^ kJrlv ^fT' ""t^^'^^^o"^ toNurse, ought

ij^™"^*^ ^S » "^"It'tude of Venu8?8 and AdonisL ;aW^n should be mere Cupids full grown ; and^e
passengers in Fleet Street, male and female, slay oneanother, as they go, with the uubearablenei of thSr
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respective chamw. But she has also modes of soeecb«.mpjy pathetic or judicious. If the lady! wh^ hw

well, for the honour of the importance of the case, andthe general dignity of aihnent ; and hence the fam^sanswer, 'as well as can be expected.' By the tim^Zbaby arrives at the robustness of a fortnight oH «id
S*n ^^^Y"- ^ '''^'^^ '^ ^'P«' •* •« manifestlV ihemost Ill-used of mfant elegancies, if a series of ra^d^
of the iat of pig ; and, when it is sleepy and yet 'will

vIS^i^^k'^^^P/u^^^'*'*^ " » Phenomenon usu^ally de-veloped about the time the ifurse wants her tea), opwhen ,t IS fractious ' for not having had enough p^or from somethmg else which has beeS ccunterXf «;

oZ^^i. '/t^^/ ^^^I^ ^^ '^ ^^^^* 't « equally
clear, that if Daffy, or Godfrey, or rocking the chaS- wiSnot do, a perpetual thumping of the back! and jXnrof
future lord or lady of the creation, prostrate across thenurse s knees, a lump m a laced cap and interminable
clothes, getting redder and redder in the face, ejacuktinasuch agonies between grunt and shout as each simulta?
^usthumpw,llpermit.and8ecretly8alutedbyit8hoIder

^oLr '^'?' ^".?,' ^'^y*' *«d '^^« there ever such anobstropulous '' little devil
!

' while her lips are loud in

fTiT'TSl^^ "^"«***y °^"^'' °^ the
'
naughty CO

°

(which 18 to be beaten forits ill-behaviour); and 'Dordie'(Georgy) IS told to 'go' to a m;^terious place, calfedBye-Bye
;
or the whole catechism of nurserv interro-

!tln>'^
gone through, from the past tenses of tho

amenities of 'Was it a poppet then ? ' and ' Did it

SSi •?K?'^iJ^ ^^^ ^ >e *° tb« future glories of
«S '*.^^Km« then ?

'

' Shall it be a King Pepin ?
'

Shall It be a Princy-wincy ? ' a ' Countfis<» ? ' \
l^'^r 'k '^^?"/l^«^ ^^fi«« gentlerXLrteWi^ those b3aut,ful blue eyes ?' In the midst of trag?comic burlesque of this sort, have risen upon the world
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in^I *Il*' u
"*»o"'<l,*>e made a question (ridicu:edmdeed by th« shallow, the nuree among them, but verysewously mooted by philoeophers) whether inS flS

ah^ady made oigans, BensatioM, and paaaions. doe. notreceive impreiwions from this frirolou* dderiy 'nobody

'

J^tutma^n**** '^^, **?P^' '"^^ di.po.;Ln cMhe
hi? K " °' r"*° • ^^«*^«'' **»• ' b4utiful fury '-!

whetf«rX°'''T'^!u"*^!^ ^'^ ""^^ • phenomenJn-whether the crash m the china closet, or the sacrifice of

had not Its first seeds sown in the lap of this poppetdandimg «mpleton. Not it« 'first/ we appre&Those, we take it, are of far earlier origin, tWlintecreature being much older than is geneSfly suppedwhen It comes under the influence of this iteSTS
of eCf ^^"°'*°u*'*

***** '^^ contributes her portionof effect. This is however, what she herself carby no

^.^utrS^t'JM .-^^•''"^y^atment'Cshethinks^

hoJS .a?L i"''*
""^ ^"^ '^^ ""fe*^' '^^ ^e mode ofholding, can be of consequence to one so young ! ' She

ahoT!r*\!^ "^"7 *''«*°* ^° looking for*^' marks •

m^ier^^J' "^V*"/"?
^^^^ ^ inSuences on The

^^A^vii *""* y®* ^^® «*^ot «ee that the /A«»

^d^^Ji^"^ ""^^"^
V*"^ impressible. Heaven

^nnS?" "!»*°TT **«*'**«' '^ ^^ P^^ of fat is notKl • 2^
the dotjies are not of the proper fashion :

Sft£l ^if
P'

"^'/^u* ^'Z'"* ^*y *« nothing but thelast rage, these are to be of no importance. She has no
tl^ n^^rtheless. that its brotE^rs and 8i4« a^ aS

wgly, with her usual instinct of the k)ve of power she

fhera^^^Z-iS^'*^ ?""r^^ inconsideraK m tothem as possible and lays the seeds of jealousy in their

S?^,l°°''* ** ^^'^ ah*ady-by tilling tWthaJthey must now cease to look upon themselves as the
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only important persons in the family, for that ' a littlestranger has come to put their noHes out of joint.' Pleas-
in- and picturesque introduction to the fraternal affec
tions !

Do not despise her ; no. not even when portrayedas m our artist's picture, under her worst aspect, fdrawarning. Engage not such a nurse as that ifyou canhelp it
;
yet pity while you refuse her. for perhaps sho

wouldnothavehadthea8pect.butfortheumifturaffieS!
lessness to which her duties forced her. nor have beSgiven to that poison bv her side, but for some aggrava"
tion pf care occasioned by domestic troubles of her own.Even she-even that wretehed incontinent face and
fturjy pewon—has onoe been an infant, as we all have —
HrT ^^^^"^ ^of her beauty (who would now think

hJj^t ^^'°* '^^ *^® '•P^^' °' ^™« ^eak mother hke
Aerself. Thus are errors propagated, till we discover
that personal reproach and satire are of little use, andthat It IS systems which are to be better taught, before
individuals can improve. Poor old nur^e ! Strange
indeed would it be-to begin with reprobating her ! Letus see that she does as little harm as may hi. crown (or
Aa//-crown) her with fees for her caudle. Ld dismiss heras fest as possible, with a deprecation of her sciatica.

Ihere is not only a good as well as a bad side in every-
thii^ (and with the addition of a little good sense to
good-nature, you may make a very pleasant nurse evenout of such an one as we have described), but there are
exceptions in all classes, better even than mere par-
takers of bad and good. The Monthly Nurse, as tou«cend m society, is not seldom a highly respectablewoman, who is nearly all that she should be—mild, firmand well-meaning

; and we have known instances—orrather we should say, as far as our personal knowledgew concerned, one rare instance—in which the requisite
quahfications were completed, and the precious mdivi-aua (for when can a mother's luck be greater ?) was an
intelligent gentlewoman ! This is what the assistant-
moulder of the first month of the exist^nne of a human
t)emg ought always to be, and what she always would be
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compared with ita Sm».._j «*?"""' mfirautiia

and earth, the goddea^ 2« tS^^lv^'*
""^^^ ^®»^®n

of that Bo7t,tiSdT'v°^J ^rr'j'trt°'
^'°^

serious * Homer wouW n«; k *'
.

** ^«« and

^0^^. and Si"[^o^u.:'o7TJ'j;;Si;:J

-a«« x-noebus leapd to light. The goddesses
b2
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'i <

SCTeam d in their joy. There, oh thou archer god

!

Those goddesses imbathed thee in fair streams
With chaste and pure immersion ; swathing theo
With new-wove mantle, white, of delicate folds,
CiMp d with a golden belt. His mother's milk
Fed not Apollo of the golden sword;
But Themis with immortal hands infused
Nectar and bland ambrosia. Then rejoiced
Latona, that her boy had sprung to hght.
Valiant, and bearer of the bow ; but when.
Oh Phoebus

! thou hadst tasted with thy hps

4™u^*,!?* ^*^' **** goWen swathes no more
Withheld thee, panting ; nor could bands restrain

:

But every ligament was snapt in scorn.
Stought did Apollo stand in heaven, and face
Th immortals. ' Give me,' cried the boy, * a harp
And bending bow ; and let me prophesy
To mortal man th' unerring will of Jove.*

Far-darting Phoebus of the flowing hair
Do?m from the broad-track'd mountain pass'd, au, « iJ
JThose goddesses look'd on in ravish'd awe.
And all the Deban Isle was heap'd with gold,
oo gladden d by his presence the fair son
Of Jove and of Latona. For he chose
That island as his home o'er every isle
Or continent, and lov'd it as his soul.

T J??"^^'**
^^^ a mountain, when its top

Is hid with flowering blossoi^s of a wood.

What a mixture of force and beauty is in these pictures !Ilow affecting is the graceful patience of the mother,and the gentle beautv of the landscape ! And how
noble, Apollo s suddenly ' standing in heaven '

; and his
<iescent down the mountain, striking the goddesses with
awe. Mid showering golden light on the island, which
from that day forth flourishes out of tho sea, like his own
luxuriant head of hair, or some woody mountain top in

Yet the birth of the commonest human being is an
event hardly less divine, if we think of all that he is
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wh oh come, more honTS^rST^ o^Td"'uMlemitiM of the P«™, heaTOn^l, .ifti.
" u

'^°°''

A daughter fa attend^to^ffib^ hit ^li:'^-

''& "°"'°'' ''' »<" »«•«' y- -ght not
StMl in, and aee mo in the evenina ?

Bid him do 8o.
^®"»

^S -^^^^^^^'^zair•

Unly, ne er felt a travel like to it.

Am?'w I
mother you groan'd thug for meAnd yet how disobedient have 1 been '

GentT^ and'^irod'/"^'"'"'
^'"" *^"^ ^'^-y^ been

^'»«^- Gerrard is better, mother.

Ev^n ',n\»,l I* J r " "°^* rethinks,iiven m the land of ease. J'U eleen

rnfy.fu Silken rest
lie all thy cares up.
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SEA3IEN ON SHORE
[Indicator, March 15, 1820]

The sole business of a seaman on shore, who has to coto sea again, 18 to take as much pleasure as he can. The
^"^fJiST*^

hisfoot on drv ground, he turns his backon all salt-beef and other salt-water restrictions. Hislong absence, and the impossibility of getting land plea-

HTllii'^^P"* ^^ "P*'" * «°^* °f dfsperate^ie^tfte.He lajds, hke a conqueror taking possession. He hasb^n debarred so long that he is resolved to have thatmatter out with the inhabitants. They must render anaccount to him of their treasures, th.ir women, tiieS
ijctualhng-stores, their entertainments, their ever?thing

; and in return he will behave like a gentleman,and scatter his gold.
"cujcw,

Com^mnSlif ^^^ J^^u"'^"
Sailor.-The moment the

or fh??L ll^°^^u'^iu^^ «°^ t° «^ ^^^ watchmaker,or the old boy at liio Ship.
'

Reader. What, Sir ? Before his mistress ?
INDICATOR. Excuse me. Madam. His mistresschristened El zabethMonson.butmorefamiliarlyS

aLadv^^"*^'^'' ^^^* J'^"^^"'
h^« been ^^th himaiready. You remember the ballad—

When black-eyed Susan came on board.
Lady's Maid K I hope. Sir, you are not going to bevulgar in your remarks. * **

I amTu'r; vn,??P3'*'^^^'^"^^"^'
whyshould you think so!

1 am sure vour lady does not expect it, or I should havehad none fcut men for listeners on this subject.

fhl ^t^
great changes produced in people's fortunes hv

tHle but'tnn^
*''" '"T ^''^^ "«fortunatlly renderTthistitle but too common to a great variety of females- manv

Mrs ^flL^Zlu \^" *"•'* '' ^'''''^'' ^ tf'« """""rs andittrs. Mipslops of the last century.

I

%:iii|ii'^'illl'il'-?
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Lady's M. Oh, Sir, if mv ladv dof^a nnf i,;«i, •*

^Jgar, I'm sui^ I shan't; forL^fsnTaU'e de^citernor more genteeler person than my lady in alfEnSthough I say it to her face who shouldn't But^nmentioned something about alehouses. oHnns. ^r some"thing
; and you know they are rather vulgar.

iNDic. I m sure, Mrs. Jane, I didn't think so *».«>»
years back when you handed me that fmthed glat^fporter with your pretty fingers, on a hot summef^ davunder the great ehn-tree there, at the door of tSe Jolf^

Lady's M. Lard in heaven, Mr. Hindcrgaiter whvI vow you're a witch ! Who'd have thoughJwd hiveever known that I kept my father.in-lfw's^house forhim while my poor mother was laid up with the rheumatiz, all along of that vixen (God forgive me • mv o^"peat aunt, who wouldn't let her com^e home onTnXtm the shay because sh^ had married Tom Bu?teXrbeing the wife of a Se.geant of Dragoons And vet fmust say for Mr Butts, that for a laKd. and a mann a v^lgansh situation, he was as well-behaved a manthough a boW one, and might hold up his heJ as hTghand was m kind and good-natured, and was as fr^ frompride, and said as civil things to a body—
dc^^^nlH i"

'*''"/' '^^"''' ^^ ^'^ "°t ^'^ar. and your

caritv ohlw'h f ^ ^''''' *""' ^'"- There is no Vul-garity, child, but impertinence and common cant • orbe.ng gross and ignorant, and proud of bothT o? havinga feelmg for a 1. and being asLmed of it RemS?the ragged sailor whom you kissed.
'Remember

pooi;^ brothJ; WUV ^^^>"'^ *"^ ^''^ y^" '^"^ ™« kiss mypoor brother William ? For it was mv own brothi/Ma am. who you've heard me speak of--.n "he navvMd he was so ragged then. becaG^ he had to cr(^ tL'whole country to his home, and had spent all hisTonevat Portsmouth
; and so I gave him mv box 0^37

nlfir *^** ^'^'® tortoise that made me scream soand the cocoa-cup, and the shawl, and the purse mad-of grass, and the Hoty-hity feathers ; and irthink.1?

y^^

;tiiJ
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be vu here, I could kin him again, if ho was as ragged

More'sirj;^^*^-
-'»"> "' '^ -«''• ^y- -»

iNDic. Good. Now there you come round Mm
ter V^'.l^'^'

P^^"' °' P«"*«"«^- I thought^u
^n^rli*"'''

you 8uppo8ed. since I recollected Lw
^:^t^^^ ??^

looked at the Jolly Miller.

^ Lady s M. Oh. Mr. Intricater, you're such another

Indic. Nay, I assure you I do not think vou evc^nmore genteel than you Were then
^ °

flat^n^'^
^* ^*^' ''^'^' ^'- H*W-grater. I'm sure you

Indic. But pray, Mrs. Jane, who is the awfulpresence of Sally Jones ?
• " « me awtui

«i^^^'l 5 ,^«««^te. Sir ? She never gives nopresents, lawful or unlawful,not she; nor for thft^tte?
JhTrhP^'.rr' ^ ^ ^"""^ «^ ' «'««P^ mayhap aZl^!Unmble at Christmas, or a two-penny 8ong-»£ok TaTnfle, aa they very properly calls it.fZm mI™^' ^tha p,ece of ooking-glass in the inside, to seeK'r^d
affected, niminy-piminy face in ' "^ "«r Proua,

yoirjrU^efwlu'r'' ^'^ ^'^"^^^ ^ ^- '^--^

oa-^°\'®*^; .^^' forsooth, it's vulgar. Sir' So she

Urn^J^^"" ^ -^'^^ ^^ ^^^^ *»««• ^<^ : ^ if one'sbrother wasn't one's brother; and as for that X'dkiss her cousin fast enough before twenty ^opie if he'd

rtar'T^'^^J'^'
an advantage. SheKt a mlidat boarding-school, where I was ; and never ^tS

to her father s who m nothing but a little petty ere^!grocer m an alley, she inaist^fforeooth. on mv mISand Missing her. or she won't send me any neVrofZpnvate theatre
; and she knows that vex^^e te!cause I really have a taste for the stage, and once plav^

as the French say
. and a great fortune, though her fathe^did keep a doR-ahop. But she called it aK^^
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So. Sir, Miss Sabah Jones never condescends to write

fZ^J'L'^A^^^ t' 1*^^'* ^^^^ ^«^ hair witroul

Ul^ 1
'^»^*l">«-«<'hooI, to save her head ; and my

a«hT!i "^Z
'™'? common helpere and such like.And besides that, though I have i;om a cap, I neve;wore black worsted stockings as she does ; nor never

ifZ^'T.^'^''^^ ^ «*"«"' «h« cann;t aWde'r
*uif,u\ y°"v^^"-

Jane, can : and let me tell you,that that « not the least advantage which you Ceov«- Miss Sarah Jones. So we wiFgo on witfi our pre!

ml^l^^K^'^r''*;?^
*^^ seaman on landing is tospendhis

w/v^V"'^ ^^ «*^^ '^****°« '" » «o'-t of heavy lightway, half wagoner and half dancing-master, lisshoulders rolling, and his feet touching and going' the

TnTlir.7'
'n short, in which he keeps himself p^^J^

Th.^
*h^,^*^"'"8 chances of the veSsel, when onriteck^

w! U
*'^'*y«' to us, this appearance of lightness of

he feels it himself. He lets his jacket fly open and binshoulders slouch, and his hair gi,w long^t^ teVthered

!;!^«!l^*^^
P^*"*" ' ^"* ^hen full drLed. hfS

aX I T. * T**'" «^"*''*'y °^ *««
'
on a ^hite staking

?ro^,lr^"^
'*''^' '"""'"^ ^'«htly out of the flowing biuftrouser. His arms are neutral, hanging aad swSicinffW ''Vtl^'^J ' ^r hands, half open, ^o^JTfX?

b^n* been handling ropes, and h*^ no object in hfebut to handle them again. He is proud of appearing ina new hat and slops, with a Belcher handkerohSiwIilS

h^okTt" Th'
"^''*'' *"^.*'**^ ""™«'" «^ ^""t^e*- out of

h « ^rZ! Jui^T^^' "^^h pinchbeck buckles inh^shoes (which he bought for gold) he put« som^ to-bacco m his mouth, not as if he were g«nK to use itdirectly, but as if he stuifed it in a pouch^oB one siS^^
tit?rC"w'^^''';V".^'"P>'* hereafter; and so.with Bet Monson at his side, and perhasH a cane o^whanghee twinted under his other arL, sauJ forth Ztake possession of all Lubberland. He buysTvei^hin^
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that he comes athwart,-nut«. gingerbread, apples.
shoe-stnnM, beer, brandy, gin, buckles, knives, a watch
(two, jf he has money enough), gowns and handkerchiefs
for Bet, and his mother and sisters, dozens of ' Superfine
Best Men s Cotton Stockings,' dozens of ' SuperfinV BestWomen 8t^ttonditto.'be8tgoodCheckforShirt8(though
he has too much ah^ady), infinite needles and thread (to^w his trousers with some day), a footman's laced hat,
iiear s Grease to make his hoir grow (by way of ioke)
several sticks, all sorts of Jev articles, a flute (which hocan t play, and never intends), a leg of mutton which he

S''J°'^?.y^ll^.*° ""^f'*'
*"^ ^'^^ * P'ece of which the

landlord of the Ship makes him pay twice what he gave
for the whole ;—m short, all that money .can be spent
upon, which 18 everything but medicine gratis ; and thishe would insist on paying for. He would buy all the
painted parrots on an Italian's head, on purpose tobreak them, rather than not spend his money. He has
hddles and a dance at the Ship, with oceans of flip andgrog

;
and gives the blind fiddler tobacco for sweet-

meats, and half a crown for treading on his toe. He
^h^ « . « ^Jfl^' T^^ * ''«^' ''^^^ h«^ daughter Nancewho first fired his heart with her silk-stockings; and
finding that she is married and in trouble, leaves fivecrowns for her

; which the old lady appropriates as
part payment for u shilling in advance. He goes to the
port playhouse v iti) Bet Monson. and a great red hand-
kerchief full of apples, gingerbread nuts, and fresh beef :
calls out for the fiddlers and Rule Britannia

; pelts Tom»ik^ in the pit
; and compares Othello to the black

ship s cook m his white night-cap. When he comes to

r!r * 1; . w""*
*'*'™® messmates take a hackney-coach,

full of Bet Monsons and tobacco-pipes, and go throueh
the streets smoking and lolling out of window. He hasever been cautions of venturing on horseback ; andamong his other sights in foreign parts, relates with
unfeigned astonishment how he has seen the Turks ride,

r,i; " ^.u"*^ ^^' 8"*r*^n« against the hearer's incre-
duhty, they have saddle-boxes to hold 'em in, fore and
aft

;
and shovels like for stirrups.' He will tell you
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r the Chinese drink, and the Neoubs dance, and the

Iri^JrJ^^
pelt you Tvith coco-nut8

; and how King

Ifte Z^'S^^t''^ ^^i'i
*^'°^ * «"<* hut and made him

tnH^I ^K?l^i™' '^^* ^°"'^ h»^« "tapped with him

^f ?f o ^°'^i'"?«^^'^''^h°^'»«h««w'thamixture
f

of pleasure and shame at his appearance ; and whose

h»«!?^'°!i
completes, by shpping fourpence into herhand and saying out loud that he has ' no more copper

'

about him. His mother and elder sisters at home dote™1 ««J8 and does, telling him however that he isagreat sea-fellow, and was always wild ever since he wasa hop-o -my-thumb no higher than the window-locker.He tells his mother that she would be a Duchess in

looks proud When his sisters complain of his romping.

?riSn**lt* *^*yfir
°"'y «0"-y it is not the baker. ^ ifefrightens them with a mask made after the New Zealand

laanion, and is forgiven for his leamine. Their mantftl
piece is filled by him with shells and shark'stetA ; iSdwhjn he goes to sea again, there is no end of tears, andGod-blcM yous, and home-made gingerbread.
His Officer on shore does much of all this, only, gene-

Se te''^"'^;?
^
^i^^''

*^«^- The moment h^e

K

he buys quantities of jewellery and other valuables, for

for«vpr^TrK^i t^ acquaintance
; ai.1 is taken in

tZll lu^- ?u "^"^^ '^ * cart-load of fresh meat

calling m at a chandler's for some candles, is perauadedto buy a dozen of green wax, with which he lighte up the

h3.^ .I'^^T^; rf^«'«g that the fine moonlighf,hmders the effect of the colour. A man, with a bunatebeneath his arm. accosts him inanunder-tone; and. witha look m which respect for his knowledge is mixed wth^avowed zeal for his own interest, asks if Si Honour

rei Ch !*^f """f"' 'rt
«*"«^^^ ^^'^' ^nd inspect ^me

^\l 'Sf-fr^ u
^^

«*u"*"*
Lieutenant sa^to him.

^ h™ felow knows what's what, bvhis fice '; and
JO he proves ,t by being taken in on the spot. Whenhe brings the shawls home, he says to his siSer with aS

^_, -
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it

^ofWumph, "Tliere. Poll, there', wmethinK for too •

rf:s«^/tVor^?v:r:r£5>'r'
he We. to hide hi, bli,h« ,^thTbfu1tol^?. il"""ha«^™„hto t^lvedc^'^oS ttethV^TJ^^

:^SShxESr"fi»--HehM indeJ i^hl.K fu-^^*^
"^^ ^°^' « t*»e truth.«« uas, maeed, what he thinks a verv bboral nn>-r,.-n» !.*

ladiea in general • inHm-T.^ u ''.yJC "''orai opinion of
K« «»«1

Koaerai
,
judging them alJ, m a manner with

whomtS,li in tSe™ °''?™ ".' ""y C*™" -J""*'

» not that he want, feeUng.; but thM het£ r^rf /,,'
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time out of mind, in songs; and he looks upon constancy
as a sort of exploit, answering to those which he per-forms at sea. He is nice in his watches and linen. Hemakes you presents of cornelians, antique seals, coco-
nuts setm Sliver, and other valuables. When he shakes

i^"?n,!S r"' '* ^ "^^ *^'?« «*"8^^ »n » windlass,
lie would not swagger about the streets in his uniform.

;f u ..'^ur''** J^^ '^ generally modest in company
though hable to be uritated by what he thinks ungentle-manly behaviour. He is also liable to be rendered
imtable by sickness

; partly because he has been used
to command others, and to be served with all possible
deference and alacrity ; and partly, because the idea ofsuffenng pam, without any honour or profit to get by it
IS unprofessional, and he is not accustomed to it. He
treats talents unlike his own with great respect. Heoften perceives his own so little felt that it teaches him
this feeling for that of others. Besides, he admires the

^^vl ^f
J»[?'-"^a«on which people can get, without

travelhng bke himself; especiallywhenhe se^ howinter-
estinghis own becomes, tothem as well as to everybody
else. When hetellsastory,particularlyiffullofwo"nder8,
Hetakes care to maintain his characterfor truth and sim-
plicity, by qualifying it with all possible reservations,
concessions, and anticipations of objection ; such as '

in
ca8e, at sueh times as, so to speak, as it were, at least,
at any rau>. He seldom uses sea-terms but when jo-cosely provoked by something contrary to his habits of
life

;
as for instance, if he is always meeting you on horse-back he asks if you never mean to walk the deck airain

:

or If he finds you studying day after day, he says yoli arealways overhauling your log-book. He makes more new
acquaiTitances and forgets his old ones less, than any
other man m the busy world ; for he is so compelled tomake his home everywhere, remembers his native one
as such a place of enjoyment, has all his friendly recol-
lections so fixed upon his mind at sea, and has so much
to tell and to hear when he returns, that change and
separation lose with him the most heartless part of their
nature. He also sees such a variety of customs and

lB«!!i.»r.«?^-
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msnneni, that he becomes charitable in his opinions

cajinot let the old ones go. Half the secret of huZLintereouije 18 to make allowance for each other.

com^^"if in*^''*'*'*
-uperannuated or retires, he be-comes. If intelhgent and inquiring, one of the most

sXttlY^"* Z"" r **^* ^^' «^"»"3^ welcome totL
hi^ ri^''*'^"Pfe>''"«' "** *° the converHational forh.8 recollections He is fond of astronomy and booklof voyages, and is immortal with all who know him fS
vZu^ ^« «>"nd the world, or seen the Trai^St of

yJTnA ^**? ?"^ ^^ ^^ «"««" ^'^"i«d off by a newZealand Ratchet, or a present of feathers from an Ote-heitean beauty. If not elevated by his acquirements

cupboard holding his coco-nuts and pSnchbo^vl ; hasius summer-house castellated and pUnted with wJ^^^non; and sets up the figure of his old ship, the

allST'^ k' ^-. ^""^^y ^*°«r' '«' » «tatuT£ the

S^5 i:i
1*"^ '* '^r? ^'^^^^r ^'th red cheeks andround black eyes, as if in astonishment at ite situation.

huSSZ'lAT*^ ^' Canterbury Tales aboutChundred and thu-ty years ago. has among his othercharacters m that worlc a Shipman, who is elactlySesame cast as the modem sailor.-the sameSS^courage, and rough-drawn virtue, doing ita Zt^T^l
TheJ^Tfh''"''^ ""''I f ^u"'P'"« ^^" t? its recrelSns.There IS the very dirk, the complexion, the jollity, thoexpemnce and the bad horsemanship. Thi pS un-affected ending of the description has the air ofVsSlor sown speech

; while the line about the beard is e^S!mgiy picturesque, poetical, and comprehensive. Incopying It out, we shall merely alter the old spellingwhere the words are still modern.
-pumng,

A Shipman was there, wonned far by west:For aught I wot, he was of Dartemouth.We rode upon a rouncie, as he couth •

All in a gown of falding to the knee.

» He rode opon a hack-horse, as weU as ho could.
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A dagger hanging bv a lace had he.
About hi8 neck, under his arm adown.
The hot summer had made his hew all brown.And certamly he woa a good felaw.
FuU many a draught of wine he haddii draw
From Bourdeaux ward, while that the chapman slei).
Of nice conscience took he no keep.
If that he fought and had the higher hand.By water he Bent 'em home to every land
But of his craft, to reckon well his tides.
His streames and hi« strandes him besides.
His harborough, his moon, and his lode manacc.^ere was not such from Hull unto Carthago.
Hardy he was, and wise, I undertake

;With many a tempest had his beard been shake.He knew well all the havens, as they were
From Gothland to the Capo de Finisterre,

'

And every creek in Britain and in Spain.
His barge vcl«iied was the Magdelain.

When about to tell his Tale, he tells his fellow travellers
tnat he shall chink them so merry a bell,

That it shall waken all this company

:

But it shall not be of philosophy.
Nor of physick. nor of terms quaint of law

:

Ihere is but little Latin in my maw.

Olie storyhe tells isawell-knownoneintheltaliannovels,
of a monk who made love to a merchant's wife, and
borrowed a hundred francs of the husband to give her.bhe accordmgly admits his adckesses during the absence
of her good man on a journey. When the latter returns,he applies to the cunning monk for repa>'ment, and is
referred to the lady

; who thus tiiidThvt mercenary
behaviour outwitted. ^
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(I

THE BUTCHER

[London Journal. June 20, 1835]

*i,3J r?^
°5^erved the other day in the London Journal,

that butchers are wisely forbidden to be upon juries •

not because they are not as good as other men by
nature, and often as truly kind ; but because the habit
of taking away the lives of sheep and oxen inures them
to the sight of blood, and violence, and mortal
pangs. ;

» xw»»

.J}.^^^' "* noticing this passage, has corrected our
I u^:ij- ®^ neither is, nor ever was, it seems, a law
forbidding butehers to be upon juries ; though the re-
verse opimon has so prevailed among all cl^s, thatLocke takes it for granted in his Treatise on Eduction,and our own authority was the author of Hudibras aman of very exact and universal knowledge. The pas-sage that was in our mind is in his Posthumom WoH^and IS worth quoting on other accounts. He is speakim!
of those pedantic and would-be classical critics whojudge the poets of one nation entirely by those ofMother. Butler's resistance of their pretensions is themore honourable to him, inasmuch as the prejudices ofhis own education, and even the propensity of his
genius, lay on the learned and anti-impulsive side. Butms judgement was thoroughgoing and candid. The
5vu ^ ?J .

o*f-liand careless order, after the fashion
of the old satu^ and epistles, though not so rough :—

An Enghsh poet should be tried by his peers.And not by pedante and philosophers.
Incompetent to judge poetic fury.
As butchers are forbid to be of a jury.
Besides the most intolerable wrong
To try their masters in a foreign tongue.
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By foreip jurymen like Sophocles,
Or tales' falser than Euripides,
WTien not an English native dares appear

w^^ a witnegg f^^, ^^^ prisoner,-
M^en all the laws they use to arraign and try^e innocent and wrong'd delinquent by, ^

X Put^'pnJ ? ^T«" lawyer and his^upils,

A«/k It ®°^ ^ ^" P°^"° scruples
;

^
And by the advice of virtuosi TiTscans,
Determin'd all the doubts of socks and buskins -Gave judgement on all past and future JZsAs 18 apparent by Speroni's case,"^

^^'

A^i .fl^^- ^T ^™* "^g^n to steal.And after him the French fdou' Comeille •

And steal their far-fetch'd criticisms from him

SonlT^'Z^'.^^^. P'*°P^'- goods recover,

O?3f.^'''™''^.?" *^^ ^^^d impeachersUf witty Beaumont's poetry and Fletcher's

ondfZ^~'r ""°'' 'W""' '""-"I. and not dK°"d
bis net.

I" BUNT
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Who for a few misjrrisions of wit.
Are charg'd by those who ten times worse commit.And for misjudging some unhappy scenes.
Are censured for it with more unlucky sense :

(How happily said !)

When all their worst miscarriages delight
And please more than the best that pedants write.

Having been guiltyof this involuntaryscandal against
tne butchers, we would fain make them amends by
saving nothing but good of them and their trade ; and
]^y If we find the latter part of the proposition a little
diflicuit, they themselves are for the most part a jovial
good-humoured race, and can afford the trade to be'
handled as sharply as their beef on the block. There is
cut and come again in them. Your butcher breathes
an atmosphere of good living. The beef mingles kindly
with his animal nature. He grows fat with the best of
It, perhaps with inhaling its very essence ; and has na
time to ^ow spare, theoretical, and hypochondriacal, like
those whose more thinking stomachs drive them upon
tbe apparently more innocent but less easy and analo-
gous mtercommunications of fruit and vegetables. Tor
our parte, hke all persons who think at all,—nay, like the
butcher himself, when he catches himself in a strange
ftt of meditation, after some doctor perhaps has ' kept
lum low, we confess to an abstract dislike of eating the
sheep and lamb that we see in the meadow ; albeit our
concrete regard for mutton is considerable, particularly
Welsh mutton. But Nature has a beautiful way of re-
concilmg all necessities that are unmalignant ; and as
Dutchers at present must exist, and sheep and lambs
would not exist at all in civilized countries, and crop the
sweet grass so long, but for the brief pang at the end of
It, he IS as comfortable a fellow as can be,—one of the
livehest ministers of her mortal necessities,—of the
deaths by which she gives and diversifies life ; and has
no more notion of doing any harm in his vocation, than

.4«he lamb that swallows the lady-bird on the thvme. A
Very pretty insect is she, and has had a pretty time of it

;

Mi
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a very calm, clear feeling, healthy, and, therefore, happy
httle woollen giant, compared with her, is the lamb.?Iher butcher

; and an equally innocent and festive p^r-sonage is the butcher himself, notwithstand ng The
ntu S"*'^ ^^"u* J""««' *"d *he salutary misfiving

Jamb out of the meadow, or entering the more tracicaldoors of the slaughter-house. His thoughte Seknocking do;^ the ox, are of skill and strength and notof cruelty And the death, though it may not be the

S^f that
'''^'

'V'^'^'y' ^^"^ of th^^e^ worn
ah^ timP nf^"^ °^^/" an artificial state, would have

£fe *^uld no?H
"" ^

^""^''J^^u
^«"*y- Their mode of

life would not have prepared them for it. Their bloodwou d not run lively enough to the last. We doubt even

^ned wo^'/f° ^""^l
°^ '^' h^^d' ^t«« about to bekdled, would change places with a very gouty, irritableold gentleman

; or be willing to endure a grievouSeof his own sort, with legs anlwering to the^ourmuch^s If Cow were to grow old with him, and^pla^eC
Sattv llTth^-^^''

occasioned by the Ls of hTroeauty, and the increasing insipidity of ^ =^ hay A

tior^u^S''^^^
'^^ ''^"^^^ ^^°«« "^*«^ «' '^^^inations must indeed possess some great reliefs of his ownand deserve them, and life may reasonably be a wondT'

IsZ^SSl^it^h ^^^*^TK°r«'
a^d what made them such,

rS!;-^ ^^^y "^'[^ ^""^ «^°^ * ""le more quiet andruminating. But who would h.tve the death of some

life' Tcr^Mf'''^' effeminate, frightened, lingerer in

^^ ^u ,

^^?ce,^as for example, compared with agood ,oily knock-down b»-% at a reasonable per^
dit^or the h*^K*

°.' f !^
-xy.-whether theTS

i?for ne^thi w ^' ' \ ^" °^ preference, it is true,

hf^Jfl' u^ ^''^ ^°^ ^" excellent, healthy, happy
life of the very best sort ; and a death to match it. goiSg

S^rticuSr^ ^R %
summer's evening. Our taste 'if iot

^fSf' *?"*, '^®, ^"^ ^o*" *^« knock-down blow,rather than the death-in-life.
The butcher, when young, is famous for his health.

iiU
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strength, and vivacity, and : .c his riding any kind of

JS^fr^T *"**
S^^\^*^ » t'^y bifore him, therems for a wh,p, and no hat on his head. It wk« a

fci?Ii,*^''
sort that Robin Hood imitated, when hebeguded the poor Shen^into the forest, and showed himhis own deer to sell. The old ballads apostrophize h mwell as the butcher so bold,' or better-^with the acce™on the last syllable 'thou bold butcher.' No syllaWeof hw was to be trifled with. The butcher keeps^h shealth m middlehfe.notonly with thefood that^ms socongenial to flesh but with rising early in the mSig!and going to market with his own or his master's cartWhen more sedentary, and very jovial and good-hu-

ST?\^^ '^ *P* i° ^^^^^ ^^*° » '"ost analogous state

kLIA ? «°ioot^ess. with silken tones and a short

fn- 'Jr^*'''"*,^®"'
"^^ ^«*'' of ^tl»ma and gout : orthe kmdly apoplexy comes, and treats him as he treated

When rising in the world, he is indefatigable on Satur-

ofZ^a^ ^ ^*^? ^^^^ ^ *^« fro°* of *ho8e white,clothed and jomt-abounding open shops, while the meatw bemg half-cooked beforehand witT the gas-liffhts
Therapidity of his 'What-d'ye-buy ?' on these^^cS
wSi?"^k*.u'* Y^ ^l ^""^ *^® «ood housewives, dis-
toacted ^nth the choice before them, pronounce the legsof veal heaviifvl—exceedingly.'

«.5°^?® endures the meat against his head, as he
1^'Za t^"*

o**
t

'""^y' ^'^ ^o^ we endurt that he^ould do It, or how he can handle the ioints as he doeswith that nabitual indiflference. or with what floods ofhot water he contrives to purify himself of the exotericalmrt of his philosophy on goir.,^ to bed, we cannot say ;but take him all m all, he is a fine specimen of thotriumph of the general over the particular,^e only poet that was the son of a butcher (and the

^^rfTT ^.r°Vip^ ^™) ^ Akenside, who naturaUy
resorted to the 'Pleasures of Imagination.' As to
Wolsey; we can never quite picture him to ourselves
apart from the shop. He had the cardinal buteher's
vjrtuc of a love of good eating, as his picture shows;
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vlti^l
^»s foreman all his life to the butcher Henry theEighth. We beg pardon of the trade for this applica-

inH -f-nw'^f.?"'^ ' ^^ -^'^'^ *^«°» *o c"t the cardinalana stick to the poet.

WATCHMEN
[Companion, Feb. 6, 1820]

«J^ ^^^^ o^ *^«»^ our fourpenny lucubrations neednot be informed that we keep no carriage. The conse-
quence 18, that being visitors of the theatre, and havineaome inconsiderate friends who grow pleasanter and
pleasanter till one in the morning, we are great walkershome by night

; and this iias made us great acquaint-
ances of watchmen, moonlight, mtid-light, and other
accompaniments of that interesting hour. Luckily we
tZS'^'i °!X '!*"' ^y ?'«^*- ^* **°e8 not always do usgood

;
but that 18 not the fault of the hour, but our ownwho ought to be stouter; and therefore we extract whatgood we can out of our necessity, with becoming temper.

It 18 a remarkable thing in nature, and one of the good-
naturedest things we know of her. that the mere fact of
looking about us, and being conscious of what is goine
on, 18 Its own rewara, if we do but notice it in good-
humour. Nature is a great painter (and art and society
are among her works), to whose minutest touches themere fact of becoming alive is to enrich the stock of our
enjoyment.
We confess there are points liable to cavil in a walkhome by mght in February. OH umbrellas have theirweak sides

; and the quantity of mud and rain may
8U1 nount the picturesque. Mistaking a soft piece ofmud for hard, and so filhng your shoe with it, especially
at setting out, must be acknowledged to be * aggrava-
ting. But then you ought to have boots. There are
sights, mdeed, in the streets of London, which can be
rendered pleasant by no philosophy; things too grave
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ill

to be talked about in our present paper ; but we must

streets and suburbs of by no means the worst desorh>.

WK T^^T':®^®™*^*^ grieved if we will. The
Z^V T'V'!?"?

*^^ ^°""*^>^' *^« '"«'•« tiresome wemay choose to find it ; and when we take it purely tooblige others, we must allow, as in the case of a friend ofours that generosity itself on two sick legs may find

ilTi^n Ki
^.
"°*'°"

e^
''^'•^"^ ^'"« »t« own?ewara. andreasonably 'curse those comfortable people ' who, bythe lights m theu- windows, are getting into their wkni

o%o.S'toTgTt.^
'"' another-'Bad thing to be out

>,«llE^'ir^ ^^^" *?•** r ^^ '» '^ reasonable state ofhealth and comfort in other respects, we say that a wa 'k

fCf * TK^^* ^^J^ '"^"^' '^ y°" choose to meet wi ithem. The worst part of it is the setting out.-the
closing of the door upon the kind faces that part withyou. But their words and looks on the other hand mav
set you well off. We have known a word last uTal! theway home, and a lok make a dream of it. To a lover
for instance, no walk can be bad. He sees but one face

Zt^- T *'''* darkness
; the same that he saw by the

wKn!! *^t'^*'""'
''°°°'; '^^'^ «^^'' accompanies him,W rj^tK

^"in *?f '^ *^" ™««* pitiable and spoiltface m the world should come between them, startling

r/Sn"?! * l^"*"*,^*
mockery of love, he would treat

tion. A lover does not walk. He is sensible neither tothe pleasures nor pains of walking. He treads on air-and in the thick of all that seems inclement, has anavenue of light and velvet spread for him, like a sover-

To resume then, like men of this world. The advari-

^Dle fli?t ^r^ Vi^^ everything is silent, and thepeople fa^t m their beds. This gives the whole worlda tranquil appearance. Inanimate objects are no calmerthan passions and cares now seem to be. all laid asleep.Ihe human bemg is motionless as the house or the tree ;sorrow is suspended
; and you endeavoir to think, that
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love only is awake. Let not readers of true delicacy be
alarmed, for we mean to touch profanely upon nothing
that ought to be sacred ; and as we are for thinking the
best on these occasions, it is of the best love we think ;
Jove, of no heartless order, legal or illegal ; and such
only as ought to be awake with the stars.
As to cares, and curtain-lectures, and such-like abuses

of the tranquillity of night, we call to mind, for their
Bakes, all the sayings of the poets and others, about
balmy sleep,' and the soothing of hurt minds, and the

weariness of sorrow, which drops into forgetfuhiess.^e great majority are certainly ' fast as a church ' by
the time we spak of ; and for the rest, we are among
the workers who have been sleepless for their advantage;
BO we take out our licence to forget them for the time
being. The only thing that shall remind us of them, is
the red lamp, pbming afar over the apothecary's door ;
which, while it does so, reminds us also that there is help
for them to be had. I see him now, the pale blinker,
suppressing the conscious injustice of his anger at being
roused by the apprentice, and fumbling himself out of
the house, in hoarseness and great coat, resolved to
make the sweetness of the Christmas bill indemnify him
for the bitterness of the moment.
But we shall be getting too much into the interior of

the houses. By this time the he^kney-coaches have
left all the stands ; a good symptom of their having got
their day's money. Crickets are heard, here and there,
amidst the embers of some kitchen. A dog follows us.
Will nothing make him ' go along ' ? We dodge him
in vain

; we run ; we stand and ' hish ' at him ; accom-
panying the prohibition with dehortatory gestures, and
an imaginary picking up of a stone. We turn again,
and there he is, vexing our skirts. He even forces us
into an angry doubt whether he will not starve, if we
do not let aim go home with us. Now if we could but
lame him without being cruel ; or if we were only an
overseer

; or a beadle ; or a dealer in dog-skin ; or a
political economist, to think dogs unnecessary. Oh,
come

; he has turned a comer ; he is gone ; we think
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wo see him trotting off at a dwtance, thin and muddv •and our heart misgives ua. But it Was not our fault

'•

iur^krHo^.
^'^^

fJ^^
our enjoyments into fSmaour ar^cle woujd not hav. known what to do S?hhim -Tieso are the perplexities to which your snnpathizers are hable We resume our way, inKnS

our never-to-be-forgotten and ethereal companion tC
Se"f wtlSLXr?'';" r*'^i'« P"t«"-u"of ttp»ie oi walking that is to be made kood If ia »««,!
ab-eady. A fellow pedestrian is c. ^pt^.' istVerr^v

anythijig to be c Dnt^ded with. But alone and in h« rl

frtheVmlrf/ '""! ""^ ' «°'^^ -^ "hing

accoa^t^3V^ J?''', '
*° ^^^^^ ^^*^ '^nd turn t?account

,
and accordingly we are booted and buttoned

and tLW '^
• Xri^".' ^^^' *^« '^in pelting upT't

as an ar l??,f
'*^^* '^'"'"? ^ *^^ gutt^rsV

' mud-Shko
'

as an artist of our acquaintance used to call it. with kLasto of reprobation. Now. walk cannot we be wort
IS a pleasure in overcoming any obstacle ; mere actfonIS something

; imagination is iore ; and the spSTn nJof the blood, and vivacity of the meAtalendeavoir letwell upon ore another, aid gradually put youTrstatoof robust consciousness ^nd triumph Ev^rvt^mevo^set down your leg. you have a respect forT^ TheCbreHa is held m tie hand, like a roaring trophyWe are now reaching the country : the W and rain

staid, heavy. mdiflFerent. more coat than man?poS'
Zlts " No^?l"r\f^ '^* ^""^ reverend,TmrenseTv
useless. j\o; useless thev are not ; for the inmate.* ofthe houses think them otherwise, and in that ^aSia
wruS^^Olfa^^' Wedo.otpityth3tLhmT:s'
tL, •

,i^^^ *^^ °f*en cares little for regular sleep1 hey could not be sleeping perhaps, if they were ft

WTiat Sleep they get. is perhaps sweeter in the wSch-'
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^^f/I^L'*"'**!?'^^'' ."T^^* '
^"^ *W J'*^*^ a sense of im-portance, nd a claim on the persons mdoors, whichtogether with the amplitude oftheir coating and thepot^ession of the box itself, make them feel the asolveT

ha Zdnm -T^ *^ ,*^
' -omebody.' They arpe^u-'

hf.f^ °^*''*. • Tomkins is a cobbler as wdl as they •

' h.Jr"*^?u! "° n^>n»an. He cannot speak to

nJZ^ H°'5^* • "°' **'?
'
'^y °»»« «^«d in thflCing^

S e^^rm \nT*f°^/^* \^ *"^ gratitude from the ofd.

nAr 2t • ""^ *^e, drunken
; nor ' let gentlemen go '

;

nor 18 he a parish-man.' Ihe churchwardens don't«peak to him. If he put himself ever so much in° v>eway of the great plumber,' he would not say ' How do

l^'lt^
your^I^ \omkins ? '-'An ancient^and qufet

Td suTli •

^"'*' ^^
Y'^- ^ *^« *^^« «' Shakes,2are,

T Inf • '^ r^^- ^?^'^"*' ^''^^^^ ^e cannothelp

h-,: A- ?T^- '

^*'*"^® ^® ^" "o' ^elp it, if possible
;

ncludid teh*f- P'°°"«^^"J* o*» a" «ides.*hi8 owil

no^l» ,-n f°^<f»8 reason, he does not make too muchnoise m cmng the hour, nor is oflFensively parvicular iahis articulation. No man shall sleep the wSrse for hir^

shall L* ,t'"^''"'" °^ *^" ^^'•^ ' *^'-««' ^« «o^d
tenier^e '

'''' *'"*'' '^^ ^"'** *^'^''" °'"*^*' ^°°-

tkY^^
^'^ "

r^®.?
*''® *® befound even among m atchmen.Ihey are not all mere coat, and lump, and indifference.By the way. what do thr>y think of in general ? How

on. f?'/^""^
the monotony c^ their ruminations fromone to two, and fiom two to three, and -.^ on ? Are

fhKl?ni''P/''T^.*?.^*^'^^''®' ^^*^ **»« unofficial cobbler;

or uW^.i:^
""^^^

*^f^
"^^" ^^^« ^o'- dinner to-morrow

Ts thP hVii^^'^'"!u^^°"*fJ^
y^*^^"^ ^g*'

'
"'• *^«t their lot

to ttnt ? '*.u"
*^^ '^°-^*^ ^*" ^"«'P'd old people are ape

lome adinV^^
pleasure of grum&ing)

; or that it hLsome advantages nevertheless, besides fees and that

n/V^® "°^ '" ^^' ^^^"^ wife is ?

w^ I^ T*^""^'
"'' ?*^^'' v'^rietias among watchr en,

whoT.7^' f'^''^t ^"^ ^^^ * Dand/Wat<,hr.an^ho used to ply at the top of Oxford Street, next thepark. We called him the dandy, on account of his utter-
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ff,i't

t

m !

anco. He hal a mincing way with it, pronouncing the
a in the word ' past ' as it is in hnt,—mn.,ing n little pre-
paratory hem bt^fore he spoke, and then bringing out
niB Past t«n ' in a style of genteel indiflFertmce, as if,
upon the whole, he was of that opinion.

Another was the Metallic Watchman, who paced the
same street towards Hanover Square, and had a clang in
his Vi'ice like a trumpet. He was a voice and nothing
else

; but any '^-'Terence is something in a watchman.
A third, wno cried the hour in Bedford .Square, was

mnarkable in his calling for being abrupt and loud.
There was a fashion among his tribe just come up at
that time, of omitting the words ' Past ' and * o'clock,'
and crying only the number of the hour. I know not
whether a recollection I have of his performance one
night is entire matter of fact, or whether any subsequent
fancies of what might have taken place are mixed up
with It

; but my impression is, that as I was turning
the comer into the square with a friend, and was in the
midst of a discussion in which numbers were concerned,

^ we were suddenly startled, as if in solution of it, by a
brief and tremendous outcry of—One. This paragraph
ought to have been at the bottom of the poge, and the
word printed abruptly round the corner.
A fourth watchman was a very singular phenome^^on,

a Reading Watchman. He had a book, which he ad
by the light of his lantern ; and instead of a pleasant,
gave you a very uncomfortable idea of him. It seemed
cruel to pitch amidst so many discomforts and priva-
tions one who had imagination enough to wish to be
relievedfromthem. Nothing but a sluggish vacuity befits
a watchman.
But the oddest of all was the Sliding Watchman.

Thmk of walking up a street in the depth of a frosty
winter, with long ice in the gutters, and sleet over head,
and then figure to yourself a sort of bale of a man in
white, coming sliding towards you with a lantern in one
hand, and an umbrella over his head. It was the oddest
mixture of luxury and hardship, of juvenility and old
age ! But this looked agreeable. Animal spirits carry
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everything l«forc them; and our invincible
scfnu'd a watchman for Rabclai ,. Time wow i jn at
and hutt<'d hy him like a goat. The Mlido Hcemed to
bear him half through the night at (.nco ; he HJippod
from out of hiH box and hia common-placeH at one ruMh
of a merry thought, and wenied to wiy, ' Everything'sm imagination;—here goes the whole weight of mv
ofnoe. ^

But we approach our home. How still the trees '

How deliciously asleep the country ! How beautifully
grim and nocturnal this wootled avenue of ascent
against the cold whita sky ! The watchnv • and pa-
trols, which the careful citizens have planter, n abund-
ance within a mile of their doors, salute us with their
* good mornings ' ;—not so welcome as we pretend ; for
we ought not to be out so late ; and it is one of the as-
sumptions of these fatherly old fellows to remind us of
it. Some fowls, who have made a strange roost in a
tree, flutter as we pass them ;—another pull up the hill
unyielding

; a fev strides en a level ; and there is the
hght m the window, the eye of the warm soul of the
house,-—one's home. How particular, and yet how
universal, is that word ; and how su.ely does it deposit
every one for himself in his own nest J
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MY BOOKS
[Literary Examiner, July 5 and 12, 1823]

Sitting, last winter, among my books, and walled
round with all the comfort and protection which they
and my fii-eside could afford me ; to wit, a table of high-
piled books at my back, my writing-desk on one side of
me, some shelves on the other, and the feeling of the
warm fire at my feet ; I began to consider how I loved
the authors of those books : how I loved them, too, not
only for the imaginative pleasures they afforded me, but
for their making me love the very books themselves, and
dehght to be in contact with them. I looked sideways
at my Spenser, my Theocritus, and my Arabian Nights;
then above them atmy Italian poets ; then behind me at
my Dryden and Pope, my romances, and my Boccaccio;
then on my left side atmyChaucer, who layon a writing-
desk ; and thought how natural it was in Qharles]
L{amb] to give a kiss to an old folio, as I once saw him
do to Chapman's Homer. At the same time I wondered
how he could sit in that front room of his with nothing
but a few tmfeeling tables and chairs, or at best a few
engravings in trim frames, instead of putting a couple of
arm-chairs into the back-room with the books in it,

where there is but one window. Would I were there,
with both the chairs properly filled, and one or two more
besides !

' We had talk. Sir,'—the only talk capable
of making one forget the books.
Good God I I could cry like one of the Children in the

Wood to think how far I and mine are from home ; but
this would not be ' decent or manly '

; so I smile instead,
and am philosophical enough to make your heart ache.

iiW
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Besides, I shall love the country I am in more and more

p?esenl "''^ "''°"^' '"'' "^"^^ '' angerfme at

This is confessing great pain in the midst of mv books

iuZ'liXfr
' """ "" '"" •"^-'"' » «•- "'^^i;

No disparagement to tlie arms of SteJIa ; but in neither

PnlnJ' ^T f.r^'?" ''-^'y ^'^ «^»"ld not have aSenjoyment of the pleasure. ^
I entrench myself in my books equally against sorrowand th« weather. If the wind comestLE passaJII look about to see how I can fence it off by a^Sr

exposition of my movables
; if a melancholy thought

W3l sTak'of U^ ^"^'^"^ «'^^^« ** m/spenfer!wnenl speak of bemg m contact with mv books Imean it hterally. I like to lean my held aSnst themLiving m a southern climate, though Ta part suS:cient y northern to feel the winter. I was obiySduring
InS h«^?v:

'° ^^^ '°^? °^ *^« ^^^' 0"t of the stuX!
tS^*^.^"' ",P "^*'' ^^^ ^«PJ^°« in the sitting-roomwhich 18 the only room that has such a convfn^nc^I therefore walled myself in, as well as I could!Tthemanner above-mentioned. I took a walk eve^^day!

Sj}'A ^u-
°^TY '^^"' "^^ flies on a chimney-pi^e •

mv iw*?'' °^^^ tfiat I might so much themo^S;
S^aS* K^IT''^- .

^5^ fl^^ ^^ «- ^°^ fire instiad

nfl,ilJi ^"^^ imagined myself in the country. Ire-membered at the very worst, that one end of my native

mT "°\"^^?,^.the other than England is t^o Italy!While writing this article I am in my study againLike the rooms in all houses in this country which are

iTlo^r?''
''

L'
^^"^1°°^^ ^°d ornamented%n one sSeIt lo^ks towards a garden and the mountains ; on another

ftu™' ^l^'^^r ^""M^'
''^' What signifies alUhls ?I turn my back upon the sea ; I shut up even one of theBide windows looking upon the mountains, and retain no
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prospect but that of the trees. On the right and left ofme are book-shelves ; a bookcase is affectionately open
in front of me; and thus kindly enclosed with my books
and the green leaves, I write. If all this is too luxurious
and effemmate, of all luxuries it is the one that leaves
you the most strength. And this is to be said for
scholarship in general. It unfits a man for activity, for
his bodily part in the world ; but it often doubles both
tHe power and the sense of his mental duties ; and withmuch indignation against his body, and more against
those who tyrannize over the intellectual claims of man-
kind, the man of letters, like the magician of old, is
prepared to play the devil ' with the great men of this
world, in a style that astonishes both the sword and the
toga.

I do not like thi? fine large study. I like elegance.
1 like room to breathe in, and even walk about, when
1 want to breathe and walk about. I like a great library
next my study; but for the study itself, give me a
small snug place, almost entirely walled with books.
Ihere should be only one window in it, looking upon
trees, borne prefer a place with few, or no books at all
—nothing but a chair or a table, like Epictetus ; but I
should say that these were philosophers, not lovers of
books, if I did not recollect that Montaigne was both.He had a study m a round tower, walled as aforesaid.
It 18 true, one forgets one's books while writing—at
least they say so. For my part, I think I have them in
a sort of sidelong mind's eye ; like a second thoucht,
which 18 none—like a waterfall, or a whispering wind.

i dislike a grand library to study in. I mean an im-
mense apartment, with books all in Museum order,
especially wire-safed. I say nothing against the Mu-
seum Itself, or public libraries. They are capital places
to go to, but not to sit in ; and talking of this, I hate to
reaa m public, and in strange company. The jealous
silence

;
the dissatisfied looks of the messengers ; the

inability to help yourself ; the not knowing whether
you really ought to trouble the messengers, much less
the t^entleman m black, or brown, who is, perhaps, half



80 BOOKS AND BOOKMEN
a trustee

;
with a variety of other jarringa between

privacy and puhhcity, prevent one's settling heartily to
work. Tlioy say they manage these things better in
France

;
and 1 dare say they do ; but I think I should

feel still more distrait in France, in spite of the benovo-
Jence of the servitors, and the generous profusion of pen.
ink and paper. I should feel as if I were doing nothing
but interchanging amenities with polite writcre.A grand private library, which the master of the house
also makes his study, never looks to me like a real place
of books, much less of authorship. I cannot take kindly

^tlu u ,'''
^^''^''n'y n"<^ out of envy

; for three parte
of the books are generally trash, and I can seldom think
ot tlio l-est and the proprietor together. It reminds mo
of a hue gontleman, of a collector, of a patron, of Gil
iJJas and the Marquis of Marialva ; of anything but
genius and comfort. I have a particular hatred* of a
round table (not the Round Table, for that was a dinina
one) covered and irradiated with books, and never mot
with one in the house of a clever man but once. It is
the reverse of Montaigne's Round Tower. Instead of
bringing the books around you, they all seem turnine
another way, and eluding your hands.

Conscious of my propriety and comfort in these mat-
ters, 1 t^iki' an interest in the bookcases as well as the
books of my friends. I long to meddle, and dispose
them after my own notions. When they see this con-
fession, they will acknowledge the virtue I have prac
tised I believe I did mention his book-room to C. L.,
and I think he told me that he often sat there when
alone. It would be hard not to believe him. His librarv,
though not abounding in Greek or Latin (which are tho
only things to help some persons to an idea of literature),
18 anythmg but superficial. The depths of philosophy
and poetry are there, the innermost passages of thehuman heart. It has some Latin too. It haa also a
.handsome contempt for appearance. It looks like what
I ^^' *. «,f

®c*»on made at precious intervals from the
book-stalls ;—now a Chaucer at nine and twopence :now a Montaigne or a Sir Thomas Browne at two shil-

I i
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t"*^^'u?.°^ ^ Jeremy Taylor; a Spinoza; an old
English DramatiHt, Prior, and Sir Philip Sidney; and the
books are neat as imported.' The very perusal of the
backs 18 a discipline of humanity.' There Mr. Southey
takes his place again with an oW Radical friend : thereJeremy Collier is at peace with Dryden : there
the lion, Martin Luther, lies down with the Quaker
Jamb, Sewell: there Guzman d'Alfarache thinks him-
self fit company for Sir Charles Grandison, and has his
claims 8dmitt«d. Even the ' high fantastical ' Duchess
of Newcastle, with her laurel on her head, is receivi^i
with grave honours, and not the less for declinintr to
trouble herself with the constitutions of her maids.
Ihere is an approach to this in the library of W. C, who
also includes Italian among his humanities. W[illiam]
«[azlitt], 1 believe, has no books, except mine ; but ho
has Shakespeare and Rousseau by heart. [Vincent]
N[ovello], who though not a bookman by profession, is
fond of those who are, and who loves his volnme enough
to read it across the fields, has his library in the common
sitting-room, which is hospitable. H. R.'s ^ books are
all too modern and finely bound, which however is not
his fault, for they were left him by will,-not the most
kindly act of the testator. Suppose a man were to be-
queath us a great japan chest three feet by four, with an
injunction that it was always to stand on the tea-table.
J reniember borrowing a book of H. R. which, having
Jest, 1 replaced with a copy equally well bound. I am
not sure I should have been in such haste, even to re-
turn the book, had it been a common-looking volume

;but the splendour of the loss dazzled me into this osten-
tatious piece of propriety. I set about restoring it as if
I had diminished his fortunes, and waived the privilege
a friend has to use a man's things as his own. I may
venture upon this ultra-liberal theory, not only because
candour compels me to say that I hold it to a greater
extent, with Montaigne, but because I have been a meek

r. u ?®°^X
^obi"^""' the treasurer of Covent Garden

Iheatre (A. Symons, p. 313).

1^. HUNT Q
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son in the family of book-losers. I may affirm, upon a
moderate calculation, that I have lent and lost in my
time (and I am eight-and-thirty), half-a-dozen decent-
sized libraries,—I mean books enough to fill so many
ordinary bookcases. I have never complained ; and
self-love, as well as gratitude, makes me love those who
do not complain of me.

But, like other patient people, I am inclined to burst
out now that I grow less strong,—now that writing puts
a hectic to my cheek. Publicity is nothing nowadays
* between friends.' There is R., not H. R., who in re-

turn for breaking my set of English Poets, makes a point
of forgetting me, whenever he has poets in his eye ;

which is carrying his conscience too far. But W[illiam]
H[azlitt] treated me worse ; for not content with losing
other of said EngHsh Poets, together with my Philip
Sidney;(all in one volume) and divers pieces of Bacon
he vows I never lent them to him ; which is ' the un
kindest cut of t.jl.' This comes of being magnanimous
It i^ a poor thing after all to be ' pushed from a level con
sidcration ' of one's superiority in matters of provoca
tion. But W[illiam] H[az]itt] is not angry on this oc
casion though he is forgetful ; and in spite of his ofifences

against me and mine (not to be done away with by his

good word at intervals), I pardon the irritable patriot
and metaphysician, who would give his last penny to an
acquaintance, and his last pulse to the good of mankind.
Why did he fire up at an idle word from one of the few
men who thought as dc ^ply as himself, and who ' d'od
daily ' in the same awful uause ? But I forgive him,
because he forgave him, and yet I know not if I can do it

for that very reason.

Come, my best friends, my books, and lead me on

:

'Tis time that I were gone.

I own I borrow books with as much facility as I lend.

I cannot see a work that interests me on another person's
shelf, without a wish to carry it off : but, I repeat, that
I have been much more siraed against than sinning in

the article of non-return ; and am scrupulous in the
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article of intention. I never had a felonious intent upon
a book but once

; and then I shall only say, it was under
circumstances so peculiar, that Icannot butlook upon the
conscience that induced me to restore it, as having sacri-
ficed the spmt of its very self to the letter ; and I havea grudge against it accordingly. Some people are un-wilhng to lend t* .ir books. I have a Special grudge
against them, particularly those who accompany their
unwilhngness with uneasy professions to the contrary,
and Miiles hke Sir Fretful Plagiary. The friend who
helped to spoil my notions of property, or rather to makethem too good for the world *as it goes.' taught me also
to undervalue mv squeamishness in refusing to avail
myself of the books of these gentlemen. He sLwed mehow It waa doing good to all parties to put an ordinary
face on the matter ; though I know his own blushed nota attle sometimes m doing it, even when the good to bedone was for another. (Dear S[helley], in all thy ac
tions, small as well as great, how sure m^s the beauty
of thy spint to break forth.) I feel, in truth, that evenwhen anger mclines me to exercise this privilege of
philosophy. It is more out of revenge than contempt.
1 fear that m allowmg myself to borrow books. I some-
times make extremes meet in a very sinful manner, anddo It out of a refined revenge. It is like eating a miser's
beef at him.

I yield to none in my love of bookstall urbanity. Ihave spent as happy moments over the stalls (until thewoman looked out) as any literary apprentice boy who
ought to be moving onwards. But I confess my weak-
ness m hkmg to see some of my favourite piu-chases
neatly bound The books I like to have about me most
are, bpenser, Chaucer, the minor poems of Milton, the
Arabian Ntght8,Theocntvis, Ariosto, and such old good-
natured speculations as Plutarch's Morals. For most
ot these I hke a plain good old binding, never mind how
Old, provided it wears well ; but my Arabian Nightsmay be bound m as fine and flowery a style as possible,and 1 should love an engraving to every dozen pages.
Book-pnnts of all sorts, bad and good, take with me as

g2

W
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much as when I was a child : and I think some books,
such as Prior's Poems, ought always to have portraita
of the authors. Prior's airy face with his cap on, is
like having his company. From early association, no
edition of Milton pleases me so much, as that in which
there are pictures of the Devil with brute e; -s, dressed
like a Roman General : nor of Bunyan, as the on* n-
taining the print of the Valley of the Shadow of Death,
with the Devil whispering in Christian's ear, or old Pope
by the wayside, and

J

Vanity Fair,
With the Pilgrims suffering there.

I delight in the recollection of the puzzle I used to have
with the frontispiece of the Talt of a Tub, of my real
horror at the sight of that crawling old man representing
Avarice, at the beginning of Enfield'a Speaker, the Look-
ing Glass, or some such book ; and even of the careless
schoolboy hats, and the prim stomachers and cottage
bonnets, of such golden-age antiquities as the Village
School. The oldest and most worn-out woodcut, repre-
senting King Pippin, Goody Two Shoes, or the grim
Soldan, sitting with three staring blots for his eyes and
mouth, his sceptre in one hand, and his other five fingers
raised and spread in admiration at the feats of the
Gallant London Prentice, cannot excite in me a feeling
of ingratitude. Cooke's edition of the British Poets and
Novelists came out when I was at school : for which
reason I never could put up with Suttaby's or Walker's
pubhcations, except in the case of such works as the
Fairy Tales, which Mr. Cooke did not publish. Besides,
they are too cramped, thick, and mercenary ; and the
pictures are all frontispieces. They do not come in at
the proper places. Cooke realized the old woman's]
beau ideal of a prayer-book,—' A little book, with a
great deal of matter, and a large tj^jc ' :—for the type
was really largo for so small a volume. Shall I ever
forget his Collins and his Gray, books at once so * su-
perbly ornamented ' and so inconceivably cheap ? Six-
pence could procure much before ; but never could it
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prooure so much as then, or was at once so much re-
spected, and so little cared for. His artist Kirk was t>ie
best artist, except Stothard, that ever designed for
periodical works ; and I will venture to add (if his name
nghtly announces his country) the best artist Scotland
ever produced, except Wilkie, but he unfortunately had
not enough of his country in him to keep him from dying
voung. His designs for Milton and the Arabian Nights
his female extricated from the water in the Tales of the
Genu, and his old hag issuing out of the chest of the
Merchant \badah in the same book, are before me now.
as vividly \a they were then. He possessed elegance
and the sense of beauty in no ordinary degree ; though
they sometimes played a trick or so of foppery. I shall
never forget the gratitude with which I received an odd
number of Akenside, value sixpence, one of the set of
that poet, which a boarder distributed among three or
four of us, 'with his mother's compliments.' The
presentmighthave been more lavish,but I hardlythought
of that. J remember my number. It was the one in
vrtuch there is a picture of the poet on a sofa, with
Cupid coming to him, and the words underneath.
Tempt me no more, insidious Love !

' The picture and
the number appeared to me equally divine. I cannot
help thmking to this day, that it is right and natural in
a gentleman to sit in a stage dress, on that particular
kind cf sofa, though on no other, with that exclusive
hat and feathers on his head, telling Cupid to begone
with a tragedy air. Cowley says that even when he was
a very young boy at school, instead of his running

about on holidays, and playing with his fellows, he was
wont to steal from them and walk into the fields, either
alone with a book, or with some one companion, if he
could find one of the same temper.' When I was at
school, J had no fields to run into, or I should certainly
have gene there ; and I must own to having played
a great deal ; but then I drew my sports as much as
possible out of books, playing at Trojan wars, chival-
rous encounters with coal-staves, a. .J even at religious
mysteries. When I was not at these games, I was either

!|
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1-0.

other, or ^S mySZ ftIT •
""^ ^'^ **^«

to realize all the romantic ««• ^'"/"»ce been my fate
that time, and justTl had^^lK""

I had of a friend at
countnr, to haie h.^ to^

embraced hjm in a distant

sprink^themitcWu^o/^'" ""*•
,
^" '^ " ^hat

tears, and that must obt^Lrn^^^^^'^l**^?""
"o^ ^'th

a style miusuallv cheou?»^ i ^^^^^ P*'"^'^" ^or
was a greater lover ofXo^^^ No man
be seen, unless attending to othTr^^' 5^T '''"^^y *°
out a volume of swneTorf .«. T^^K^, *^'^^"' ^th-
the Gre,k trlgedTans! &*^SL' w^^**° S""

°^* «'
the real spirit of his scentini-JTiL^ ^^2 understand
one of his compam-on?w^T^^ ^iu^''^ ^ ^^^^ ^^^^
the beauty of some of ite inn. ^^^-^ He valued it for
others, and the eurLft^^f al?^?l?n' 'k .?^ i^^y ^^
of Solomon he thSt ton ;?i •

^°"«^ *?^ philosophy
teneies of otC^tlmc£S^Z"^\'^1 '^^ ^^°^'«-
was the book of Tnh ^tC? T' P" favour te part
tragedies LpScStund-^°"«^* f^ grandest
it

;
and I will ffl^'^Wv thitTh ^^^5^ "I^°m that tragedy with Rt.??''^°i*^°"^**^a^e sat

thought worT/orthe onSrEe^^.^"?^*'^ °^

iS^. a^dTos^rirS^^^^^^^^
more ?hhtra fitter oS:;;;?'^^^'""-^-^^ «"*

tage'cri^TrriinranT'-^"^^ P^*^^' *hat an advan-
M? Sbelley7kS^'^„ar3 fTI^^K '^^k?^'"''^

^«« ^^^^en Sf
as having onrS^hE at th^.^'*''^*" "P^^««"* him
Nothmg was more Drobahl^ !i ^l"^^

^^ ''^^ drowned,
book in his nocS ?h^

''^^'^ ^'^^ »* ^« true that he had a
the authoi oUhis arUcle Z;^^^^^ ** **»« request of
the volume of JfrS'JT^^^^^ ^^^. h'™' ^^^ ** was
of which he was a grfaTadrSrer

''
H??''^'"«

^^^^'•»''"'
when I went awav and know n„ V t

^'^"owed it of me
th.t h. would not^iet^e^^^S^rhe'ri-d

'itlS!'
''"'



MY BOOKS 87

I love an author the more for having been himself a
lover of booka. The idea of an ancient library perplexes
our sympathy by its map-'ike volumes, rolled upon
cylinders. Our imagination cannot take kindly to a
yard of wit, or to thirty inches of moral obaervrtion,
rolled out like linen in a draper's shop. But we con-
ceive of Plato as a lover of books ; of Aristotle cer-
tamly

; of Plutarch, Pliny, Horace, Julian, and Marcus
Am^hus. Virgil, too, must have been one ; and, after
a fashion, Mai-tial. May I confess, that the passage
which I recollect with the greatest pleasure in Cicero,
18 where he says that books delight us at home, and are
fw tmpedtmerU abroad ; travel with us, ruralize with us
His period is rounded oflf to some purpose : ' Ddectant
domt, rum impedtant foris ; peregr:nantur rusticarUur.'
1 am so much of this opinion, that 1 do not care to be
anywhere without having a book or books at hand, and
like Dr. Orkbome, in the nov j1 of CamUla, stuffthe coach
or post-chaise with them whenever I travel. As books,
however, become ancient, the love of them becomes
more unequivocal and conspicuous. The ancii nts had
little of what we call learning. They made it. They
were ako no very eminent buyers of books—they made
books for posterity. It is true, that it is not at all ne-
c^sary to love many books, in order to love them much.
The scholar, in Chaucer, who would rather have

At his beddes head
A twenty bokes, clothed, in black and red.
Of Aristotle and his philosophy.
Than robes rich, or fiddle, or psaltry

—

doubtless beat all our modem collectors in his passion
for reading

; but books must at least exist, and have
acquired an eminence, before their lovers can make
themselves known. There must be a possession, also,
to perfect the communion ; and the mere contact is
much, even when our mistress speaks an unknown lan-
guage. Dante puts Homer, the great ancient, in his
£Iyp'"m, upon trust; but a few years afterwards,
Homtr, the book, made ita appearance in Italy, and

•i -. I !J
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Potraroh, in » transport, put it upon Y k booluhelvMwhere he adored it. lilce * the unkn^, Uod ' PeiJi^h

ooffii'^ ^J^' ««* °' '^« Bibliom;;Si»;.°^;or he^aJ^S

does not often happen. He copied out, with his own
Ern^*;:^' 'J^

«»n»«?ript.'he rescueTfrom t,^and then produced others for time to reverence Withhis he«i upon a book he died. Be ooacdrhS friend

most tiresome works he wrote (foPhe did woesome

^ teS;i« .f"™ "*l'r* ^**^** resuiiitation of^rJ^^i'
2; ^?r' It

™"^* *'.*''*' *^" »»*»»! to a man of geniua

K eithlTT^f
*°

^"'T
-^'"P'^t"'* id«» of a lover ofDooks, either m these dark ages, as they are called,

(Cui cieco a torto il cieco volgo appella—

)

waids*^%fCr?-^*^*?' ^^*'^«' "' «' » «"fe after,wards, in both times the portrait comes out hv 7u^
force of contrast. In the tirslj I iZ^^""^ Jf>^warfare and energv, with solitary rebate, hi^ich Somonk or th. hoodfed scholar walks forth to mStehis precious volume under his arm. InTeoJhS IhJvea^tnumphant xample of the power of books and wit tocontest the victory with senswl pleasure .—Roch^ter

JntJr'!PJr*^.°^^^P^«'- ItwasavictoStWm books to beguile even the old French oftS egotism*

r 5*J?'i *^ «^*^ i* ^**^ them. CurfnevS ore'tendedtodoasmuch. AndhereisthediSUTJw^;
InW ir *^' °': ^^'^^'^ *«y *^o *««8 in whichSs
n^uJ^X^'^'^'^T^' ^ ^« one. books areTovK!cause they are the records of nature and her ene^Ifs-^the otfler, because they are the records of tho^ rec(^rf?or evidences of the importance of the indivWuS. Ind
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proofa of our descent in the new and imperishable aristo-
cracy. This is the reason why rank (with few excep-
tions) 18 sojealous of literature, and loves to appropriate
or withhold the honours of it, as if they were so many
toys and nbbons, like its own. It has an instinct that
tfte two pretensions are incoinpatible. When Mon-taame a real lover of books) affected the order of St.
Jtioliael, and pleased himself with possessing that fuiri-
tive httle piece of importance, he did it because he woiSdpwtend to be abovenothing thathe really felt, or thatwas
15^J?*" *" general

;
but at the same time he vindi-

cated his natural superiority over this weakness by
iwaismg and loving all higher and lasting things, and by
?k *"!* J

best glory in doing homage to the geniuses
that had gone before him. He did not endeavour totnmk that an immortal renown was a fashion, like that
of the cut of h. scarf ; or that by undervaluing the one,
ne should go shming down to posterity in^e other,
perpetual lord of Montaigne and of the ascendant.
IJere is a period of modem times, at which the love of

booka appears to have been of a more decided nature
than at eittier of these—I mean the age just before and
after the Reformation, or rather all that period when
book-wntrng^'was confined to the learned languages.
Erasmus is the god of it. Bacon, a mighty book-man,
saw, among his other sights, the great advantage of
loosening the vernacular tongue, and wrote bothlatin
and JLnghsh. I allow this it the greatest closeted aire
of books

; of old scholars sitting in dusty studies .of
Heaps of illustrious obscure,' rendering themselves
more illustrious and more obscure by retreating from
the thorny queaches ' of Butch and German namesmto the vacant interlunar caves' of appellations
latini^ or translated. I think I see all their volumes
now, filling the shelves of a dozen German convents,
ihe authors are bearded men, sitting in old woodcuts,m caps and gowns, and their books are dedicated topnnces and statesmen, as illustrious as themselves. My
old fnend Wierus, who wrote a thick book, De Praestigits
Vaemonum, was one of them, and had a fancy worthy

tr
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of his sedentary stomach. I will confess, once for all,
that I have a liking for them all. It is my hnk with the
bibliomaniacs, whom I admit into our relationship, be-
cause my love is large, and my family pride nothing.
But still I take my idea of books read with a gusto, of
companions for bed and board, from the two ages before-
mentioned. The other is of too book-worm a description.
There must be both a judgement and a fervour ; a dis-
crimination and a boyish eagerness ; and (with all due
humility) something of a point of contact between au-
f\oTS worth reading and the reader. How can I take
Juvenal into the fields, or Valcarenghius De Aortae
Aneurismate to bed with me ? How could I expect to
walk before the face of nature with the one ; to tire my
elbow properly with the other, before I put out mv
candle, and turn round deliciously on the right side*^?
Or how could I stick up Coke upon Littleton against
something on the dinner-table, and be divided between
a fresh paragraph and a mouthful of salad ?

I take our four great English poets to have all been
fond of reading. Milton and Chaucer proclaim them-
selves for hard sitters at books. Spenser's reading is
evident by his learning ; and if there were nothing else
to show for it in Shakespeare, his retiring to his native
tc yn, long before old age, would be a proof of it. It is
impossible for a man to live in solitude without such
assistance, unless he is a metaphysician or mathema-
tician, or the dullest of mankind ; and any coimtry
town would be sohtude to Shakespeare, after the bustle
of a metropolis and a theatre. Doubtless he divided
his time between his books, and his bowling-green, and
his daughter Susanna. It is pretty certain, also, that
he planted, and rode on horseback ; and there is evi-
dence of all sorts to make it clear that he must have
occasionally joked with the blacksmith, and stood god-
father for his neighbours' children. Chaucer's account
of himself must be quoted, for the delight and sympathy
of all true readers :

—

As for me, though that I can but lite.

On book^s for to rede I me delite.
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And to hem yeve I faith and full cr. /ence,
And in mine herte have hem in reverence
So hertely, that there is gam^ none,
That fro my bookes maketh me to gone,
But it is seldome on the holy daie

;

Save certainly whan that the month of May
Is comen, and that I hear the foules sing.
And that the floures ginnen for to spring.
Farewell my booke and my devocion.

The Legend of Good Women.

And again, in the second book of his House of Fame,
where the eagle addresses him :

—

Tliou wilt mako
At night full oft thine head to ake.
And in thy study as thou writest.
And evermore of Love enditest,
In honour of him and his praisings.
And in his folk^s furtherings.
And in his matter all devisest.
And not him ne his folke despisest,
Although thou mayst go in the daunso
Of hem, that him list not advance

;

Therefore as I said, ywis,
Jupiter considreth well this.

And also, beausire, of other things ;

That is, thou hast no tidings
Of Loves folke, if they be glade*,

Ne of nothing else that God made.
And not only fro ferrt coimtree.
But no tidings commen to thee.
Not of thy very neighbouris.
That dwellen almost at thy dores ;

Thou hearest neither that ne this.

For whan thy labour all done is.

And hast made all thy rekenings ',

Instead of rest and of new things,

* Chaucer at ihis time had an office under the govern-
ment.
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Thou goest home to thine house anone,
And aJl so dombe as anie stone.
Thou sittest at another booke.
Till fully dazed is thy looke.

After I think of the bookishness of Chaucer and Mil-
ton, I always make a great leap to Prior and Fenton.
Prior was first noticed, when a boy, by Lord Dorset,
sittmg m his uncle's tavern, and reading Horace. He
describes himself, years after, when Secretary of Em-
bassy at the Hague, as taking the same author with himm the baturday's chaise, in which ho and his mistress
used to escape from town cares into the country, to
the admu-ation of Dutch beholders. Fenton was
a martyr to contented scholarship (including a sirloin
and a bottle of wine), and died among his books, of in-
activity. He rose late,' sayn Johnson, ' and when ho
Had nsen, sat down to his books and papers.' A woman
that once waited on him in a lodging, told him, as she
said, that he would ' lie a-bed and be fed with a spoon.*
lie must have had an enviable liver, if he was happy,

u™*??,
°^*^ ^^^ ^y conscience would let me), that I

should like to lead, half the year, just such a life (woman
mcluded, though not that woman), the other half being
passed m the fields and woods, with a cottage just big
enough to hold us. Dacier and his wife had a pleasant
time of It; both fond of books, both scholars, both
amiable, both wrapt up in the ancient world, and help,mg one another at their tasks. If they were not happy,
matrimony ^vould be a rule even without an exception.
Pope does not strike me .s being a book-man ; he was
cunous rather than enthusiastic ; more nice than wise ;he dabbled in modem Latin poetry, which is a bad symp-
torn. Swift was decidedly a reader ; the Tcde of a Tub,
in Its fashion as well as substance, is the work of a scho-
lar y wit

; the BatUe of the Books is the fancy of a lover
of iibranes. Addison and Steele were too much givenup to Button's and the town. Periodical writing,
though its demands seem otherwise, is ©ot favourable
to reading

; it becomes too much a matter of business.
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and will either be attended to at the expense of the
writer's books, or books, the very admonishers of his
industry, will make him idle. Besides, a periodical
work, to be suitable to its character, and warrant its

regular recurrence, must involve something of a gossip-
ing nature, and proceed upon experiences familiar to the
existing community, or at least likely to be received by
them in consequence of some previous tinge of inclina-
tion. You do not pay weekly visits to your friends to
lecture them, whatever good you may ao their minds.
There will be something compulsory in reading theRam-
blers, as there is in going t church. Addison and Steele
undertook to regulate the minor morals of society, and
effected a woi-ld of good, with which scholarehip had
little to do. ray was a book-man ; he wished to be
always lying on sofas, reading ' eternal new novels of
Crebillon and Marivaux.' This is a true hand. The
elaborate and scientific look of the rest of his reading
was owing to the necessityof employing himself : he had
not health and spirits for the literary voluptuousness
he desired. Collins, for the same reason, could not em-
ploy himself ; he was obliged to dream over Arabian
tales, to let the light of the supernatural world half in
upon his ej^es. ' He loved,' as Johnson says (in that
strain of music, inspired by tenderness), 'fairies, genii,
giants, and monsters ; he delighted to rove through the
meanders of enchantment, to gaze on the magnificence
of golden palaces, to repose by the waterfalls of Elysian
gardens.' If Collins had had a better constitution, I do
not believe that he would have written his projected
work upon the Restoration of Literature, fit as he was
by scholarship for the task, but he would have been the
greatest poet "ince the days of Milton. If his friend
Thomas Warton had had a little more of his delicacy of
organization, the love of books would almost have
made him a poet. His edition of the minor poems of
Milton is a wilderness of sweets. It is the only one in
which a true lover of the original can pardon an exuber-
ance of annotation ; though I confess I am inclined
enough to pardon any notes that resemble it, however
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numerous The ' builded rhyme ' stands at the top ofthe page, hke a fair edifice with all sorts of flowers and

^rl^i It
*' '^

^u
°*- 7^^ y^'^g P°«<> «ves there,

served by the nymphs and fauns.

Hinc atque hinc glomerantur Oreades.

Hue ades, o formose puer: tibi hlia plenis
Jjcce ferunt Nymphae calathis : tibi Candida Nais.
rallentes violas et summa papavera carpens,
Narcissum et florem jungit bene olentis anethi.

„n^°2^ *^®^^^ r'?"^ I ™"^* '^o* ^°^«e* ^n JonsonandDoAne. Cowley has been ah^ady mentioned. His
boyish love of books, like all the other inclinations of his
early life, stuck to him to the last ; which is the greatest
reward of virtue. I would mention izaak Walton, if Ihad not a grudge against him. His brother fishermen,
the divmes, were also great fishers of books. I havea grudge against them and their divinity. They talkedmuch of the devil and divine right, and yet forgot what
bhakespeare says of the devil's friend Nero, that he is

^
an angler in the lake of darkness.' Selden was called
the walking hbrary of our nation.' It is not the

pleasantest idea of him ; but the libraryincludedpoetry

JJ'l'^'^^i.'^^" ^ heraldry and the Jewish doctoi^His
Table Taik IB equally pithy and pleasant, and truly
worthy of the name, for it implies other speakers. In-deed It was actually what it is called, and treasured upby bia friends. Selden wrote complimentary verses to
his friends the poets, and a commentary on Drayton's
i^olifolbton. Drayton was himself a reader, addicted to
all the luxuries of scholarship. Chapman sat among

altitud°
^" astrologer among his spheres and

How pleasant it is to reflect, that all these lovers of
books have themselves become books ! What better
metamorphosis could Pythagoras have desired ! HowOvid and Horace exulted in anticipating theirs ! Andhow the world have justified their exultation ! They
bad a right to triumph over brass and marble . It is the



MY BOOKS 95

only visible change which changes no farther ; which
generates and yet is not destroyed. Consider : mines
themselves are exhausted ; cities perish ; kingdoms are
swept away, and man weeps with indignation to think
that his own body is not immortal.

Muoiono le citt^, muoiono i regni,
E r uom d' esser mortal par che si sdegni.

Yet this little body of thought, that lies before me in
the shape of a book, has existed thousands of years, nor
since the invention of the press can anything short of an
universal convulsion of nature abolish it. To a shape
like this, so small yet so comprehensive, so slight yet so
lasting, sv 'nsignificant yet so venerable, turns the
mighty activity of Homer, and so turning, is enabled to
live and warm us for ever. To a shape like this turns
the placid sage of Academus : to a shape like this the
grandeur of Milton, the exuberance of Spenser, the pun-
gent elegance of Pope, and the volatility of Prior. In
one small room, like the compressed spirits of Milton,
can be gathered together

The assembled souls of all that men held wise.

May I hope to become the meanest of these existences?
This is a question which ever author who is a lover of
books, asks himself some time in his life; and which
must be pardoned, because it cannot be helped. I know
not. I cannot exclaim with the poet,

Oh that my name were number'd among theirs.
Then gladly would I end my mortal days.

For my mortal da3rs, few and feeble as the rest of them
may be, are of consequence to others. But I should like
to remain visible in this shape. The little of myself that
pleases myself, I could wish to be accounted worth
pleasing others. I should like to survive so, wer^^ it only
for the sake of those who love me in private, knowing as
I do what a treasure is the possession of a friend's mind,
when he is no more. At all events, nothing while I live
and think, can deprive me o' ^y value for such trea-
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sures. I can help the appreciation of them while I last,
and love them till I die ; and perhaps, if fortune turns
her face once more in kindness upon me before I go, Imay chance, some quiet day, to lay my overbeating
tempies on a book, and so have the death I most envy.

r iIf
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THE WORLD OF BOOKS
[TaWs Magazine, 1833]

,
To the Editor of Tait'a Magazine.

Sir,—
To write in your Magazine makes me feel as if I, at

length, had the pleasure of being personally in Scotland,
a gratification which I have not yet enjoyed in any other
way. I dive into my channel of communication, like
another Alpheus, and reappear in the shop of Mr. Tait

;

not pursuing, I trust, anything fugitive, but behavmg
very unlike a rive -god, and helping to bring forth an
Edinburgh periodical.

Nor will you, sir, who enter so much into the interests
of your fellow creatures, and know so well of what their
faculties are capable, look upon this kind of presence as
a thing so purely unreal as it might be supposed. Our
strongest proofs of the existence of anything amounts
but to a proportionate belief to that effect ; and it would
puzzle a wise man, though not a fool, to prove to him-
self that I was not, in some spiritual measure, in any
place where I chose to pitoh my imagination. I notice
this metaphysical subtlety merely, in the first place, to
baulk your frieud the Pechler, should he think it a set-
tled thing that a man cannot be in two places at once
(which would be a very green assumption of his) ; and
secondly, the better to impress a conviction which I
have,—that I know Scotland very well, and have been
there many times.

^
Whether we go to another country on these occasions,m the manner of a thing spiritual, our souls being pitched
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out of ourselves like rockets or meteors ; or whether the
country comes to us, and our large souls are inhabited
by it for the time being, upon the principle of the greater
including the less,—the mind of man being a far more
capacious thing than any set of square miles,—I shall
leave the curious to determine ; but if I am not intimate
with the very best parts of Scotland, and have not seen
them a thousand times, then do I knownothing of Bums,
or Allan Ramsay, or Walter Scott, or Smollett, or Os-
sian, or James the First or Fifth, or snoods, or cocker-
nonies, or gloamin', or birks and burnies, or plaids,
bonnets, and phillabegsi, or John Knox, or Queen Mary,
or the Canongate, or the Calton Hill, or Hume and
Robertson, or Tweedside, or a haggis, or cakes, or
heather, or reels and strathspeys, or Glengarry, or all
the clans, or Auld Robin Gray, or a mist, or rappee, or
second sight, or the kirk, or the cutty-stool, or golf
and hurhng, or the Border, or Bruce and Wallace, or
bagpipes, or bonnie lasses.

' A lover's plaid and a bed of heath,' says the right
poetical Allan Cunningham, ' are favourite topics with
the northern muse. When the heather is in bloom, it is
worthy of becoming the couch of beauty. A sea of
brown blossom, undulating as far as the eye can reach, and
swarming with wild bees, is a fine sight: Sir, I have seen
it a million times, though I never set eyes on it.

Who that has ever read it, is not put into visual pos-
session of the following scene in the Oentte Shepherd ?—
A flowrie howm between twa verdant braes.
Where lasses used to wash and spread their claes ;A trotting burnie, wimpling through the ground.
Its channel pebbles shining smooth and round ;

Here view twa barefoot beauties, clean and clear.

Or this?—

The open field.—A cottage in a glen ;

An auld wife spinning at the sunny en'.

Or this other, a perfect domestic picture?

—

While Peggy laces up her bosom fair,
Wi' a blue snood Jenny binds up her hair

;

L. HUNT H
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! il

08 BOOKS AND BOOKMEN
Glaud by a morning ingle takes a beek.
lUe rising sun shines motty through the reek

:

A pipe his mouth, the lasses please his een.And now and then a joke maun intervene.

lia^itl^"^
"^^ inhabit is divisible into two worlds ; one

tS/lT **"«'^^^'
"""^Z^' ™°^ ''"^^ than the othi!

toh ' A mi f f\*f'
""^^ ^ *" geographically set

rn^„;.. ^fJ ^®*^"' conversant with poetry andromance^^might draw out a very curious map. in which

to'f'hrH^? t^^?. *^°"'^ ^ aelineated and Sed up,

r„ihH? n'^p- f *F «^°Hi,"^ ^*^«"' ^ t'uiy ^ that ?n

wSh 2 .?f
^i^'^^^ton To give a specimen; and beg nwith Scotland,-Scotland would not be the mere S"

sucb and such a population. Who (except a ^triot orcosmoDohte) cares for the miles orVhe men.Kows
whth h!^

^""1'
'IV

^^y ^^^ «^ consciousnessS
How i?'^' ^^^ ^^ never-dying population of books?How many generations of men have passed awav and

m^iaTlL^ -^r^'"^
«^ Dumfries,Tnd noHi 'hemyriads be as mteresting to us as a singleBums? What

laiJ^ToiS^Tll'^^"' °' «^*" ^^^' knorwhS:r
lairds lords, or ladies, m comparison with the inspiredploughman? But we know of the bards and th^lass^sand the places which he has recorded irson^ we know

t:iZS' 'T^-o'ShanterVexploit; ^Swthe pLtoral landscapes above quoted, and the scenes immor-
Jn^^l'^K^^^'^'

^"°" *"^ t^« °W ballads
; and,Tw

£^ 'J^n'.^^'^^P °^ ^"^^^'^^d ^°"W present us^Sithe most prominent of these. We should have theBorder, with ite banditti, towns, and wooS^ Tweldside

JS A^d'i^l^^^' 'Edina/otherwisecalledEdL^th

^S? ^S^il^'
°'' the town of Hume, Robertson and

nt'! ' Woodhouselee, and other classical and haunted

^Jl^ ?u
^*'y ^''*y

5 the farm-houses of Bums's
teS '

^^? ^^'^^^^ «>^ ^« ioves and sorrows • theW of
01dMortaUty/ofthe'GentleShephe5,':^doro£nJ
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The Highland*, and the great blue billowy domains of
heather, would be distinctly marked out, in their most
poetical regions ; and we should have the tracks of Ben
Jonson to Hawthomden, of ' Rob Roy ' to his hiding-
places, and of ' Jeanie Deans ' towards England. Ab-
botsford, be sure, would not be left out ; nor the house
of the Antiquary '—ahnost as real a man as his author.
Aor IS this all : for we should have older Scotland, the
Scotland of James the First, and of 'Peeblis at the Play

'

and Gawin Douglas, and Bruce, and Wallace ; we
should have older Scotland still, the Scotland of Ariosto,
with his tale of ' Ginevra,' and the new 'Andromeda,'
dehvered from the sea-monster at the Isle of Ebuda
(the Hebrides)

; and there would be the residence of the
famous Launcelot of the Lake,' at Berwick, called the
doyeuse Garde, and other ancient sites of chivalry and
romance

;
nor should the nightingale be left out in

trmevra s bower, for Ariosto has put it there, and
there, accordingly, it is and has been heard, let omith-
ology say what it will ; for what ornithologist knows
so much of the nightingale as a poet? We would have
an inscription put on the spot—' Here the nightingale
smgs, contrary to what has been affirmed by White and
others.

This is the Scotland of books, and a beautiful place it
is. I will venture to affirm. Sir, even to yourself, that
it IS a more beautiful place than the other Scotland,
always excepting to an exile or a lover ; for the former
18 piqued to prefer what he must not touch ; and, to the
Jatter, no spot is so charming as the ugliest place that
contains his beauty. Not that Scotland has not many
places hterally as well as poetically beautiful : I know
that weU enough. But you see that young man there,
turnmgdown the corner of theduUest spot inEdinburgh
with a dead wall over against it, and delight in his eyes?He sees No. 4, the house where the girl Uves he is in love
with. Now what that place is to him, aU places are, in
their proportion, to the lover of books, for he has beheld
them by the light of imagination and sympathy.
China, sir, is a very unknown place to us,—in one

h2

iih
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sense of the word unknown ; but who is not intimato
with It a^ the land of tea, and china, and ko-tou?. and
pagodas, and mandarins, and Confucius, and conical
caps, and people with little names, little eyes, and little
feot, who sit in little bowers, drinking little cups of tea.
and writmg little odes? The Jesuits, and the teacups
and the novel of Ju-Kiao-Li, have made us well ac-
quainted with it ; better, a great deal, than miLions of
Its inha.bitant8 are acquainted—fellows who think it in
the middle of the world, and know nothing of them-
selves. With one China they are totally unacquainted,
to wit, the great China of the poet and old travellers
Cathay, seat of Cathian Can,^ the country of which
Anosto s AngeUca ' was princess-royal ; yes, she was
a Chinese, the fairest of her sex, Angelica.' It shows
that the ladies in that country must have greatly de-
generated, foi v, jg impossible to conceive that Ariosto,
und Oriando, .nd Rinaldo, and King Sacripant, who
was a Circassian, could have been in love with her for
aaving eyes and feet like a pig. I will deviate here into
a critical remark, which is, that the Italian poets seem
to have considered people the handsomer the farther
you went north. The old traveller, it is trae, found ago^ deal of the beauty that depends on red and whitem Tartary and other western regions ; and a fine com-
plexion IS highly esteemed in the swarthy south. But
Astolfo, the Englishman, is celebrated for his beautvby the Italian poets ; the unrivalled ' Angelica ' was a

Chinese; and the handsomest of Ariosto's heroes,
Zerbino, of whom he writes the famous passage, ' that

nature made him, and then broke the mould,' was a
Scotchman The poet had probably seen some very
handsome Scotchman in Romagna. With this piece of
bribery and corruption ' to your national readers, I

return to my subject.

Book-England, on the map, would shine as the Albion
of the old Giants ; as the ' Ix)gres ' of the Knights of theKound Table ; as the scene of Amadis of Gaul, -with its
wtond of Windsor

; as the abode of fairies, of the Druids,
Of the divme Countess of Coventry, of Guy, Earl of War-
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wick, of • Alfred ' (whose reality was a romance), of th«
Fair Rosamond, of the Arcades and Comus, of Chaucer
imd Spenser, of the poets of the Globe and the Mermaid,
the wits of Twickenham and Hampton Court. Fleet
Street would be Johnson's Fleet Street ; the Tower
would belong to Julius Caesar; and Blackfriars to Suck-
hng, Vandyke, and the Dunciad. Chronology and the
mixture of truth and fiction, that is to say, of one sort
of truth and another, would come to nothing in a work of
this kmd ; for, as it has been before observed, things are
real m proportion as they arc impressive. And who has
not as gross, open, and palpable ' an idea of ' Falstaff

'

m Eastcheap, a*; of * Captain Grose ' himself, beating up
his quarters? A map of fictitious, literary, and histori-
cal London, would, cf itself, constitute a great curiooity.
ho would one of Edinburgh, or of any other city in which

if^\
^^® ^^^ ^'*®** ™*'° *"^ romantic events,

whether the latter were real or fictitious. Swift speaks
of maps, in which they

Place elephants for want of towns.

Here would be towns and elephants too, the popular and
the prodigious. How much would not Swift do for Ire-
land, in this geography of wit and talent ! What a
figure would not St. Patrick's Cathedral make ! The
other day. mention was made of a 'Dean of St. Patrick's'
now living ; as if there was, or ever could be, more than
one Dean of St. Patrick's ! In the Irish maps we should
have the Saint himself driving out all venomous crea-
tures (what a pity that the most venomous retain a
property as absentees !) ; and therewould be the old Irish
kings, and O'Donoghue with his White Horse, and the
lady of the ' gold wand ' who made the miraculous
Virgin pilgrimage, and all the other marvels of lakes and
ladies, and the Round Towers still remaining to perplex
the antiquary, and Goldsmith's 'Deserted Village,' and
Goldsmith himself, and the birth-places of Steele and
vSteme, and the brief hour of poor Lord Edward Fitz-
gerald, and Carolan with his harp, and the schools of the
poor Latin boys under the hedges, and Castle Rackrent,

^1
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and Edgeworth*8-town. and the Giant's Causeway, and
Qinloas and other classical poverties, and Spenser's
castle on the river Mulla, with the wood-gods whom his
pipe drew round him. Ireland is wild ground still ; and
there are some that would fain keep it so, like a forest
to hunt in.

Th ' French map would present us with the woods and
warriors of old Gaul, and Lucan's witch ; with Charle-
maine and his court at Tours ; with the siege of Paris
by the Saracens, and half the wonders of Italian poetry

;

with Angelica and Medoro ; with the castles of Orlando
and ^inaldo, and the traitor Gan ; with part of tho
great forest of Ardenne (Rosalind being in it) ; with the
gentle territory of the Troubadours, and Navarre ; with
Love'g Labours Lost, and Vaucluse ; with Petrarch and
Laura, and the pastoral scenes of D'Urfd's romance, and
the • Men-Wolv3s ' of Brittany, and the ' Fairy of Lusig-
nan.' Napoleon, also (for he too was a romance),
should be drawn as a giant, meeting tho allied forces in
the neighbourhood of Paris.

Italy would be covered with ancient and modern
romance ; with Homer, Virgil, Ovid, Dante, Boccaccio,
&c., with classical villas, and scenes Elysian and Infer,
nal. There would be the region of Saturn during his
Age of Gold, and the old Tuscan cities, and Phaeton in
the north, and the sirer.s and fairies at Naples, and
Polyphemus in Sicily, with the abodes of Boiardo and
Ariosto, and Horace's Mount Soracte, and the Cross of
St. Peter, and the city in the sea, and the golden
scenes of Titian and Raphael, and other names that
make us hear the music of their owners : Pjrthagoras
also with his philosophy, and Petrarch with his lute. A
circle of stars would tell us where Galileo lived ; and the
palace of Doria would look more than royal towards tho
sea.

I dare not, in this hasty sketch, and with limited time
before me, indulgemyself in other luxuries of recollection,
or do anything more than barely mention the names of
Spam, Fontarabia, and Cervantes ; of Greece ; of Per-
sia, and the Arabian Nights ; of Mount Caucasus, and
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Turkey, and the Gothic north ; of EI Dorado and
Columbus ; or the sea-snakes, floating islands, and other
marvels of the ocean ; not forgetting the Atalantis of

Plato, and the regions of ' Gulliver ' and 'Peter Wilkins.*

Neither can I have the pleasure of being suffocated with
contemplating, at proper length, the burning deserts of

Africa ; or of hearing the ghastly sounds of its old

8at>T8 and Aegipans in their woody hills at night-time,

described by Pomponius Mela ; or of seeing the Stormy
Spirit of the Cape, stationed there for ever by Camoens,
and whose stature on the map would be Uke a mountain.
You will be good enough to take this paper as nothing
but a hint of what such a map might contain.

One word, however, respecting a heresy in fictitious

belief,which has been uttered byRousseau, and repeated,

I am sorry to say, by our excellent poet Wordsworth,
the man of all men who ought not to reduce a matter of

fact to what might be supposed to be its poverty.
Rousseau, speaking of the banks of the Lignon, where
the scene of the old French romance is laid, expresses
his disappointment at finding there nothing lilce the
beautiful things he fancied in his childhood ; and Mr.
Wordsworth in his poem of Yarrow, Visited and Un-
visited, utters a like regret, in speaking of the scene of

the ' bonny bride—the winsome marrow.* I know
there is sUch an opinion abroad, like many other errors ;

but it does not become men of imagination to give in to
it ; and I must protest against it, as a flat irreligion. I

do not pretend to be as romantic in my conduct as the
Genevese philosopher, or as poetical in my nature as the
bard of Rydal Mount ; but I have, by nature, perhaps,
greater animal spirits than either ; and a bit of health
is a fine prism to see fancies by. It may be granted, for

the sake of argument, that the book-Lignon and the
book-Yarrow are still finer things than the Lignon and
Yarrow geographical ; but to be actually on the spot,

to look with one's own eyes upon the places in which our
favourite heroes or heroines underwent the circum-
stances that made us love them—this may surely make
up for an advantage on the side of the description in the
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more separate this idea from tS sporthan T -"^ ^"^

pleasant thought.
myseit tlie shadow of a

I am. Sir, your cordial well-wisher,

A Lover op Books.
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WEDDED TO BOOKS
[Indicator, May 17, 1820]

But if people are to be wedded to tl ir book« it
'-

hard that under 'our present moral disp ns/>Jions 'thv
are not to be allowed the usual exclusi p ')riviJe'<re8 i
marriage. A friend thinks no more of bov <: •> ' ^book
nowadays, than a Roman did of borrowing a man's
wife

; and what is worse, we are so far gone in our im-moral notions on this subject, that we even lend it as
easily as Cato did his spouse. Now what a happy thing
ought It not to be to have exclusive possession of a book-ones Shakespeare for instance; for the finer thewedded work the more anxious of course we should be.
that It should give nobody happiness but ourselves.
ihink of the pleasure not only of being with it in
general, of having byfar the greater part of its company,
but of having It entirely to oneself; of always saying
internally. It is my property'; of seeing it well-dressed
in black or red,' purely to please one's own eyes ; ofwondenng how any fellow could be so impudent as to
propose borrowing it for an evening ; of being at once
proud of his admiration, and pretty certain that it was in
vain

;
of the excitement nevertheless of being a little

uneasy whenever we saw him approach it too nearly •

of wishing that it could give him a cuff of the cheek
with one of Its beautiful boards, for presuming to like
Its beauties as well as ourselves ; of liking other people's
books, but not at all thinking it proper that they should
Jike ours

; of getting perhaps indifferent to it, and then
comforting ourselves with the reflection that others arenot so, though to no purpose ; in short, of aU the mixed
transport and anxiety to which the exclusivoness of the
uook-wedded state would be liable ; not to mention the
impossibihty of other people's having any literary oflf-
spring from our fair unique, and consequently of the
danger of lovmg any compilations but our own. Really
It we could burn all other copies of our originals, as the

>-
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Roman Emperor once thought of destroying Homer
this system would bo worth thinking of.

*

Jf we had a
good library, we sliould be in the situation of the Turks
with their seraglios, which are a great improvement
upon our petty exclusivenesses. Nobody could then
touch our Shakespeare, our Spenser, our Chaucer, our
Greek and Italian writers. People might say, ' Those
are_ the walls of the library !

' and ' sigh, and look, and
sigh again '

; but they should never got in. No Retro-
spective rake should finticipate our privileges of quota-
tion. Our Mary Woolstonecrafts and our Madame do
Staels,—no one should know how finely they were let-
tered,-—what soul there was in their disquisitions. We
once had a glimpse of the feelings which people would
have on these occasions. It was in the library of
Trinity College, Cambridge. The keeper of it was from
home

; and not being able to got a sight of the manu-
script of Milton's Comus, we were obliged to content
ourselves with looking through a wire-work, a kind of
safe, towards the shelf on which it reposed. How we
winked, and yearned, and imagined we saw a corner of
the all-precious sheets, to no purpose ! The feelings
were not very pleasant, it is true ; bn* then as long as
they were confined to others, they would of course only
add to our satisfaction.

SOCIAL GENEALOGY
[Indicator, Nov. 17, 1819]

It is a curious and pleasant thing to consider, that a
link of personal acquaintance can be traced up from the
auUiors of our own times to those of Shakespeare, and
to Shakespeare himself. Ovid, in recording with fond-
ness his mtimacy with Propertius and Horace, regrets
that he had only 8e«n Virgil (Trisf. Book IV. v. 51).
But still he thinks the sight of him worth remembering.
And Pope, when a child, prevailed on some friends to
take him to a coffee-house which Dryden frequented,
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merely to look at him ; which he id, to his great satis-
faction. Now such of us as have shaken hands with a
living poet might be able perhaps to reckon up a series
of connecting shakes to the very hand that wrote of
Hamlet, and of Falstaff, and of Desdemona.
With some living poets, it is certain. There is

Thomas Moore, for instance, who knew Sheridan. Sheri-
dan know Johnson, who was the friend of Savage, who
knew Steele, who knew Pope. Pope was intimate with
Congreve, and Congrove with Dryden. Dryden is said
to have visited Milton. Milton is said to have known
Davenant ; and to have been saved by him from the
revenge of the restored court, in return for having saved
Davenant from the revenge of the Commonwealth. But
if the link between Dryden and Milton, and Milton and
Davenant is somewhat apocryphal, or rather dependent
on tradition (for Richardson the painter tells us the latter
from Pope, who had it from Betterton the actor, one
of Davenant's company), it may be carried at once from
Dryden to Davenant, with whom he was unquestion-
ably intimate. Davenant then knew Hobbes, who
knew Bacon, who knew Ben Jonson, who was intimate
with Beaumont and Fletcher, Chapman. Donne, Dray-
ton, Camden, Selden, Clarendon, Si ' . Raleigh, and
perhaps all the great men of Eliza' ind James's
time, the greatest of them all undoubi . ^ . Thus have
we a link of ' beamy hands ' from our own times up to
Shakespeare.

In this friendly genealogy we have omitted the
numerous side-branches or common friendships ; but
of those we shall give an account by and by. It may be
mentioned, however, in ordor not to omit Spenser, that
Davenant resided some time in the family of Sir Fulke
Greville Lord Brooke, the friend of Sir Philip Sidney.
Spenser's intimacy with Sidney is mentioned by himself
in a letter, still extant, to Gabriel Harvey.
We will now give the authorities for our intellectual

pedigree. Sheiidan is mentioned in Boswell as being
admitted to the celebrated club of which Johnson,
Goldsmith, and others were members. He had then, if

^rtm
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we remember, just written his School for Scandal, which
made him the more welcome. Of Johnson's friendship
with Savage (wo cannot help beginning the sentence
with his favourite leading preposition), the well-known
Life 18 an interesting and )ionourable record. It is said
thatm the commencement of their friendship they have
sometimes wand-n d together about London for want of
a lodging ;—more likely, for Savage's want of it, and
Johnson s fear of offending him by offering a share of
his own. But we do not remember how this circum-
stance is related by Boswell.

Savage's intimacy with Steele is recorded in a pleasant
anecdote, which he told Johnson. Sir Bichard once
desired him, ' with an air of the utmost importance,'
says his*biographer,

' to come very early to his house thu
next morning.' Mr. Savage came as he had promised,
found the chariot at the door, and Sir Richard waiting
for him, and ready to go out. What was intended, and
whither they were to go, Savage could not conjecture,
and WM not willing to inquire ; but immediately seated
himself with Sir Richard. The coachman was ordered
to Jive, and they hurried with the utmost expedition
to Hyde Park Corner, where they stopped at a petty
tavern, and retired to a private room. Sir Richard then
informed him that he intended to publish a pamphlet,
and that he had desired him to come thither that ho
might write for him. They soon sat down to the work,
bir Richard dictated, and Savage wrote, till the dinner
that had been ordered was put upon the table. Savage
was surprised at the meanness of the entertainment, and
after some hesitation ventured to ask for wine, which
Sir Richard, not without reluctance, ordered' to be
brought. They then finished their dinner, and pro-
ceeded in their pamphlet, which they concluded in the
afternoon.

'Mr. Savage then imagined that his task was over,
and expected that Sir Richard would call for the reckon-
ing, and return home ; but his expectations deceived
him, for Sir Richard told him that he was without
money, and that the pamphlet must be sold before the
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dinner could bo j)aid for, and Savago was therefore
obliged to go and offer their new production for sale for
two guineas, which with some difficulty he obtained.
Sir Richard then returned home, having retired that day
only to avoid his creditors, and composed the pamphlet
only to discharge his reckoning.'

Steele's acquaintance with Pope, who wrote some
papers for his Guardian, appears in the letters and other
works of the wits of that time. Johnson supposes that
it was his friendly interference, which attempted to
bring Pope and Addison together after a jealous separa-
tion. Pope's friendship with Congreve appears also in
his letters. He also dedicated the Iliad to him, over
«;he heads of peers and patrons. Congreve, whose con-
versation most likely partook of the elegance and wit of
his writings, and whoso manners appear to have rendered
hi n an universal favourite, had the honour in his youth
of attracting singular respect and regard from Dryden.
He was publicly hailed by him as his successor, and
Rffectionately bequeathed the care of his laurels. Dry-
den did not know who had been looking at him in the
coffee-house.

Already I am worn with cares and age,
And just abandoning th' ungrateful stage ;

Unprofitably kept at Heaven's expense,
I live a rent-charge on his providence.
But you, whom every Muse and Grace adorn,
Whom I foresee to better fortune born.
Be kind to my remains ; and oh, defend.
Against your judgement, your departed friend !

Let not th' insulting foe my fame pursue.
But shade those laurels which descend to you.

Congreve did so with great tenderness.
Dryden is reported to have asked Milton's permission

to turn his Paradise Lost into a rhyming tragedy, which
he called The State of Innocence, or the Fall of Man ; a
work, such as might be expected from such a mode of
alteration. The venerable poet is said to have answered,
* Aye, young man, you may tag my versus, if you will.'

p?
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Be the connexion, however, of Dryden with Milton,
or of Milton with Davenant, as it may, Dryden wrote
the alteration of Shakespeare's Tempest, as it is now
perpetrated, in conjunction with Davenant. They
were great hands, but they should not have touched
the pure grandeur of Shakespeare. The intimacy of
Davenant with Hobbes is to be seen by their correspon-
dence prefixed to Qondihert. Hobbes was at one time
secretary to Lord Bacon, a singularly illustrious instance
of servant and master. Bacon is also supposed to have
had Ben Jonson for a retainer in some capacity ; but
It is certain that Jonson had his acquaintance, for he
records it in his Discoveries. And had it been other-
wise, h^s Imk with the preceding writers could be easily
supplied through the medium of Greville and Sidney,
and indeed of many others of his contemporaries. Here
then we arrive at Shakspeare, and feel the electric
virtue of his hand. Their intimacy, dashed a little,
perhaps, with jealousy on the part of Jonson, but main-
tained to the last by dint of the nobler part of him and
of Shakespeare's irresistible fineness of nature, is a thing
as notorious as their fame. Fuller says, ' Many were
the wit-combates betwixt (Shakespeare) and Ben John-
son, which two I behold like a Spanish great galleon
and an English man of war : Master Johnson (like the
former) was built far higher in learning : solid, but slow
in his performances. Shakspeare, with the English
man of war, lesser in bulk, but lighter in sailing, could
turn with all tides, tack about, and take advantage of
aU winds, by the quickness of his wit and invention.'
This is a happy simile, with the exception of what is
insinuated about Jonson's greater ability. But lest
Jonson show for himself the affection with which he
regarded one who did not irritate or trample down
rivah-y, but rose above it like the quietand all-gladdening
sun, and turned emulation to worship :

Soul of the age !

Th applause ! delight ! the wonder of our stage !My Shakespeare, rise ! I will not lodge thee by
Chaucer or Spenser, or bid Beaumont lie
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A little further, to make thee a room ;

Thou art a monument without a tomb

;

And art alive still, while thy book doth live.

And we have Avits to read, and praise to give.

He was not of an age, but for all time.

Ill

SHAKESPEARE'S BIRTHDAY

[Indicator, May 3, 1820]

Next Friday, making the proper allowance of twelve
days from the 23rd of April, according to the change of
the Style, is the birthday of Shakespeare. Pleasant
thoughts must be associated with him in ever3rthing.
If he is not to be born in April, he must be bom in May.
Nature will have her with him on her blithest holidays,
like her favourite lover.

O thou divine human creature,—greater name than
even divine poet or divine philosopher,—and yet thou
wast all three,—a very spring and vernal abundance
of all fair and noble things is to be found in thy produc-
tions ! They are truly a second nature. We walk in
them, with whatever society we please ; either with
men, or fair women, or circling spirits, or with none
but the whispering airs and leaves. Thou makest
worlds of green trees and gentle natures for us, in thy
forests of Arden, and thycourtlyretirements of Navarre.
Thou bringest us among the holiday lasses on the green
sward ; layest us to sleep among fairies in the bowers
of midsummer ; wakest us with the song of the lark
and the silver-sweet voices of lovers ; bringest more
music to our ears, both from earth and from the planets ;

anon settest us upon enchanted islands, where it wel-
comes us again, from the touching of invisible instru*
ments ; and after all, restores us to our still desired
haven, the arms of humanity. Whether grieving us or
making us glad, thou makest us kinder and happier.
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The tears which thou fetchest down are like the rains
of April, softening the times that come after them.
Thy smiles are those of the month of love, the more
blessed and universal for the tears.
The birthdays of such men as Shakespeare ought to

be kept, in common gratitude and affection, like those
of relatione whom we love. He has said, in a line full
of him, that

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin.

How near does he become to us with his thousand
touches ! The lustre and utility of intellectual power
IS so increasing in the eyes of the world, that we do not
despau' of seeing the time when his birthday will be
a subject of public rejoicing; when the regular feast
will be served up in tavern and dwelling-house, the bust
crowned with laurel, and the theatres sparkle with
illuminations. The town is lucky enough once more
to have a manager who is an enthusiast. If Mr.
ijlhston would light up the front of his theatre next
Fnd&y with the name of Shakespeare, we would warrant
him a call from the pit, and whole shouts of acknow-
lodgement.

Li the meantime it is in the power of every admirer
of Shakespeare to honour the clay privately. Rich or
poor, busy or at leisure, aU may do it. Tlie busiest
finds time to eat his dinner, and may pitch one consider-
ate glass of wine down his throat. The poorest may
call him to mind, and drink his memory in honest water.We had mechanically written health, as if he were alive.
So he IS m spirit ;—and the spirit of such a writer is so
constantly with us, that it would be a good thing, a
judicious extravagance, a contemplative piece of jolhty,
to drmk his health instead of his memory. But this,
we fear, should be an impulse. We must content our-
selves with having felt it here, and drinking it in imagi-
nation. To act upon it, as a proposal of the day before
yesterday, might be too much like getting up an ex-
tempore gesture, or practising an unspeakable satisfac-
tion.
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An outlinp, however, may be drawn of the manner
in which sua} a birthday might bo spent. The tone
and colouring would be filled up, of course, according
to the taste of the parties. If any of our readers,
then, have leisure as well as inclination to devote
a day to the memory of Shakespeare, wo would advise
them, in the first place, to walk out, whether alone or
in company, and enjoy during the morning as much
as possible of those beauties of nature ol wWch ho has
left us such exquisite pictures. They would take a
volume of him in their hands, the most suitable to the
occasion ; not to hold themselves bound to sit down
and read it, nor even to refer to it, if the original work
of nature should occupy them too much ; but to read
it, if they read anything ; and to feel that Shakespeare
was with them substantially as well as spiritually ;

that they had him with them under their arm. There
is another thought connected with his presence, which
may render the Londoner's walk the more in' eresting.
Shakespeare had neither the vanity which induces a
man to be disgusted with what everybody can enjoy

;

nor on the other hand the involuntary self-degradation
which renders us incapable of enjojring what is abased
by our own familiarity of acquaintanceship. About the
metropolis, therefore, there is perhaps not a single rural
spot, any more than about Stratford-upon-Avon, which
he has not himself enjoyed. The south siuo of London
was the one nearest his theatre. Hyde Park was then,
as it is now, one of the fashionable promenades. Rich-
mond also was in high pride of estimation. At Green-
wich Elizabeth held her court, and walked abroad amid
the gallant service of the Sidneys and Raleighs. And
Hampstead and Highgate, with the country about them,
were as they have been ever since, the favourite resort
of the lovers of natural productions. Nay, without
repeating what we said in a former number about the
Mermaid in Cornhill, the Devil Tavern in Fleet Street,
the Boar's Head in Eastcheap, and other town associa-
tions with Shakespeare, the reader who cannot get out
of London on his birthday, and who has the luck to be

L. BCHT I

li

¥;



114 BOOKS AND BOOKMEN

hard at work in Chancery Lane or the Borough, may
be pretty certain that Shakespeare has admired the
fielos and the May flowers there ; for the fields were
close to the latter, perhaps came up to the very walls

of the theatre ; and the suburban mansion and gardens
of his friend Lord Southampton occupied the e>pot now
called Soi'thampton Buildings. It was really a country
neighbourhood. The Old Bourne (Holborn) ran by,

wi^ a bridge over it ; and Gray's Inn was an academic
bower in the fields.

The dinner does not much signify. The sparest or
the most abundant will equally suit the various fortunes

h^ great poet ; only it will be as well for those who
can afford wine to pledge Falstaff in a cup of * sherria

sack,' which seems to have been a sort of sherry negus.
After dinner Shakespeare's volumes will come well on
the table ; lying among the desert like Surels, where
there is one, and supf ' > lag it where there is not. In-

stead of songs, the pe.. ::hb present may be called upon
for scenes. But no stress need bo laid on this propo-
sition, if they do not like to read out loud. The
pleasure of the day should be as much at liberty as

possible ; and if the company prefer conversation, it

will not be very easy for them to touch upon any sub-

jects which Shakespeare shall not have touched upon
also. If the enthusiasm is in high taste, the ladies

should be crowned with violets, which (next to the roses

of their lips) seem to have been his favourite flower.

After tea should come singing and music, especially the

songs which Ame set from his playB, and the ballad of
* Thou soft-flowing Avon.' If an engraving or bust of

him could occupy the principal place in the room, it

would look like the ' present deity ' of the occasion

;

and we have known a very pleasant effect produced
by everybody's bringing some quotation applicable to

him from his works, and la3nng it before his image, to

be read in the course of the evening.

The Editor would have dilated on these matters, not
80 much to recommend what the enthusiasm of the

moment will suggest, as to enjoy them with the reader,
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and have his company, as it were, at an imairinary
meeting. But he is too unwell now to write much, and
should have taken the liberty of compiling almost the
whole of his present number, could he have denied him-
self tne pleasure of saying a tow words on so happy an
occasion. '^^ "^

A LAUREL FROM VAUCLUSE
[Indicator, July 12, 1820]

And this piece of laurel is from Vaucluso ! Perhaps
Petrarch, nerhaps Laura, sat under it ! This is a true
present. What an exquisite dry, old, vital, young-
looking, everlasting twig it is ! It has been plucked nine
months, and looks as hale and as crisp as if it would
last ninety years. It shall last at any rate as long as its
owTitr, and longer, if care and love can preserve it.
How beautifully it is turned ! It was a happy pull
from the tree. Its shape is the very line of beauty

;

it has berries upon it, as if resolved to show us in what
fine condition the trees are ; while the leaves issue from

'u
*"? swerve u, ]s with their elegant points, as

though they had co^e from adorning the poet's head.
Be thou among the best of one's keepsakes, thou
gentle stem,—in ddiciia nostria ;—and may the very
maidserviint who wonders to see thy withered beautym Its frame, miss her lover the next five weeks, for not
having the instinct to know that thou must have some-
thing to do with love.
Perhaps Petrarch has felt the old ancestral boughs

of this branch, stretching over his head, and whispering
to him of the name of Laura, of his love, and of their
future glory ; for all these ideas used to be entwinedm one. (Sestina 2, Canzone 17, Sonetti 162, 163, 164,
207, 224, &c.) Perhaps it is of the very stock of that
bough, which he describes as supplying his mistress
With a leaning-stoek when she sat in her favourite
bower.

i2
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Giovane donna sotto un vorde lauro
Vidi piii bianca e piii fredda che neve
Non percossa dal aol molti e molt' anni

:

E '1 suo parlar, e '1 bel viso, e lo chiome.
Mi piacquer si, ch' i' I'ho agli occhi
Ed avro sempre, ov' io sia in poggio o 'n riva.

Vol. I, Sestina 2.

A youthful lady under a green laurel
I saw, more fair and colder than white snowa
Unshone upon for many and many a year

;

And her sweet looks, and hair, and way of speaking.
So bleased me, that I have her now before me.
And shall have, ever, whether on hill or lea.

The laurel seems more appropriated to Petrarch than
to any other poet. He delighted to sit under its leaves ;

he loved it both for itself, and for the resemblance of
its name to that of his mistress ; he wrote of it continu-
ally ; and he was called from out of its shade to bo
crowned with it in the Capitol. It is a remarkable
instance of the fondness with which he cherished the
united ideas of Laura and the laurel, that he confesses it
to have been one of the greatest delights he experienced
in receiving the crown upon his head.

It was out of Vaucluse that he was called. Vaucluse,
Valchiusa, the Shut Valley (from which the French, in
the modern enthusiasm for intellect, gave the name to
the department in which it lies), is a remarkable spot
in the old poetical region of Provence, consisting of a
little deep glen of green meadows surrounded with rocks,
and containing the fountain of the river Sorgue.
Petrarch, when a boy of eight or nine years of age, had
been struck with its beauty, and exclaimed that it was
the place of all others he should like to live in, better
than the most splendid cities. He resided there after-
wards for several years, and composed in it the greater
part of his poems. Indeed, he saj^ in his own account
of himself, that he either wrote or conceived in that
valley ahnost every work he produced. He lived in a
little cottage with a small homestead, on the banks of
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the river. Here he thought to forget his pauion
Laura, and hero he found it stronger than ever. We do
not well see how it could have been otherwise; for Laura
lived no great way off, at Chabrieres : and he appears
to have seen her often in the very place. He paced
along the river ; he sat under the trees ; he climbed the
mountains ; but Love, he says, was ever by his side,

Ragionando con meco, ed io con lui.

He holding talk with me, and I with him.

We are supposing that all our readcis are acquainted
with Petrarch. Many of them doubtless know him
intimately. Should any of them want an introduction
to him, how should we speak of him in the gross ? We
Bhould say that he was one of the finest gentlemen and
greatest scholars that ever lived ; that he was a writer
who flourished in Italy in the fourteenth century at the
time when Chaucer was young, during the reigns of our
Edwards ; that he was the greatest light of his age; that
although so fine a writer himself, and the author of a
multitude of works, or rather because he was both, he
took the greatest pains to revive the knowledge of the
ancient learning, recommending it everywhere, and
copying out large manuscripts with his own hand ; that
two great cities, Paris and Rome, contended which
should have the honour of crowning him ; that he was
crowned publicly, in the Metropolis of the World, with
laurel and with myrtle ; that he was the friend of
Boccaccio, the Father of Italian Prose ; and lastly, that
his greatest renown nevertheless, as well as the predomi-
nant feelings of his existence, arose from the long love
he bore for a lady of Avignon, the far-famed Laura,
whom he fell in love with on the 6th of April, 1327, on
a Good Friday ; whom he rendered illustrious in a
multitude of sonnets, which have left a sweet sound and
sentiment in the ear of all after lovers ; and who died,
still passionately beloved, in the year 1348, on the same
day and hour on which he first beheld her. Who she
was, or why their connexion was not closer, remains
a mystery. But that she was a real person, and that

ill k _«.ai?'JF".t. ti ^^^
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m spite of all her modesty she did not show an insensible
countenance tohis passion, is clearfromhis long-haunted
imagination from his own repeated accounts, from allthat he wrote, uttered, and thought. One love, andone poet, sufficed to give the whole civilized world a
sense of delicacy m desire, of the abundant riches to bofoimd m one smgle idea, and of the going out of a man's
self to dwell m the soul and happiness of another, whichhas served to refme the passion for all modem times ;and perhaps will do so, as long as love renews the world.

LOVERS OF ARCADY
[Jar of Honey from Mount Hyhla, 1848]

How many other groat and good men have there notbeen, with whom the humblest lover of Arcady may. in

offZTf*' "^^'^^ ffows^iP ?-men. nevertheless, fond

f/w-^K* ""i ^r^""^
*^^ "^"^^ ^^'""^ ^"'i ^"sy We, when

m.TJ"' "*"*/^ ?5" 'i'
^« ™°^ t miiversal geniusmustof necessity mclude the green districts of theworld

'%
*''''au '

°*^e^se he would not run it a third part

wTtf,Si% ^^^*'^.^^°''^^^' P'°«P«rous manager ia hewas, retired to his native place before he was old. Dowe^mk that, with all his sociality, his chief companions
there were such as a country town afforded ? bependupon It, they were the trees and the fields, and hisdaughter Susanna. Be assured that no gentleman of

siHiSronT 'T, '°?^*^? P*^^°« ^^^ ^*^J^*of theAvon.

fhiZf. f.?®
^*'^^' "* ^^^ meadows, looking with thethrush at the sunset, or finding

Books in the running brooks,
bermons in stones, and good in everything.

,.n™ !!2^^'w ® Shakespeare of Spain (for if his poetry

n^ '^J'"* *°
e^*^

'°**" P«^*'°« o^ Shakespeare, hisC nofv^-thP/^^S'^'i^' P^°^'^^^« ^^' trul/pastoFal

W?n «. S'*3'''*'''«
^"^ ^^^^^' ^°* ««ly i« hia Galatea,but m a hundred passages of Don Quixote, particularly
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the episodes. He delighted equally in knowledge of the

world and the most ideal poetic life. It is easy to see,

by the stories of Marcella and Leandra, that t';is great

writer wanted little to have become a Quixote himself,

in the Arcadian line ! Nothing but the extremest good
sense supplied him a proper balance in this respect for

his extreme romance.
Boccaccio was another of these great childlike minds,

whose knowledge of the world is ignorantly confounded
^vith a devotion to it. See, in his Admetus, and Theseid,

and Oenealogia Deorum, &c., and in the Decameron
itself, how he revels in groves and gardens ; and how,
when he begins making a list of trees, he cannot leave

off. Do".btless, he had been of a more sensual tempera-
ment than Cervantes ; but his faith remained unshaken
in the highest things. His veins might have contained
an excess of the genial ; but so did his heart. When the
priest threatened him in advanced life with the dis-

pleasure of Heaven, he was shocked and alarmed, and
obliged to go to Petrarch for comfort.

Chaucer was a courtier, and a companion of princes

;

nay, a reformer also, and a stirred out in the world. He
understood that world, too, thoroughly, in the ordinary
sense of such understanding ; yet, as he was a true

great poet in everything, so in nothing more was he so
than in loving the country, and the trees and fields.

It is as hard to get him out of a grove as his friend

Boccaccio ; and he tells us that, in May, he would often
go out into the meadows to * abide ' there, solely in

order to ' look upon the daisy.' Milton seems to have
made a point of never living in a house that had not a
garden to it.
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GENIUS

[Imagination and Faneyl

»f£^?^f^? *"/ »^°iortel privilege of genius f that can
stretch Its hand out of the wastes of time, thousands ofyears back, and touch our eyelids with tears. In these
passages there is not a word which a man of the most
matter-of-fact understanding might not have written, ifhe had thought of tt. Butm poetry, feeling and imagina-
tion are necessary to the perception and presentation
even of matters of fact. T^ey, and they only, see what
IS proper to be told, and what to be kept ba^k; what
IS pertment, affecting, and essential. Without feeline.
there w a want of delicacy and distinction; without
imagmation there is no true embodiment. In noetseven good of their kind, but without a genius for iwra'
tion, the actionwouW have been encumbered ordiverted
with mgemoua mistakes. The over-contemplative
would have given us too many remarks; the over-
lyrical, a style too much carried away ; the over-fanciful
conceits and too mwiy similes ; the unimaginative, thefacts^thout the feeling, and not even those. Weshould have been told nothing of the ' grey chin,' of thehouse hearing them as they moaned; or of Achilles
gently putting the old man aside ; much less of that
yearning for his father, which made the hero tremble inevery hmb. Writers without the greatest passion andpower do not feel m tliis way, nor are capable of ex-
pressing the feehng

; though there is enougli sensibilityand imagination all over the world to enable mankind
to be mov^ by it, when the poet strikes his truth into
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VERSE
[Imagination and Fancy]

With regard to the principlfc of Variety inUniformity
by which verae ought to be modulated, and one-ness of
impression diversely produced, it has been contended by
some, that Poetry need not be written in verse at all

;

that prose is as good a medium, provided poetry be
conveyed through it ; and that to think otherwise is

to confound letter with spirit, or form with essence.
But the opinion is a prosaical mistake. Fitness and
unfitness for song, or metrical excitement, just make
all the difference between a poetical and prosaical sub-
ject ; and the reason why verse is necessary to the form
of poetry is, that the perfection of poetical spiritdemands
it ;—that the circle of its enthusiasm, beauty, and power
is incomplete without it. I do not mean to say that a
poet can never show himself a poet in prose ; but that,
being one, his desire and necessity will be to write in
verse ; and that, if he were unable to do so, he would
not, and could not, deserve his title. Verse to the true
poet is no clog. It is idly called a trammel and a difS-

culty. It is a help. It springs from the same enthu-
siasm as the rest of his impulses, and is necessary to
their satisfaction and effect. Verse is no more a clog
than the condition of rushing upward is a clog to fire,

or than the roundness and order of the globe we live on
is a clog to the freedom and variety that aboimd within
its sphere. Verse is no dominator over the poet, except
inasmuch as the bond is reciprocal, and the poet domi-
natesover the verse. Theyare lovers, playfullychalleng-
ing each other's rule, and delighted equally to rule and
to obey. Verse is the final proof to the poet that his
mastery over his art is complete. It is the shutting
up of his power in ' measurefuL content ' ; the answer of
form to his spirit ; of strength and ease to his guidance.
It is the willing action, the proud and fiery happiness,
of the winged steed on whose back he has vaulted.

To witch the world with wondrous horsemanship.
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Verse, m short, is that finishing, and rounding, and
tuneful planetting

' of the poet's creations, which is
produced of necessity by the smooth tendencies of their
energy or inward work ag, and the harmonious dance
into which they are attracted round the orb of the beau-
tiful. Poetry, in its complete sympathy with beauty,
must, of necessity, leave no sense of the beautiful, andno power over its forms, unmanifested ; and verse flows
as meyitably from this condition of its integrity, as
other laws of proportion do from any other kind of
embodiment of beauty (say that of the human figure),
however free and various the movements may be that
play withm their limits. What great poet ever wrote
his poems m prose ? or where is a good prose poem, ofany length, to be found ? The poetry of the Bible is
underst<; >d to be in verse, in the original. Mr. Hazlitt
Has saic! r. good word for those prose enlargements ofsome fin?, old song, which are known by the name of
UssiajQ

; and m passages they deserve what he said

:

but he judiciously abstained from saying anythinc
about the form Is Gesner's Death of Abd a poem ?or Hervey 8 Meditations ? The Pilgrim's Progress has
been called one ; and, undoubtedly, Bunyan had agemus .vhich tended to make him a poet, and one ofno mean order

: and yet it was of as ungenerous andlow a sort as was compatible with so lofty an affinity

:

and this is the reason why it stopped where it did. Hehad a craving after the beautiful, but not enough of it
in himself to echo to its music. On the other hand,
the poss^ion of the beautiful will not be sufficient^thout force to utter it. The author of Telemachushad a soul full of beauty and tenderness. He was nota man who, if he had had a wife and children, wouldhave run away from them, as Bunyan s hero did. to get

?),?i^^\^ ^'""f^? l^l
^®*^^°- He was • a little lolerUian the angels,' hke our own Bishop Jewels and

Berkeleys
; and yet he was no poet. He was too deli-

cately, not to say feebly, absorbed in his devotions tojom m the energies of the seraphic choir.
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LEVITY

[Wit and Humour]

I CONFESS I felt this* so stronglywhen Ibegan to reflect
on the present subject, and found myself so perplexed
with the demand, that I was forced to reject plan after
plan, and feared I should never be able to give any
tolerable account of the master. I experienced no such
difficulty with the concentrating seriousness and sweet
attraction of the subject of * Imagination and Fancy '

;

but this laughing jade of a topic, with her endless whims
and faces, and the legions of indefinable shapes that she
brought about me, seemed to do nothing but scatter
my faculties, or bear them off deridingly into pas-
time. I felt as if I was undergoing a Saint Anthony's
Temptation reversed,—a laughable instead of a frightful
one. Thousands of merry devils poured in upon me
from all sides,—doubles of Similes, buffooneries of Bur-
lesques, stalkings of Mock-heroics, stings in the tails
of Epigrams, glances of Innuendoes, dry looks of Ironies,
corpulences of Exaggerations, ticklings of mad Fancies,
claps on the back of Horse-plays, complacencies of
UrMwarenesses, flounderings of Absurdities, irresisti-

bilities of Iterations, significancies of Jargons, wailings
of Pretended Woes, roarings of Laughter?, and hubbubs
of Animal Spirits ;—all so general yet particular, so
demanding distinct recognition, and yet so baffling the
attempt with their numbers and their confusion, that
a thousand masquerades in one would have seemed to
threaten less torment to the pen of a reporter.

' That * levity has as many tricks as the kitten.*—Ed.
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TABLE-TALK

[Table-Talk]

Is so natural to man, that the mouth is the organ both
of eatmg and speaking. The tongue is set flowing by
A jj

"<''"®' Johnson talked best when he dined ;—
Addison could not talk at all till he drank. Table and
conver^tion interchange their metaphors. We devourmt ai|d argument, and discuss a turkey and chine.
That man must be very much absorbed in reflection, or
stupid, or sulky, or unhappy,or a mere hog at his trough,
who IS not moved to say something when he dines.

A, iJTj
™®" ^^° ^^^^ ^^^ ^° ®*^®'' companions in

the Eddystone Lighthouse, and who would not speak
to one another during their six months, must have been
hard put to it, when they tapped a fresh barrel. To be
sure, the greater the temptation, the greater the sulk ;
but the better-natured of the two must have found it a
severe struggle on a very fine or very foggy day.

Table-talk, to be perfect, ihould be sincere without
bigotry, differing without discord, sometimes grave,
always agreeable, touching on deep points, dwelhng
most on seasonable ones, and letting everybody speak
and be heard. During the wine after dinner, if the door
of the room be opened, there sometimes comes bursting
up the (kawing-room stairs a noise like that of a tap-
room. Everybody is shouting in order to make himself
au(hble

; argument is tempted to confound itself with
loudness; and there is not one conversation going
forward, but six, or a score. This is better than for-
mahty and want of spirits ; but it is no more the right
thing, than a scramble is a dance, or the tap-room
chorus a quartet of Rossini. The perfection of con-
versational intercourse is when the breeding of high life
IS animated by the fervour of genius.

Nevertheless, the man who cannot be loud, or even
vcciferous, on occasion., is wanting on the jovial side
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of good-fellowship. Chesterfield, with all his sense and
agreeableness, was but a solemn fop when he trium-

Ehantly asked whether anybody had ' ever seen him
lugh ? ' It was as bad as the jealous lover in the play

who sa}^, ' Have / been the life of the company ?

Have / made you all die with merriment ? ' And there
were occasions, no doubt, when Chesterfield might have
been answered as the lover was, ' No : to do you justice,

you have been confoundedly stupid.'

Luckily for table-talkers in general, they need be
neither such fine gentlemen as Chesterfield, nor such
oracles as Johnson, no such wits as Addison and Swift,
provided they have nature and sociability, and are not
destitute of reading and observation.

CHEERFUL POETS

[TaMe'Talk]

Cast your eyes down any list of English writers, such,
for instance, as that at the end of I^. Craik's History
of ovr Literature, and almost the only names that strike
you as belonging to personally cheerful men are Beau-
mont and Fletcher, Suckling, Fielding, Farquhar,
Steele, O'Keefe, Andrew Marvell, and Sterne. That
Shakespeare was cheerful, I have no doubt, for he was
almost everything ; but still it is not his predominant
characteristic ; which is thought. Sheridan could ' set
the table in a roar ' ; but it was a flustered one, at some-
body's expense. His wit wanted good-nature. Prior
has a smart air, like his cap. But he was a rake who
became cynical. He wrote a poem in the character of
Solomon, on the vanity of all things. Few writers
make you laugh more than Peter Pmdar : but there
was a spice of the blackguard in him. You could not
be sure of his truth or his good-wiU.

After all, it is not necessary to be cheerful in order
to give a great deal of delight ; nor would the cheer«
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fuUest men mterest us as they do, if they were incapablo
of sympathjzii^r with melancholy. I am only speakinir
of the Topty of a certain kind of smishine in ouTlitera-
ture and expressing a little rainy-day wish that we had
ahttlemoreofit. It ought to becollected. There shouldbe a joyous set of elegant extracts—a Literatura Hilaria
or GavdeM,—m a score of volumes, that we could ha^oat hand, hke a cellaret of good wine, against April orNovember weather. Fielding should be the port, andFarquhar the champagne, and Sterne the mahnsev

;

^\ Y?j°«^®' *Je possessor cast an eye on his stc^khe should know that he had a choice draught for himself
after a disappomtment, or for a friend after dinner—some cordial extract of Parson Adams, or Plume, 'orUnc e Toby, generous as heart could desire, and as
wholesome for it as laughter for the lungs.

BOOKS FOR CHILDREN
[The Tovml

But the most illustrious of all booksellers in ourboyjsh days, not for his great names, not for his dinners,
notfor his riches that we know of.nor for any other full-grown celebrity but for certain little penny books,
radiant with gold and rich with bad pieties, wmjSNewberry the famous children's bookseller, 'at the

ThThol^- • ^-n
^'^ Churehyard,' next Ludgate Street!The house is still occupied by a successor, aid childrenm^y have books there as formerly-but not the same,ine gliding, we confess, we regret: gold, somehow,never looked so well as in ado^ng hterature. The

pictures also-may we own that we preferred the un.couth coats, the stanng blotted eyes.Wl round pieces

IJT, ^°
n*l*>

""^ ""^ ^*'y ^^7^^ contempo-^ 'J^^^
*^^ P^Pneties of mo<femembeUishment?We own the superionty of the latter, and would havo

It proceed and prosper ; but a boy of our own time was
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much, tphough his coat looked like his grandfather's.

The engravings probably were of that date. Enormous,
however, is the improvement upon the morals of these

little books ; and there we give them up, and with
unmitigated delight. The good little boy, the hero of the

infant literature in those days, stood, it must be acknow-
ledged, the chance of being a very selfish man. His
virtue consisted in being different from some other little

boy, perhaps his brother ; and his reward was having
a fine coach to ride in, and being a King Pepin. Nowa-
dajrs, since the world has had a great moral earthquake

that set it thinking, the little boy promises to be much
more of a man ; thinks of others, as well as works for

himself ; and looks for his reward to a character for

good sense and beneficence. In no respect is the pro-

gress of the age more visible, or more importantly so,

than in this apparently trifling matter. The most
bigoted opponents of a rational education are obliged

to adopt a portion of its spirit, in order to retain a hold

which their own teaching must accordingly undo : and
if the times were not full of hopes in other respects, we
should point to this evidence of their advancement,
and be content with it.

One of the most pernicious mistakes of the old child-

ren's books, was the inculcation of a spirit of revenge

and cruelty in the tragic examples which were intended

to deter their readers from idleness and disobedience.

One, if he did not behave himself, was to be shipwrecked
and eaten by lions ; another to become a criminal, who
was not to be taught better, but rendered a mere wicked
contrast to the luckier virtue ; and, above all, none
were to be poor but the vicious, and none to ride in their

coaches but little Sir Charles Grandisons, and all-perfect

Sheriffs. We need not say how contrary this was to

the real spirit of Christianity which, at tne same time,

they so much insisted on. llie perplexity in after life,

when reading of poor philosophers and rich vicious men,
M as in proportion ; or rather virtue and merely worldly

success became confounded. In the present day the

profitableness of good conduct is still inculcated, but in

II
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a sounder spirit. Charity makes the poper allowanco
for all ; and none are excluded from the hope of being
wiser and happier. Men, in short, are not taught to
love and labour for themselves alone or for their little
dark comers of egotism ; but to take the world along
with them into a brighter sky of improvement ; and
to discern the want of success in success itself, if not
accompanied by a libeval knowledge.

NOVELS

[AtUobiography]

GoLDSMTTR enchanted me. I knewno end of repeat-
ma nassages out of the Essays and the Citizen of the
TTorW—such as the account of the Club, with its Babel
of talk ; of Beau Tibbs, with his dinner of ox-cheek
which • his grace was so fond of ' ; and of the wooden-
legged sailor, who regarded those hat were lucky
enough to have their ^legs shot off ' on board king's
ships (which entitled them to a penny a day), as heing
* bom with golden spoons in their mo^th8.' Then there
was his correct, sweet style ; the village-painting in his
poems ; the Retaliation, which, though on an artificial
subject, seemed to me (as it yet seems) a still more
genuine effusion ; and, above all, the Vicar of Wakefield
—with Burchell, whom I adored ; and Moses, whom
I would rather have been cheated with, than prosper ;
and the Vicar himself in his cassock, now presenting his
Treatise against Polygamy' (in the family picture) to

his wife, habited as Venu and now distracted for the
loss of his daughter Ohvia, who is seduced by the
villanous squire. I knew not whether to laugh at him,
or cry with him most.

These, with Fielding and Smollett, Voltaire, Charlotte
Smith, Bage, Mrs. Badcliffe, and Augustus La Fontaine,
were my favourite prcae authors. I had subscribed,
while at school, to the famous circulating library in
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I^adenhall Street, and I have continued to be such a
glutton of novels ever aince, that, except where they
rep«I me in the outset with excessive wordiness, I can
read their three-volume enormities to this day without
skippmg a syiJable ; though I guess pretty nearly all
that 18 gomg to happen, from the mysterious gentlemanwho opens the work in the dress of a particular century,down to the distribution of punishments and the dryinirup of tea.rs in the last chapter. I think the authoiS
wonderfully clever peoole, particularly those who write
most

;
and I should like the most contemptuous of

tlieu- critics to try their hands at doing somethinff half
as engaging. » »"

I READ EVERYTHING READABLE
[Autobiography]

I READ everything that was readable, old l " "ew,
particularly fiction, and philosophy, and natural history;
^aa always returning to something Italian.or in Spenser,

^l Hi
**^® themes of the East ; lost no particle of Dickens,

of Thackeray, of Mrs. GaskeU (whose Mary Barton gave
me emotions that required, more and more, the con-
sideration of the good which itmustdo); calledoutevery
week for my Family Herald, a little penny publication,
at that time qualified to inform the best of its contem-
S)rarie8 ; rejoiced in republications of wise and witty

rs. Gore, especially seeing she only made us wait
for something newer ; delighted in the inexhaustible
wit of Douglas Jerrold, Thackeray, and his coadjutors,
Tom Taylor, Percival Leigh, and others, in Punch, the
best-humoured and best-hearted satirical publication
that ever existed; wondered when Bulwer Lytton
would give us more of his potent romances and prospec-
tive philosophies ; and hailed every fresh publication
of James, though I knew half what he was going to do
with his lady, and his gentleman, and his landscape,

L. UUKT K

^1

''I
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!

and his mystery, and his ortho'loxy, and his criminal
triai. But I was charmed vita the new amusement
which he brought ou* of ad m vterials. I looked on
him as I should looL ^ifMi:. < musician, famous for
* variations.' I was gri. c u I fo' iii s rein of cheerfulness,
for his singularly variea md ^mx id landscapes, for his
power of jpainting womer, at »nci lady-like and loving
(a rare talent), for his nwJiing lovtirs to matr'h, at onco
beautiful and well-bred, and i\n the ^ .Ma^c . .ch all this
has afforded me, somet 'len ov» •.xnd vor again, in
illness and in convalesce j u e. wm. ^ rt., 'red interest
without violence, and entcitainnenc a' o .ce animated
and mild.

COOKE'S POETS

[Autobiography]

In those times, Cooke's edition of the British poets
came up. I had got an odd volume of Spenser ; and
T fell passionately in love with Collins and Gray. How
1 loved those little sixpenny numbers containing whole
poets ! I doted on their size ; I doted on their type,
on their ornaments, on their wrappers containing lists

of other poets, and on the engravings from Kirk. I
bought them over and over again, and used to get up
select sets, which disappeared like buttered crumpets

;

for I could resist neither giving them away, nor possess-
ing them. When the master tormented me—when I
used to hate and loathe the sight of Homer, and Demos-
thenes, and Cicero—I would comfort myself with
thinking of the sixpence in my pocket, with which I
should go out to PaternosterRow,when school was over,
and buy another number of an English poet.
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UNCLE TOBY
[Wit and Humour]

mifj'nf'?''*
''^''."- ^^^y^ *.^^' ^^o" quintessence of themiJK of human kindness, thou reconJiler of war (asSr

t^ ehSoS'S
'"''"'^'y '° r°«^"« •^>' thou^etumer

maltei^f thot.T*f
^*'''' ^?o"J°^e' of widows, thoumaster of the best of corporals, thou whistler at excora-munications. thou high and only filial Christian Kentfc-

mV th';^TV^ '^' '^^!," himJelf.divine UncleSy

!

nhy, this I will say, made bold by thy example and

d'o^s^'fo^in^Ho^'''^*^''
anybody^yLnkXt^odoes notm some measure partake of thy nature that hewho created thee was the wisest man since t^'^tj o?Shakespeare; and that Shakespeare himself. Sty

reflector of things as they were*/ but no anticS/never arrived at a character like thine. No master ofbonhomie was he. No such thing, alas ! did he find

iooSs'cTnT"
'* ?t'-f^ford-upon-A%on, or Tthe taprooms on his way to town, or in those of Eastchean orm the courts of Elizabeth and James, or even i^^thegreen-rooms of the Globe and Blackfnai, Ihough he

s^I ^f'k
^''°''^^' '^^ P'^'^^^^y had hearlhrm

S him .ff '^ ! T"" t ^T""' ^^^*°d° Friscobaldo.Let him afford to lose the glory of this discovery ; letDecker be enriched with it; and let Fielding and Sternehave the renown of finding the main treasure AsWas the character of Toby Shandy finds an echo in thf
.-

!

K 2
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CHAUCER

[Wit and Humour]

Chaucir's comic genius is so perfect, that it may be
said to include prophetic intimations of all that followed
it. The liberal-thinking joviality of Rabelais is there ;

the portraiture of Cervantes, moral and external ; the
poetry of Shakespeare ; the learning of Ben Jonson ;

the manners of the wits of Charles the Second ; the
bonho. n'e of Sterne ; and the insidiousness, without the
malice of Voltaire. One of its characteristics is a
certain; tranquil detection of particulars, expressive of
generals ; as in the instance just mentioned of the
secret infirmity of the Cook. Thus the Prioress speaks
French ; but it is ' after the school of Stratford at Bow.'
Her education was altogether more showy than sub-
stantial. The lAwver was the busiest man in the world,
and yet he 'seemed busier than he was.' He made some-
thing out of nothing, even in appearances.

SHAKESPEARE

[Wit and Humour]

Shakespear£ had as great a comic genius as tragic

;

and everybody would ihink so, were it possible for
comedy to impress the mind as tragedy does. It is

true, the times he lived in, as Hazlitt has remarked, were
not so foppish and ridiculous as those of our prose comic
dramatists, and therefore he had not so much to laugh
at : and it is observed by the same critic, with equal
truth, that his genius was of too large and magnanimous
a description to delight in satire. But who doubts
that had Shakespeare lived in those inferior times, the
author of the character of Mercutio could have written
that of Dorimant ? of Benedick and Beatrice, the dia-
logue of Congreve ? or of Twelfth Night and the Tamiwj
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of the Shrew, the most uproarious farce ? I certainlycannot thmk with Dr. Johnson that he wrote comSybetter than tragedy; that 'his tragedy seeimZZ

«n5 iwil"'!"'''*
""^ ^^^"^ ^*« «°»^fi"«d to laughter!

?S?h ^i^i^*",^*'*
shed upon principles of criticismSuch may have been the Doctor's recipe for writingtragedy; hut Irene is not King Lear. ^urfiterMd

tears are alike bom with us. aSd so was iJe^werof
f^^, '^""l "^^ S^»k««Peare

; because it^S^^Nature to make him a complete human being.
Shakespeare had wit and humour in perfection ; andlike every possessor of powers so hapjy, he rioted intheir enjoyment. Moli^re was not fSr of i^^i^g

uZ.wli V ?^^^^^9onld not give loose to a mSfadnurable foohng.' His mirth is commensurate with
his melancholy

; it is founded on the same knowlSgeand feehng, and it furnished him with a set-oflF to their
oppression. When he had been too thought'^S
Sr f'f^J

took it out
' with Falstaff and S.r tX

Jiou?** u® ^^ habitually melancholy. He had t6o

£ut S^nfni[r.i°' *^V ^^^*^ greatLimal s^riS^
n^i^r^"'*^ ^^^

^^""l^
^^^® «f thought, he must ofnecessity have gone through its darkest as well m

nr?i^' P*"^
i

^""^ **•« «"*^«^'"« ^'^ welcome in

CKfSl ,^*1*¥«P«*« if the inventor of the phrase,jettmg the table ma roar
' ; of the memory of Yorickof the stomach of Falstaff stuffed as full^f wit as o

^ *h««. I ^^^f^ ^i*®
night-owl with a cateh '

; draws

n^r^I ^rS. """k
'*'. P"^

weaver '; passes the 'equi-noctial of Queubus' (some glorious torrid zone, l^na

unco righteous ' for ever, that virtue, false or true, isnot mcompatible with the recreations of 'cakes and
nf ; o- irftT*"* '^ ^^'^ ^ *»»^e died of getting outof a sick-bed to entertain his friends Drayt^ and BwJJonson, visitors from London. He migKave^
hJS o^p*"!* «'*^"i' ^^A ^'^^ ^« ««"^<* «°t well ha^
WM ?i?fr^,^^-^r'*''

*?**
**l^'*'^'^

°»^^ poetical. Farwas It from dishonouring the eulogizer of ' good men's

: i
; r

u
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feasts ' ; the recorder of the noble friends Antonio and
Bassanio ; the great thorough-going humanist, who
did equal justice to the gravest and the gayest moments
of life.

It is a remarkable proof of the geniality of Shake-
speare's jesting, that even its abundance of ideas does
not spoil it ; for, in comedy as well as tragedy, he is the
most reflective of writers. I know but of one that
comes near him in this respect ; and very neai- him
(I dare to affirm) he does come, though he has none of
his poetry, properly so-called. It is Sterne, in whose
TristramSharpy there is not a word without meaning

—

often of the profoundest as well as kindhest sort. Tho
professed fools of Shakespeare are among the wisest of
men. They talk Aesop and Solomon in every jest. Yet
they amuse as much as they instruct us. The braggart
Parolles, whose name signifies words, as though he
spoke nothing else, scarcely utters a sentence that is not
rich with ideas ; yet his weakness and self-committals
hang over them all like a sneaking infection, and hinder
our laughter from becoming respectful. The scene in
which he is taken blindfoldamong his old acquaintances,
and so led to vilify theircharacters, under the impression
that he is gratifying their enemies, is almost as good as
the screen-scene in the School for Scandal.

BEN JONSON

[ImagituUion and Fancy. Wit and Flumotir]

If Ben Jonson had not tried to do half what he aid,
he would havehadagreater fame. His will and ambition
hurt him, as they always hurt genius when set in front
of it. Lasting reputation of power is only to be ob-
tained by power itself ; and this, in poetry, is the result
not so much, if at all, of the love of the power, ajs of the
power of love,—the love of truth and beauty,—^great
and potent things they,—not the love of self, which is

generally a very little thing. The ' supposed rugged
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old bard, notwithstanding his huffing and arrogance,
had elegance, feeling, imagination, great fancy ; but
by straining to make them all greater than they were,
bnnfpng in the ancients to help him, and aiming to
include the lowest farce (perhaps by way of outdoing
the umversality of Shakespeare), he became as groMm his pretensions as drink had made him in person.
His jealous irritability and assumption tired out the
gentlest and mast generous of his contemporaries-
men who otherwise really liked him (and he them),—
Decker for one ; and he has ended in appearing to
posterity rather the usurper than the owner of a true
renown. He made such a fuss with his learning, that
he IS now suspected to have had nothing else. Hazlitt
himself cannot give him credit for comic genius, so
grave and all-in-all does his pedantry appear to that
critic,—an erroneous judgement, as it seems to me,—
who cannot help thinking, that what altogether made
Ben what he was projected his ultra-jovial person
rather towards comedy than tragedy ; and as a proof
of this, his tragedies are all borrowed, but his comedies
his own. Twdfth Night and other plays of Shakespeare
preceded and surpassed him in his boasted ' humour '

;

but his Alchemist, and especially his Vdpone, seem to
me at the head of all severer English comedy. The
latter is a masterpiece of plot and treatment. Ben's
fancy, a power tending also rather to the comic than
tragic, was in far greater measure than his imagination ;

and their strongest united efforts, as in the Witches'
Meeting, and the luxurious anticipations of Sir Epicure
Mammon, produce a smiling as well as a serious admira-
tion. The three happiest of all his short effusions are

/u®
^'P*^P^ ^ ^'^y Pembroke, the address to Cynthia

(both of which are serious indeed, but not tragic), and
the Caich of the Satyrs, which is unique for its wild and
melodious mixture of the comic and the poetic. His
huge farces, to be sure (such aa Bartholomew Fair), are
execrable. They seem to talk for talking sake, like
drunkards. And though his famous verses^ beginning,
i>till to be neat, still to be drest,' are elegantly worded,

rll
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IS a coarsenessI never could admire them. There
implied in thoir very refinement.

After alJ, perhaps it is idle to wish a writer had been
otherwise than he was, especially if he is an original in
his way, and worthy of admiration. His faulto he may
have been unable to mend, and they may not have
been without their use, even to his merits. If Ben had
not been Ben, Sir Epicure Mammon might not have
talked in so high a tone. We should have missed,
perhaps, something of the excess and altitude of his
expressions—of his

Gums of Paradise and eastern air.

let it not be omitted, that Milton went to the masques
and odds of Ben Jonson for some of his elegancies even
of his dignified muse.

Ben Jonson's famous humour is as pampered, jovial,
and dictatorial as he was in his own person. He always
gives one the idea of a man sitting at the head of a table
and a coterie. He carves up a subject as he would a
dish

; talks all the while to show oflf both the dish and
himself

; and woe betide diflFerence of opinion, or his
favoimte aversion,' envy. He was not an envious man

him8elf,providedyou allowedhim his claims. Hepraised
hiscontemporaries all round, chieflyin return for praises,
lie had too much hearty blood in his veins to withhold
eulogy where it was not denied him ; but he was some-
what too willing to cancel it on offence. He complains
that he had given heaps of praises undeserved ; tells
l>rayton that ithad beendoubtedwhetherhe was a friend
to anybody (owing, doubtless, partly to this caprice):
and m the collection of epigrams, printed under his own
care, there are three consecutive copies of verse, two
of them addressed to Lord Salisbury in the highest
style of panegyric, and the third to the writer's muse,
consisting of a recantation, apparently of the same
panegyric, and worth repeating here for its scorn and
spleen.
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To My Mfsb
Away, and leave me, thou thing most ahhorrd,
Thai hast betray d me to a worthless lord ;
Made me commit most fierce idolatry
To a great image through thy luxury.
Be thy next master's more unlucky Muse,
And, as thou'st mine, his hours and youth abuse.
Get him the time's long grudge, the court's ill will.
And, reconcil'd, keep him suspected still.

Make him lose all his friends ; a«d, which is worse,
Almost all ways to any better course.

(This is melancholy.)

With me thou leav'st an happier Muse than thee.
And which thou brought'st me, welcome Poverty.
She shall instruct my after thoughts to write
Things manly, and not smelling parasite.
But I repent me .—stay. Whoe'er is rais'd
For worth he has not, he is tax'd, not prais'd.

^
This is ingenious and true; but from a lord so
worthless,' it hardly became the poet to withdraw the

alDM of his panegyric. He should have left posterity
to do him justice, or have reposed on the magnanimity
of a silent disdain. Lord Sahsbury was the famous
Robert Cecil, son of Burleigh. Ben Jonson had prob-
ably found his panegyric treated with neglect, perhaps
contempt

; and it was bold in him to return it ; but it
was proclaiming his own gratuitous flattery.

It has been objected to Ben Jonson's humours, and
with truth, that they are too exclusive of other qualities

;

that the characters are too much absorbed in the pecu-
harity, so as to become personifications of an abstrac-
tion. They have also, I think, an amount of turbulence
which hurts their entire reality ; gives them an air of
conscious falsehood and pretension, as if they were
rather acting the thing than being it. But this, as
before intimated, arose from the character of the
author, and his own wilful and flustered temperament.
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If they are not thoroughly what they might be, or suchas Shakespeare would have made themf they ^re admirable Jonsonian presentations, and overflowing 4hwit, fancy, and scholarship.

«^""wmg wiwi

I I

BEAUMONT AND FLETCHER
[Imagtmtion and Fancy. Wit and Humour]

Poetry of the highest order and of the loveliest char-acterabounds in Beaumont and Fletcher, but so mixed

matter, that, apart from passages which do not enter

io clfi?i^h
^^'^^ ^°''? '' raoaltematrv^ butd?heto confine the extracts to the small number which ensue

?w^. 'S^ *T*^'' * ^^^P °^ ^^« «°»a"e8t quoJatioS^.-!:

!^°^ *^/^^ ^"^^^ ^^ * ^^^- I thought to have ff^t a

I had not read for many yeare ; but on renewing mvacquamtance with it I fomid that the same unl^cSable fascmation with the evil times which had spoiltthese two fine poets in their other plays, had followed

M Shepherdess to be 'a perpetual feast of nectar'd

tJ^nkV^?^
'^^ '™^^ surfeit^igns.' I Jsh I co^Jd

wvT. T ^^^'•« are both hot and cold dishes in itwhich I would quit at any time to go and dine^th the

though of another and far inferior class of poetry I take

Hunt prefix^ criticl notes on Lob aut&r^Ea *
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It is a pity that Beaumont and Fletcher had not
been born earlier, and in the neighbourhood of Shake-
speare, and become his playmates. The wholesome
company of the juvenile yeoman (like a greater Sand-
ford) might have rectified the refined spirits of the
young gentlemen, and saved their Hippocrene from
becommg ditch-water. Even as it is, they seem
different men when writing in their own persons, and
following the taste of the town. Compare, for
example, Beaumont's exquisite verses on Melan-
ehdy with any one of their plays; or Fletcher's
hnes entitled An Honest Man's Fortune, with the play
of the same name, to which it is appended. The
difference is so great, and indeed is discernible to such
an equal degree in the poetry which startles you in the
plays themselves (as if two different souls were writing
one passage), that it appears unaccountable, except on
some principle anterior to their town life, and to educa-
tion itself. Little is known of either of their families,
except that there were numerous poets in both ; but
Fletcher's father was that Dean of Peterborough (after-
wards Bishop of London) who behaved with such un-
feeling impertinence to the Queen of Scots in her last
moments, and who is said (as became such a man) to
have died of chagrin because Elizabeth was angry at
Ins marrying a second time. Was poetry such a ' drug '

with both their houses ' that the friends lost their
respect for it ? or was Fletcher's mother some angel of
a woman—some sequestered Miranda of the day—with
whose spirit the ' earth ' of the Dean her husband but
ill accorded ?

Every devout lover of poetry must have experienced
the wish of Coleridge, that Beaumont and Fletcher had
written poems instead of tragedies.' Imagine as
voluminous a set of the one as they have given us of the
other

!
It would have been to sequestered real life what

bpenser was to the land of Faery,—a retreat beyond all
groves and gardens, a region of medicinal sweets of
wiought and feeling. Nor would plenty of fable have
been wanting. What a loss ! And this,—their birth-

W
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right with posterity—these extraordinary men sold for
the mess of the loathsome pottage of the praise and
profligacy of the court of James I.

i«»« ami

But let us blush to find fault with them, even for such

divtrSL^S!"
''''" '"«'*• "*•"« ««^"-« ^ «»-

Since expressing in the above volume (imaginationana J<anct/] the surprise which everybody feels at the
astounding mixture of licence and refinement displayedby these poets (for the grossness of earlier writers is buta simplicity compared with it), I have come to the con-
elusion that itwas anexcessof animal spirits, encouragedby the demands of the times, and the intoxication of
applause. They were the sons of men of rank : thev

kSIi u^'ul^ "P?° *^^ *«^ '" the heyday of their
blood, probably with a turn for lavish expenditure;
they certainly wanted money as they advanced, andwere glad to get it of gross audiences ; they had been

^?^\^ confound loyalty with servility, which sub-
jected them to the dissolute influence of the court ofJames the Fu^t; they came among the actors and the
playwnghts, with advantages of position, perhaps
of education and accomplishments, superior to them

I
«»eir confidence, their wit, their enjoyment wasunbounded

; everybody was glad to hear what the gay
gentlemen had to say ; and forth they poured it accord-
ingly, without stmt or conscience. Beaumont diedvoung

; but Fletcher, who went writing on, appears tohave taken a still greater licence than his friend The
son of the bishop had probably been tempted to go
farther out of bounds than the son of the judge ; for
Dr. Fletcher was not such a bishop as Grindal or Jewel.The poet might have been taught hypocrisy by his
father

;
and, in oespising it as he grew up, had gone to

another extreme.
The readerofCthese pl'^ys] will observe the difference

between the fierce weignt of the satire of Volpone, inwhich poison and suffocation are brought in to
aggravate, and the gayer caricature of Beaumont and
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Fletcher. It is equally .founded on truth—equally
wilful and superabundant in the treatment of it, but
more light and happy. You feel that the writers
enjoyed it with a aayer laugh. The pretended self-
deception with which a coward lies to his own thoughts
—the necessity for support which induces him to apply
to others as cowarcfly as himself for the warrant of
their good opinion, and the fascination of vanity which
impels such men into the exposure which they fancy
they have taken the subtlest step to guard against

—

are most entertainingly set forth in tne interview of
Bassus with the two Bullies, and the subsequent
catastrophe of all three in the hands of Bacurius. The
nice balance of distinction and difference in which the
bullies pretend to weigh the merits of kicks and beat-
ings, and the impossibility which they affect of a shadow
of imputation against ttieir valours, or even of the
pQwer to assume it hjrpothetically, are masterly plays
of wit of the first order.

MIDDLETON, DECKER, AND WEBSTER
[Imagination and Fanejf]

When about to speak of these and other extra-
ordinary men of the days of Shakespeare, the Marstons,
Rowleys, Massingors, Draytons, &c., including those
noticed already, 1 wasted a good deal of time in trying
to find out how it was that, posse.ssing, as most of them
did, such a pure vein of poetry, and sometimes saying
as fine things as himself, they wrote so much that is not
worth reading, sometinios not fit to be read. I might
have considered that, either from self-love, or necessity,
or hh, too much writing is the fault of all ages and
of I y author. Even Homer, says Horace, sometimes
nods. How many odes might not Horace himself
have spared us ! How many of his latter books,
Virgil ! What theology, Dant« and Milton ! What
romances, Cervantes ! What comedies, Ariosto ! What
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trapdies, Dryden ! What. heaps of words, Chaucerand Spenser I What Iliads, Pope !

Shakespeare'* contemporaries, however, appear tohave been a singularly careless race of men, compared
with himself. Could they have been rendered so by
that very superiority of birth and education which
threw them upon the town, in the first instance, with
greater confidence, his humbler prospects rendering
im more cautious ? Or did their excess of wit and

fancy require a counter-pcrfection of judgement, such as
he only possessed ? Chapman and Drayton, though
their peM were among the profusest and most unequal,
seem to have been prudent men in conduct ; so in all
probabihty were Ford and Webster ; but none of thesehad the animal spirits of the others. Shakespeare had
animal apu-ite, wit, fancy, judgement, prudence in money
matters understanding like Bacon, feeling like Chaucer,
nurth hke Rabelais, dignity like Milton! What.

a

man! Has anybody discovered the reason why he never
noticed a Imng contemporary, and but one who was
dead 7 and this, too, in an age of great men. and when
they were m the habit of acknowledging the preten-
sions of one another. It could not have been jealousy, or
formality, or inability to perceive merits which his own
included

; and one can almost as little believe it possible
to have been owing to a fear of disconcerting his aristo-
cratic friends, for they too were among the eulogizers

;

neither can it be attributed to his having so mooted all
pomts, as to end in caring for none ; for in so great and
wisea nature, groodnaturemustsurelysurviveeverything,
both as a pleasure and a duty. I have made up mymmd to think that his theatrical managership was the
cause. It naturally produced a dislike of pronouncing
judgements and incurring responsibiUties. And yetne was not always a manager ; nor were all his literary
friends playwrights. I think it probable, from the
style, that he wrote the sonnet in which Spenser is
eulogized :

—

If music and sweet poetry agree, &c..
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but this is doubtful ; and Spenser was not one of his
dramatic fellows. Did he see too many faults in them
all to praise them ! ! Certainly the one great difiFerence
between him and them, next to superiority of genius, is
the prevailing relevancy of all ho wrote ; its freedom,
however superabundant, from inconsistencyand caprice.
But could he find nothing to praise ? Nothing in the
whole contemporary drama 1 Nothing in all the
effusions of his friends and brother clubbists of the
* Mermaid ' and the ' Triple Tun '

T

I take Websterand Decker to have been the two great-
est of the Shakespeare men, for unstudied genius, next
after Beaumont and Fletcher ; and in some respects
thev surpassed them. Beaumont and Fletcher have no
such terror as Webster, nor any such piece of hearty,
good, affecting human clay as Decker's 'Old Signior
Orlando Friscobaldo.' Is there any such man even in
Shakespeare ?—any such exaltation of that most
delightful of all things, bonhomie ? Webster sometimes
overdoes his terror; nay, often. He not only riots,
he debauches in it ; and Decker, full of heart and deli-
cacy as he is, and qualified to teach refinement to the
refined, condescends to an astounding coarseness.
Beaumont and Fletcher's good company saved them
from that, in words. In spirit they are full of it. But
Decker never mixes up (at lease not as far as I can re-
member) any such revolting and impossible contra-
dictions in the same character as they do. Neither
does he bring a doubt on his virtues by exaggerating
them. He believes heartily in what he does believe,
and you love him in consequence. It was he that wrote
that character, the piety of which has been pronounced
equal to its boldness :

—

The best of men
That e'er wore earth about him Mas a sufferer

;

A soft, meek, patient, humble, tranquil spirit

;

The first true gentleman that ever breath d.

His universal sympathy enabled him to strike out that
audacious and happy simile, 'untameable as flies,*
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which Homer would have admired, though it is fit to

"^^IFT^^J" u"^"^^^'••
'^« Poetaater? had Decked

Itr^^il^^'' ^1° * P"**"' «' •*• ^'>"W have beenafraid of being taken for a fly himaelf. Images aroeither grand m themselves, or for the thou^i andfeehng that acconapany them. This has all tSogreatness of Nature's 'equal eye.' You may see howtruly Decker felt it to be of this kind, by the oompaoy
in which he has placed it ; and there is a consummfSoJ

fiLlS'^-^
"» it« wildness. for he is speaking of

There are of mad men, as there are of tame.
All humour'd not alike. We have here some
So apish and fantastic, will play with a feather :And though t would grieve a soul to see God's imagoSo blemish d and defaced, yet do they act
Such antic and such pretty lunacies.
That, spite of sorrow, they will make you smile.
Uthers again we have like hungry lions.
Fierce as wild btdls, untameable as flies.

Middleton partakes of the poetry and sweetness ofDecker, but not to the same height : and he talks more
at random. You hardly know what to make of thedialo^e or stories of some of his plays. But he hasmore fancy

:
and there is one character of his (De Flores

Ifr^Sli "^'^^^^i. ^l''"'^'
^°' ^ff««* »* onc« tragical,

probable, and poetical, surpasses anything I knowof in
the drama of domestic life. Middleton his the honour
of having furnished part of the witch poetry to Macbeth,and of bemg conjoined with it also in the powerful and
beautiful music of Locke.

1
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BUTLER
[Wit and Humour]

^mr^Z V^^ ^^"ie«V°' English poets, and at thesame time he is one of the most learned, and what ismore, one of the wisest. His UudbraM^ ^ouVhnaturally the most popular of his works from ite aJzeHubject. and witty excess, was an accident of^iith andparty compared with his Miscellaneous Poems vetboth abound in thoughts as great and Xp as Thosurface is sparkling f and Ss geX alLTihohaving the additional recommendation of vei^?nS
Jn;^.T'''''?'K * '*°^^ ^^^' th^n Rabclairhadlu-

True aa the dial to the sun.
Although it be not ahin'd upon.

Wdter?-
"^"^

'" *' *'^^*^*"* *" anything in Lovelace or

—What security's too strong
To guard that gentle heart from wrong.
That to its friend is glad to pass
Itself away, and all it has.
And like an anchorite, gives over
This world, for the heaven of a lover ?

And this if read with the seriousness and singleness offeelmg that become it, is, I think, a comparison ftS ofas much grandeur as cordiahty,—

Like In«iian widows, gone to bed
In flaming curtains to the dead.

pi"mrthiiTi?;L!°°'^^
'"

'' ^ ^^^ '' ^--^'«

and Ralph, are not so much humorists as nedan^They are as little like their prototy^^, Don ^u^ote
I^. IIU2(T L
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and Sancho, as two dreary puppets are unlike excesses
of humanity. Thev are not even consistent with their
other prototypes, the Puritans, or with themselves, for
they are dull fellows, unaccountably gifted with the
author's wit. In this respect, and as a narrative, the
poem is a failure. Nobody ever thinks of the story,
except to wonder at its inefficiency ; or of Hudibras
himself, except as described at his outset. He is
nothing but a ludicrous figure. But considered as a
banter issuing from the author's own lips, on the wrong
side of Puritanism, and indeed on all the pedantic p.nd
hjrpocritical abuses of human reason, the whole pro-
ductioij is a marvellous compound of wit, learning, and
felicitous execution. The wit is pure and incessant;
the learning as quaint and out-of-the-way as the subject;
the very rh)rmes are echoing scourges, made of the pe-
remptory and the incongruous. This is one of the reasons
why the rhymes have been so much admired. They
are laughable, not merely in themselves, but from the
masterly will and violence with which they are made to
correspond to the absurdities they lash. I^e most extra-
ordinary licence is assumed as a matter of cou the
accentuation jerked out of its place with all the mdiflfer-
ence and effrontery of a reason ' sufficing unto itself.'
The poem is so peculiar in this respect, the laughing
delight of the reader so well founded, and the passages
so sure to be accompanied with a full measure of wit
and knowledge, that I have retained its best rhymes
throughout, and thus brought them together for the
first time.

Butler, like the great wit of the opposite party.
Marvel, was an honest man, fonder of his books than of
worldly success, and superior to party itself in regard to
final principles. He wrote a satire on the follies and
vices of the court, which is most likely the reason why
it is doubted whether he ever got anything by Hudibras ;

and he was so little prejudiced in favour of the scholar-
ship he possessed, that he vindicated the bom poet
above the poet of books, and would not have Shake-
speare tried by a Grecian standard.
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[The Town]

Curir?h'!f''^'^
-^1"^'^ T^^ * «°od deal of gossipturlJ, the principal scandal-monger of those times Irof"

b? ^Ch'f'^^y ''^^^^ ^'«>' professing rb^M^itS
ofoiSSn ^'ir '

^''^•'' **"* «"PPo«ed to be the work
bi? f^r •

•
. ^^T ''

r ""^'J^^"* "Pon Charles WilTonbut. from mternal evidence, we may take hi^ wo?ri

ST^i'^i ^"^ ^'^ ""'^y "^"^ve hi^ when he^a^that the duchess and her friends were alarmed atZ
^11%''f ^r^-

'^'^^^ P'«^"^ ^hich he dr"ws of hermanner has also an ajf like a woman of ouahTv Shihad demanded a sight of the document or Xh^he
athorU^tTtt and' "^T ^^^^^^^^^^^^^l

eSr"^''^^ ^''^y^' ^«^*«^' ^nd characLTof th^t

iZotT'' ' r**"!?'
'^y« ^^^- ^"«o°.

'
«he. with a mo^taffected, extraordinary, dramatic drawl cried o^tNot one single sheet of paper. 1 dare o swear '"t

Jfr. Wilson's own grand air in return is very amusinir

•i?h «„7
Curll 8 ;

and ados, that if he be dispatched

lin^^^ '^°'^', ^^™'^y' if he please, come to me
fifooml'''

''^'\y *°> '"""^ •" ^"^^t Russell SrS'

Air Wilson's book opens with a copy of thf» will ;„

^ R "? "".f
domestics. &c. (not omitting £200to Mrs. Bracegirdle)

j and all the re^t (with power to

Kefe,rc 'rf)"-
^"^ '/'i^^e^tly omits his name

w„ K -
title-page. [On re^onsidonng the interview fthoiiirh

frL ?J^
""^ °°^^"' ^''^^ '^«°'^ '^y "«• and therefore speakfrom memory) we are doubtful whether the lady was ^otMrs. Bracegirdle. instead of the duchess ]

^

l2
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annul or increase the complimentarypartof the legacies)

to the Duchess of Marlborough. We know not that
anybody could have brought forward grounds for

objecting to this will, had the duchess been poor herself ;

for his relations may or may not have had claims upon
him—relations, as such, not being of necessity friends,

though it is generally fit that they should partake of
the family prosperity. We except, of course, a man's
immediate kindred, particularly those whom he has
brought into the world. But here was a woman, rolling

in wealth, and relatives neither entirely forgotten, nor
yet, i^ seems, properly assisted. The bequest must,
therefore, either have been a mere piece of vanity, or
the consequence of habitual subjection to a woman's
humours. The duchess was not ungrateful to his

memory. She raised him, as we have seen, a monu-
ment ; and it is related in Gibber's Ldvea of the Poets,

wc know not on what authority, that she missed his

company so much, as to cause ' an image of him to be
placed every day on her toilet-Ui'jle, to which she
would talk as to the living Mr. Congreve, with all the

freedom of the most poZtVc and unreserved conversation.'

There is something verj ludicrous in this way of putting
a case, which might otherwise be affecting. It is as if

there had been a sort of polite mania on both sides.

Congreve's plays are exquisite of their kind, and tliP

excessive heartlessness and duplicity of some of his char-

acters are not to be taken without allowance for the ugbj

ideal. There is something not natural, both in his

characters and wit ; and we read him rather to sec

how entertaining he can make his superfine ladies and
gentlemen, and what a pack of sensual busybodies they
arc, like insects over a pool, than from any true sense

of them as ' men and women.' As a companion he

must have been exquisite to a woman of fashion. Wo
can believe that the duchess, in ignorance of any tragic

emotion but what was mixed with his loss, would really

talk with a waxen image of him in a peruke, and think

the universe contained nothing better. It was carrying

wit and politeness beyond t'ae grave. Queen Constance
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in Shakespeare makes grief put on the pretty looks of
her lost child

: the Duchess of Marlborough made itput on a wig and jaunty air, such as she had given herInend in his monument in Westminster Abbey. No
cnticism on his plays could be more perfect. Conireve's
serious poetry is a refreshment, from its extreme in-
sipidity and common-place. Everybody is innocent insome corner of the mind, and has faith in something
Congreve had no faith in his fellow creatures, but hehad a scholars (not a poet's) belief in nymphs andweeping fauns; and he wrote elegiesfullof them, upon
queens and marquisses. If it be true that he wrote the
character of Aspasia (Lady Elizabeth Hastings), in theTatlerm. 42), \xe had indeed faith in something better^tor in that paper is not only given an admiring account
of a person of very exalted excellence, but the author
has said of her one of the finest things that a sincere
heart could utter; namely, that 'to love her was a
liberal education. .Ve cannot help thinking, however,
that the generous and trusting hand of Steele is verv
visible throughout this portrait ; and in the touch just
mentioned in particular.

"'

SMOLLETT

[TabU-Talk]

Though Smollett sometimes vexes us with themahcious boy's-play of his heroes, and sometimes
disgusts with his coarseness, he is still the Smollettwhom now, as in one s boyhood, it is impossible not toheartily laugh wJth. He is an accomplished writerand a master y observer, and may be called the finest

hfs ^,1.^.'. \ /^ T^V^"" complexional vehemence of

«i,if twu ^^^ ^'"^ ^" ^"^ t^em up a.s he does,and tumble them on our plates. Then as to the objec'
tions against his morality, nobody will be hurt by it
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The delicate and sentimental will look on the wholematter as a joke

; the accessories of the characters

most hkely to be conversant with the scenes described
are, m our opmion to be Bcriously benefited by theperusal

;
for ,t w.ll show them that heroes of^theirdescription are expected to have virtues as well asfau to. and that they seldom get anything by beingpos,t,vdy disagreeable or bad. Our author's lo^vew

"
tmust be owned, are not of the most sentimental or

flattering description. One of their common modes ofpaying their court, even to those they best love and

bmollett had a strong spice of pride and malice in himgreatly owing, we doubt not. to some scenes of "nju™

narfJ^^h-^
witnessed in early youth), which he im-parts to his heroes

; all of whom, probably, are carica-tures of himself, as Fielding's brawny, good-naturedKUe fellows are of him There is no serious e^lS
tion, however. It is all out of resentment of some evilreal or imaginary

; or is made up of pure animal spStand the love of venting a complexional sense of power

Znluf^'V: ^T'''''^'
^""^ movement, not particularlyamiable, but chver, entertaining, and interesting and..thout an atom of hypocrisy in^it. NimaTwuflearnto \te shabby by reading Smollett's writings.
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SWIFT

[Wit and Humour]

Fob the qualities of sheer wit and humour. Swifthad no superior, ancient or modern. He had nn?T»!«
poetry of Aristophanes, or the animaTspirite o^R^^'lathe was not so incessantly witty as Butler ; nor did hopossess the dehcacy of Addison, or the go^d natu/e ofSteele or Fieldmg. or the pathos and depth of Sternebut his wit WM perfect, as such ; a sheer meeti^gofthe extremes of difference and likeness ; and his know-ledge of character was unbounded. He knerthehumour of great and small, from the king dov^ To thecook-maid. Unfortunately, he was not a healthy manhis entrance into the Church put him into a false Zil
tion

; mysterious circumstances in his personal historv

llTX'f V'^ T^^iy disappointment to aggravate i?^and that hypochondriacal insight into things wh chmight have taught him a doubt of his concEnrandthe wisdom of patience, ended in making him the victhnof a diseased blood and angry passions. Probablythere was something morbitf eveVin his exceSive
coarseness. Most of his contemporaries were co^i^but not so outrageously as he.

^"»rae.

When Swift, however, wa^ at his best, who was soiveh^. so entertaining, so original ? He C^cn^aidto be mdebted tr this and that chwsir a^d th^

c"v?ano'd''^"''"^"^*^' ^r^"' to aXuis. and to

^K n ?u ^'«f^™« J but though he was acquaintedwith al these writers, their thoughts had been evXS
S".?^ ^H"'^ '

^^''"' *l"*'"t fancies of things hadpassed through his own mind ; and they ended in ^uksquite masterly, and his own. A greaffanclfur^7hke

and'^n'^f/^'ft^'PI.^^ '^! f'«^«^«'7
of BroidliUagand Laputa. The Big and Little Endians were closito him every day. at court and at church

pm„T;i?T
b« P""cipal measure from Butler, and heemulated his rhymes

; yet his manner is his owr.
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Tliero is a mixture of care and precision in it, announcing
at once power and fastidiousness, like Mr. Dean going
with his verger before him, in flowing gown and five-
times washed face, with his nails pared to the quick.
His long irregular prose verses, with rhymes at the end]
are an invention of his own ; and a similar mixture is
discernible even in those, not excepting a feeling of
musical proportion. Swift had more music in him than
he loved to let ' fiddlers ' suppose ; and throughout all
his writings there may be observed a jealous sense of
power, modifying the most familiar of his impulses.

After all, however. Swift's verse, compared with
Pope's pr with Butler's, is but a kind of smart prose.
It wants their pregnancy of expression. His greatest
worfcj are Gulliver's Travels and the Tale of a Tub.

I fi

It

"I

POPE

[Wit and Humour]

Besides being an admirable wit and satirist, and a
man of the most exquisite good sense. Pope was a true
poet

;
and though in all probability his entire nature

could never have made him a great one (since the whole
man contributors to form the genius, and the very wep.k-
ness of his .yfMTii ation was in the way of ^i), yet in
a different age the boy who wrote the beautiful verses

Blest be the man whose wish and care

would have turned out, I think, a greate- poet than ho
was. He had more sensibihty, thought, and fancy, than
was necessary for the purposes of his school ; and he
led a sequestered fife with his books and his grotto,
caring little for the manners he drew, and capable of
higher impulses than had been given him by the wits
of the time of Charles the Second. It was unlucky for
him (if indeed it did not produce a lucky variety for
ttie reading world) that Dryden came immediately
before him. Dryden, a robuster nature, was just great
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enough to mislead Pope ; and French ascendancy com-
pleted his fate. Perhaps, after all, nothing better than
mch a honey and such a sting as this exquisite writer
developed, could have been got out of his little deUcate
pungent nature ; and we have every reason to be grate-
ful for what they have done for us. Hundreds of
greater pretensions in poetry have not attained to half
his fame, nor did they deserve it ; for they did not take
half his pains. Perhaps they were unable to take
them, for want of as good a balance of qualities. Success
is generally commensurate with its grounds.
Pope, though a genius of a less masculine order than

Dryden, and not possessed of his numbers or his im-
pulsiveness, had more delicacy and fancy, has left
more passages that have become proverbial, and was
less confined to the region of matter of fact. Dryden
never soared above earth, however nobly he walked it.

The little fragile creature had wings ; and he could
expand them at will, and ascend, if to no great imagina-
tive height, yet to charming fairy circles just above
those of the world about him, disclosing enchanting
visions at the top of drawing-rooms, and enabling us
to see the spirits that wait on cofieccups and hoop*
petticoats.

RICHARDSON

[The Toum]

In a house, * in the centre of Salisbury Square or
Salisbury Court, as it was then called,' Richardson spent
the greater part of his town hfe, and wTot« liis earliest
work, Pamda. Probably a good part of all his works
were composed there, as well as at Fulham, for the pen
was never out of his hand. He removed from this
house in 1755, after he had written all his works ; and
taking eight old tenements in the same quarter, pulled
them down, and built a large and commodious range
of warehouses and printing offices. ' The dwelling-
house,' says Mrs. Barbauld, ' was neither so large nor
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80 airy as the one he quitted, and therefore the reader
will not bo 80 ready, probably, as Mr. Richardaon seems

l^r„„ !,
• '" t^?!}^"^S his wife of perverseness in notUkmg the new habitation as well as the old ' » Thiswas the second Mrs. Richardson. Ho calls her in other

fi!?' w !
'^o^'Jhy.hearted wife '

; but complains that

r^Lr^t\^''\t' ""^y ^y T'^^S ^ «"»»°»»*. -nd then
returning to the point, when the heat of objectionwaj over. She was a ^.rmal woman. His ownmWe«
ab^ because he harj formed his notions of life from oldbooks and also because he did not well know how to

- *IkV u^.^^"''"''^
<^°^h® ^" naturally bashful), and

ShJ:® au'^
contmued through life. His daughters

addressed himm their letters by the title of ' Honoured

dnHf.?/"' «S *^»y?. designating themselves as 'eve
dutiful Sedentary hvmg, eternal writing, and perhaps
that indulgence m the table, which, however mSerate.
affects a sedentary man twenty times as much as anactive one, conspired to hurt his temper (for we may
8^ by his picture that he grew fat, and his philosophywas m no respect as profound as he thought it) : but

n^.r? f .f'*'/ H'"**-^*"^ ««"«">"« ™"» .• kept hi«^cket full of plums for children, like anothe? Mr.
Burchell

;
gave a great deal of money away in charity.very handsomely too; and was so fond of invitinJ

friends to stay with him, that when they were ill, he

Splr«f T ^^ T^i "^?^ ^*^« *h«™ t" be nursed.
Several actuallv died at his house at Fulham, as at an
hospital for sick friends.

It is a fact not generally known (none of his bio-
graphers ^m to have known it) that Richardson wasthe son of a joiner, received what education he had

k^rtZ^ u'y ''"h'
"'^^ *^'^ "o^ «" "^yond English),at Chnst 8 HospitaL^" It may bo wondered how he

could come no better taught from a school which had

T.•?'"» T"'^,''!*'^^ ''f ^""•"^^ Richardson, &c.. by Anna
Letitia Barbauld, vol. i. p. 97.

' » / ""«»

=• Our authority (one of the highest in this way) is Mr.
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sent forth so manv good soholara ; but in his time, and
indeed till very lately, that foundation was divided
into several schools, none of which partook of the lessons
of the others; and Richardson, agreeably to his
father's intention of bringing him up to trade, was
moat probably confined to the writing-school, where
all that was taught was writing and arithmetic. It
was most likely here that he intimated his future career,
first by writing a letter, at eleven years of age, to a
censorious woman of fifty, who pretended a zeal for
religion ; and afterwards, at thirteen, by composing
love-letters to their sweethearts for three young women
in the neighbourhood, who made him their confidant.
To these and others he also used to read books, their
mothers being of the party ; and they encouraged him
to make remarks ; which is exactly the sort of life he
led with Mrs. Chapone, Miss Fielding, and others, when
in the height of his celebrity. ' One of the young
women,' ho informs us, 'highly gratified with her
lover's fervour, and vows of everlasting love, has said,
when I have asked her direction, " I cannot tell you
what to write, but (her heart on her lips) you cannot
write too kindly "

; all her fear was that she should
incur a slight for her kindness.' This passage, with its
pretty breathless parenthesis, is in the style of his
books. If the writers among his female coterie in
aftor-iifi' owed their inspiration to him, he only returned
to them what they had done for himself. Women seem
to have been always about him, both in town and
country

; which made Mrs. Barbauld say, very agree-
ably, that he ' lived in a kind of flower-garden of ladies.'
This has been grudged him, and thought effeminate

;

hut we must make allowance for early circumstances,
and recollect what the garden produced for us. Richard-
son did not pretend to be able to do without female
society. Perhaps, however, they did not quiet his sensi-
bility so much as they charmed it. We think, in his
Correspondence, a tendency is observable to indulge

Nichols, in hia Literary Anecdotes of the Eighteenth Century
vol. iv. p. 579.
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m fancies not alwava so paternal as they affrce to callthein; though douUless all was said in h^our andthe lad.es never found reason to diminish theiirev^r

Taknesl^t^ ""ttl """.•*'£* of hi"var^ranT4"
weaicness of it. Vain he undoubted v was and vanifv
.8 no Htrength

; but it is worth bearing^n m?nd th^tlman is often naved from vanity. noVbe^iut he isstronger than another, but because he islerrmTab]and did not begm. as Richardson did, with be^M afavourite so early. Few men are surround iJV
Z;ilT t" ^^'•y.f'^'Whood. with femalj; ; and^fe^l^opte think so well of their species or with so muchwasok In all probability, too. he was hanZme wheyoung, which is another excuse for him. hT vIStv

considering tlie way in which he lived. The t^e ofLovelace's manners and language, which has c^ted8o much surprise in an authorwL was a city pri^.
S^iFt^^

^"' life among a fe^, friends beSn R^VStreet and a suburb, was caught, probably, not mereivfrom Cibber. but from the famous profligkte Duk^ofWharton with wh -m he became Tcqul^nted in the

^SJ^ ^ ^^ ^f supported it is wonderful. His

E?r^^n^"*°'^
""^'^y accounted for by his nerves, whichfor many years were in a constant stete of excitement

S?^76l*T5f' *'^
f"^ ^' ^"^ ^•^-' -^chTrm -•

nated in 1761, at the age of seventy-two, with the deatJi

Se'xv ™°H^ "'^fJf'^'
"^^" °' letters, a stoke oapoplexy.' He was latterly unable to lift a irlass r.f^vme to liis mouth without isistance.

*

' 'Richardson, with all his moral punctilio and his in

walke'T ^.h'l- ""^
''"''"

*^ '^fP ^' home? wa; a ^: t

H«.!;«?kP*^**''. P^^®''' *"^ observer of pretty ankles

Se fTt *l»»VhU*?^'°« !!i!5
^^y- ^' •I'^ay^Vn '^5h

ntJ tT u", °"*f"*
'^^ »" a worshipper of Qarissafc s^LTv. m""' " ="'"'- ^™^'"-

"
TvTw^rPA''^

cramm'd intemperance knocksl>own to the ground at once, as butcher feUeth ox ;-
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At Fulham and Parson's Green (at which latter place
he lived for the last five or six years), Richardson used
to sit with his guests about him, in a parlour or summer-
house, reading, or communicating his manuscripts as
he wrote them. Tlie ladies made their remarks ; and
alterations nr vindications ensued. His characters,
agreeably to what wo feel when we read of them (for we
know them all om intimately as if wo u( cupied a room
in their house), interested his ocquaintanceH ho far that
they sympathized with them as if they were real ; and
it is well known that one of his correspondents, Lady
firadshaigh, implored him to reform Lovelace, in
order ' to save a soul.' In Salisbury Court, Richard-
son, of cuurse, had the same visitors about him ; but
the ' flower-garden ' is not talked of so much there as
at Fulham. In the evening the ladies read and worked
by themselves, and Richardson retired to his study

;

a most pernicious habit for a man of his bad nerves.
He shoulu have written early in the morning, taken
good exercise in the day, and amused himself in the
evening. When he walked in town it was in the park,
where he describes himself (to a fair correspondent who
wished to have an interview with him, and who recog-
nized him from the description) as ' short, rather plump,
about five feet five inches, fair wig. one hand generally
in his bosom, the other a cane in it, which he leans
upon under the skirts of his coat, that it may imper-
ceptibly serve him a.s a support when attacked by

iiaj-B Thomson, in hia Castle of Indolence. It was the death
which the gooil-natiiied, indolent {;oet probably c\}»ected
for himself, an«l which he would have had. if a lold and
fever had not interfered ; for there is on apoplexy of the
head alone, as well bh of the whole body ; and men of letters

wi'.o either exercise Uttle, or work overmuch, seem almost
Kuie to die of it, or uf {wlsy ; which is a disease analogous.
It is the last ".troke, given in the kind resentment of
nature, to the brains which should have known better than
bring themselve:^ to such a pass. In the biography of
Itahan literati, *Morid' apoplessia'- (hedicdof apoplexy)
—is a common verdict.

HI
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sudden tremors or dizziness, of a light brown comptexion. teeth not yet failing.' ^What folio^'observes Mrs. Barbauld. ' Is very descriptive of^estruggle m his character, between innate baSifulnesaand a turn for observation '

:-' Looking dSStlvforwards, as passengers would imagine, but*^ol«SnJ

hi short ^r ^''^'' ^^^ °^ ^'^' ^*^°"* ^oZlms short neck
; a regular even pace, stealing awavpound rather than seeming to rid it • a «!v Jv

J

too often overclouded by mistiness from theST^chance hvely, very lively if he sees any he lov^'- ffhe approaches a lady, his eye is never fix^cd fiit on herface, but on her feet, and rears it up by degrees seemin,^to set her down as so and so ' ^ ^ degrees, seeming

K^n^KJ^''^^''^''''u^^^''^^^ "*"« ^ business.
«2 used even to give his orders to his workmen in

fT*/??^ ? P™°*'^^ "^^^^ Sir John Hawkins is inclSi^

mS;T«fw ^""^
? ^**^' ''^^^^'^^ h'8 bad nerves. Hispnncipal foreman also was deaf, as the knight himselfacfcaowledges. Richardson encouragedS menTte

Se tJ^"«!,'r'^"'ri'''^ r"'^« hllf.a.crown amoni
at offfi^^ ^T *«bimwWme first in the moming!at others by sending fruit for the same purpose from the

anftot Agreeably to his natural bashfuVessTw^
telL us tW 17'"*

""'i^
^t^^^Sers. Sir John Hawkina

8teS« whin l^l°!i?^
happened to get into the Fulhamstage when Richardson was in it (most likely he got S

fnt^Z^"^^ '.^"^^
endeavoured to bring the no^eliS

It^t TfT'T'v.*'"*
'°"'^ °°^ succeed, and was vexed

niJLA„ u X
'^°^" '^'^ °^« °^ *bat numerous class of

Kemst^s,'"
""°^^ '^"^' ^°^ '^ °^^- than

Deemen gladly to the badder end,
as the old poet says ; and Richardson probably knew this

^'JSr^ P''^^"' ^""^ ^^ '^^^ ^^»* bis ac/uarntlnS'

SaSw^ p'^*'/°'^"« *^^ ^^'^*°" «^ Riclardson inSahsbury Court. He confessed to Boswell, that al-
* Correspondence, as above, vol. i. p. 177.
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though he had never much sought aftsr anybody,
Richardson was an exception. He had so much respect
for him, that he took part with him in a preposterous
undervaluing of Fielding, whom he described in the
comparison as a mere writer of manners, and sometimes
as hardly any writer at all. And yet he told Boswell
that he had read his Amelia through 'without stopping '

:

and according to Mrs. Piozzi she was his favourite
heroine. In the comparison of Richardson with
Fielding, he was in the habit of opposing the nature of
one to the manners of the other; but Fielding's manners
are only superadded to his nature, not opposed to it,

which makes all the difference. As to Richardson, he
was so far gone upon this point, in a mixture of pique
and want of sjmipathy, that he said, if he had not known
who Fielding was, ' he should have taken him for an
ostler.' Fielding, it is true, must have vexed him
greatly by detecting the pettiness in the character of
Pamela. Richardson, as a romancer, did not like to
have the truth forced upon him, and thus was inclined
to see nothing but vulgarity in the novelist. This must
have been unpleasant to the Misses Fielding, the sisters,

who were among the most intimate of Richardson's
friends. Another of our author's visitors was Hogarth.
It must not be forgotten that Richardson was kind to
Johnson in money matters ; and to use Mrs. Barbauld's
phrase, had once * the honour ' to be bail for him.
We conclude our notice, which, on the subject of so

origmal a man, has naturally beguiled us into some
length, with an interesting account of his manners and
way of life, communicated by one of his female
friends to Mrs. Barbauld. *My first recollection of
him,' says she, * was in his house in the centre of Salis-

bury Square, or Salisbury Court as it was then called

;

and of being admitted as a pla3rful child into his study,
where I have often seen Dr.Young and others ; and where
I was generally caressed and rewarded with biscuits or
honbons of some kind or other ; and sometimes with
books, for which he, and some more of my friends,
kindly encouraged a taste, even at that early age, which
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has adiiered to me all my long life, and continues to hs
the solace of many a painful hour. I recollect that he
used to drop in at my father's, for we hved nearly oppo-
site, late in the evening to supper ; when, as he would
say, he had worked as long as his eyes and nerves would
let him, and was come to relax with a little friendly and
domestic chat. I even then used to creep to his knee
and hang upon his words, for my whole family doted
on him ; and once, I recollect that at one of these
evening visits, probably about the year 1763, I was
standing by his knee when my mother's maid came to
summon me to bed; upon which, being unwilUng to
Eart from him and manifesting some reluctance he
egged I might be permittsd to stay a little longer

;

and, bn nnr mother's objecting that the servant would
be wanted to wait at supper (for, in those days of
friendly intercourse and real hospitahty, a decent maid-
servant was the only attendant at his own and many
creditable tables, where, nevertheless, much company
was received), Mr. Richardson said, " I am sure Miss P.
is now so much a woman, that she does not want any one
to attend her to bed, but will conduct herself with so
much propriety, and put out her own candle so carefully,
that she may henceforward be indulged with remaining
with us till supper is served ' This hint and the con-
fidence it implied, had such a good effect upon me that
1 believe I never required the attendance of a servant
afterwards while my mother hved ; and by such sort
of ingenious and gentle devices did he use to encovA-age
and draw in young people to do what was right. 1 also
well ramember the happy days I passed at his house at
North Ead ; sometimes with my mother, but often for
weeks without her, domesticated as one of Ws own
cliildren. He used to pass the greatest part of the week
in town ; but when he came down, he used to like to
have his family flock around him, when we all first asked
and received his blessing, together with some small
boon from his paternal kindness and attention, for he
seldom met us empty-handed, and was by nature most
generous and hberaL'
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ALLAN RAMSAY

[Jor of Honey from Mount Hybla, 1848]

Allan Ramsay is the prince of the homely pastoral
drama. Bums wrote in this class of poetry at no such
length as Ramsay ; but he was pastoral poetry itselfm the shai)e of an actual, glorious peasant, vigorous as
If Homer had written him, and tender as generous
strength, or as memories of the grave. Ramsay and he
have helped Scotland for ever to take pride in its heather,
and Its braes, and its bonny rivers, and be ashamed of
no beauty or honest truth, in high estate or in low—an
racalculable blessing. Ramsay, to be sure, with all his
genius, and though he wrote an entire and excellent
dramatic pastoral, in five legitimate acts, is but a small
part of Bimis—IS but a field in a comer compared with
the whole Scots pastoral region. He has none of Bums's
pathos

; none of his grandeur ; none of his buming
energy; none of his craving af - 'miversal good. How
umversal is Bums ! What n; rth in his cups ' What
softness in his tears! What sympathy in his very
satu-e! What manhood in everything! If Theo-
cntus, the inventor of a loving and affectionate Poly-
phemus, could have foreseen the verses on the 'Mouse'
and the Daisy turned up with the plough, the 'Tarn o'
Shanter, O Wilhf brewM a peck o' maut,' ' Ye banks
and braes o bonnie Boon,' &c. (not to mention
a hundred others, which have less to do with our
subject), tearr -f admiration would have rushed into
his eyes.

Ih HCST M
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COLERIDGE

[Imagination and Fancy. AviobiograpJiy]

Coleridge lived in the most extraordinary and agi-

tated period of modern history ; and to a certain extent
he was so mixed up with its controversies, that he was
at one time taken for nothing but an apostate repub-
lican, and at another for a dreaming theosophist. The
truth \s, that both his politics and theosophy were at
the mercy of a discursive genius, intellectually bold but
educationally timid, which, anxious, or rather willing,

to bring conviction and speculation together, mooting
all points as it went, and throwing the subtlest glancing
lights on many, ended in satisfying nobody, and con-
cluding nothing. Charles Lamb said of him, that ho
had 'the art of making the unintelligible appear intelli-

gible.' He was the finest dreamer, the most eloquent
talker, and *,he most original thiiiker of his day ; but
for want of complexional energy, did nothing with all

the vast prose part of his mind but help the Germans
to give a subtler tone to criticism, and sow a few valu-
able seeds of thought in minds worthy to receive them.
Nine-tenths of his theology wo aid apply equally well

ta their own creeds in the mouths of a Brahmin or a
^'^ussulman.

His poetry is another matter. It is so beautiful, and
was so quietlvT- c jntent with its b-auty, making no call

on the critic;?, and receiving hardly any notice, that

people are but now beginning to awake to a full sense of

its merits. Of pure poetry, strictly so called, that i.« to

say, consisting of nothing but its essential self, without
conventional and perishing helps, he was the greatest

master of his time. If you could see it in a phial, like

a distillation of roses (taking it, I mean, at its best), ir

would be found without a speck. The poet is happy
with so good a gift, ^nd the reader is ' happy in his
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happiness/ Yet so little, sometimes, are a man's contemporaries and personal acquaintances ablercSsnJsedto estimate him properly, that while CoIerX uKeShakespeare, lavished praises on his poetic friend, h^bad a the merit of the generosity tohSf , and evenHazhtt, owing perhaps to causes of pohtical alienationcould see nothing to admire in the exSte poem S
t?e"Snds^"*lt?""'Pi^•°^ °^ *^^ '--^^ b^twee'n

and in it he seems to conceive of poetry but as adrunken dream, reckless, careless, and heedless of Zstpresent, and to come.' This is said nf « !!!! ^ tu
which fault has been found fyVe"l°id1n|rnscTen'
tiousness of its moral

! O ye critics, thebeST whathavoc does personal difference plaV wirvoufiuXfments
!

It wa« not Mr. Hazlitt's oX or most un"warrantable censure, or one which friendship fmZ'hardest to forgive. But peace, and honou^too^
fTmi •' r'^'^'y- P ^^ ^^« ^ splenetic and some!times jealous man, he was a disinterested politSiand an admirable critic : and lucky were those whoso
natures gave them the right and th^ po^er rplrdon

Coleridge, though a bom poet, was in his stvle andgeneral musical feehng the disciple paSly of sSn^rand partly of the fine old Englisfi ballad Witera^nS
collection of Bishop Percy. Ait ifhe coulZot7mproveon them m some things, how he did in others, esSjIv
^Srsofthil^T '^''^^?^^y "musical !%7aJloi^Alters of the briefer narrative poetry, Coleridge is the

of : oT^cer wl.^'^
assurW he is thei;rete'ui ail our pcets. Waller's music is but a court-flourishm comparison

;
and though Beaumont and pSer

a, «w!l.^'^^'
^^^^' ®^""«y' ^nd others, have several

mZTtZSn\'''\^^'''''' '' "^ a 'certain sTni
ZrT of p<?"fM "*'.r*

'^^ ^^" ^^ ^-ritten wholepoems, of equal length, so perfect in the scntimf^n^ ofm2
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music, so varied with it, and yet leaving on the ear so
unbroken and single an effect.

A damsel with a dulcimer
In a vision once I saw ;

It was an Abyssinian maid.
And on her dulcimer she play'd.

Singing of Mount Abora.

That is but one note of music ever sweet, yet never
cloying.

Coleridge was fat, and began to lament, in very de-
lightful verses, that he was getting infirm. There was
no old'age in his vern^s. I heard him one day, under
the Grove at Highgate, repeat one of his melodious
lamentations, as he walked up and d». <vn, his voice
imdulating in a stream of music, and his regrets of
youth sparkling with visions ever young. At the same
time, he did me the honour to show me that he did not
think so ill of all modem liberalism as some might
suppose, denouncing the pretensions of the money-
getting in a style which I should hardly venture upon,
and never could equal ; and asking with a triumphant
eloquence what chastity itself were worth, if it were a
casket, not to keep love in, but hate, and strife, and
worldliness ? On the same occasion, he built up a
metaphor out of a flower, in a style surpassing the
famous passage in Milton ; deducing it from its root in

religious mystery, and carrying it up into the bright,

consummate flower, ' the bridal chamber of reproduc-
tiveness.' Of all ' the Muse's mysteries,' he was as
great a high-priest as Spenser ; and Spenser himself
might have gone to Highgate to hear him talk, and
thank him for his Ancient Mariner. His voice did not
always sound very sincere ; but perhaps the humble
and deprecating tone of it, on those occasions, was out
of consideration for the infirmities of his hearers, ratheif

than produced by his own. He recited his Kubla Khan
one morning to Lord Byron, in his lords! p's house in

Piccadilly, when I happ ned to be in another room.
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I remember the other's coming away from him. highly
struck with his poem, and saying how wonderfully he
talked. This was the impression of evervbodv who
beard him. ^ ^

WORDSWORTH

Mb. Wordsworth, whom Mr. Hazlitt designated as
one that would have had the wide circle of his humani-
ties made still wider, and a good deal more pleasant, by
dividing a little more of his time between his lakes in
Westmoreland and the hotels of the metropolis, had
a dignified manner, with a deep and roughish but not
unpleasmg voice, and an exalted mode of speaking.
He had a habit of keeping his left hand in the bosom of
his waistcoat

; and in this attitude, except when he
turned round to take one of the subjects of his criticism
from the shelves (for his contemporaries were there
also), he sat dealing forth his eloquent but hardly
cathohc judgements. In his ' father's house ' there were
not many mansions.' Ho was as sceptical on the
merits of all kinds of poetry but one, as Richardson was
on those of the novels of Fielding.
Under the study in which my visitor and I were

Bittmg was an archway, leading to a nursery jn-ound:
a cart happened to go through it while I was inquiring
whether he would take any refreshment; Mid he
uttered, in so lofty a voice, the words, 'Anything which
18 goingjorward: that I felt inclined to ask him whether
he would take a piece of the cart. Lamb would certainly
have done it. But this wa« a levity which would neither
Have been so proper on my part, after so short an
acquaintance, nor very intelligible, perhaps, in any
sense of the word, to the serious poet. There are good-
humoured warrants for smiling, which lie deeper even
than Mr. Wordsworth's thoughts for tears.

I did not see this distinguished person again till
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thirty years nftorwards ; when, I should venture to
say, his manner was greatly sup'rior to what it wm in
the former instance ; indeed, quite natural and nob.'e,
with a cheerful air of animal as well as spiritual con-
lidcnce ; a gallan bearing, curiously reminding me of
the Duke of Wellington, as I saw him walking sorao
eighteen years ago by a lady's side, with no unbecoming
oblivion of his time of life. I observed, also, that the
poet no longer committed himself in scornful criticisms,
or, indeed, in any criticisrca whatever, at least as fa: as
1 knew. He had foi "d out that he could, at least,
aflFo/i to be sil?nt. Indeed, he spoke very little of
anj thing. The conversation turned upon Milton, rxid
I fancied I had opened a subject that would have
* brought him out,' by remarking, that the most
diabolical thing in all Paradise Lost was a feeling attri-
buted to the angels. ' Aye !

' said Mr. Wordsworth, and
inquired what it was. I said it was the pcssage ii which
the angels,when theyobse ved Satan journeying through
the empyrean, let down a set of steps out of heaven, on
Eurpose to add to his inisery—to his despair of ever
eing able to re-ascend them ; they being angels in a

state of bliss, and he a fallen spirit doomed to eternal
punishment. The passage is a* lollows :

—

Each stair was meant mysteriously, nor stood
There always, but, drawn up to heaven, sometimes
Viewless ; and underneath a bright sea flow'd
Of jasper, or of liquid pearl, whereon
Who after came from earth sailing arriv'd
Wafted by angels, c- flew o'er the lake
Rapt in a chariot drawn by fiery steeds.
The stairs were then let down, whether to daro
The fiend bv easy ascent, or aggravate
His sad exclusion from the doors of bliss.

Mr. Wordsworth pondered, and said nothing. I
thought to myself, what pity for the poor devil would
not good Uncle Toby have expressed ! Into what
indignation would not Bums have exploded ! WTiat
knowledge of themselves would not have been forced
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upon those same coxcoml ical and mnJignnnt angels
by Fielding or Shakespeare !

Walter Scott said that the eyr s of Burns were the
finest ho ever saw. I cannot t i.y .'he same of Mr.
Woi-dsworth's ; that is, not in the sense of the beautiful,
or even of the profound. But certainly 1 never beheld
eyes that looked so inspired or supernatural. They were
like ftres half burning, half smouldering, with a sort of
acrid fixture of regard, and seated at the further end
of two caverns. One might imagine Ezekiel or Isaiah
to have had such eyes. The finest eyes, in every sense
of the word, which I have ever seen in a . :an's head (and
1 have seen many fine ones) are those of Thomas Carlyle.

LORD BYRON

[ .4 utobiography]

It is a credit to ray noble friend that he was by far
the pleasantest when he had got a httlewine in his head.
The only time I 'nvitad myself lo dine with him, I told
him I did it on that account, and that I meant to push
the bottle so thf t he should intoxicate me with his
good company. He said he would have a set-to ; but
he never did. It was a little before he left Italy; and
there was a point in content between us (not regarding
myself) which ht thought perhaps I should persuade
him to give up. When in hi., jups, which was not often
more inmoderately, he was inclined to be tender ; but
not wfakly so, nor lachrymose. I know not how it

might 'lave been with everybody, but he paid me the
compliment of being excited to his very best feedings ;

and when 1 rose late to go away, he would hold me down,
and say with a look of entre ,y,

' Not j.t.' Then it
was that I seemed to talk with the proper natural
Byron as he ought ':o have been ; ar 1 1 used to think
there was not a sacrifice which I could not have made to
keep him in that temper, and see his friends lov ; him as
much as the world admired. But I ought to have made

III

iti
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the Bacrifice at once. I should have broken the ico
between us which had been generated on points of
literary predilection ; and M-Jminni, and shown that
I admired, as I ought to have done, his admirable
genius. It was not only an oversight in me ; it was
a want of friendship. Friendship ought to have mad(»
me discover what less cordial feelings had kept me blind
to. Next morning the happy moment had gone, and
nothing remained out to despair and joke.

T- ' is wine he would volunteer an imitation of some-
body, generally of Incledon. He was not a good mimic
in the detail, but he could give a lively broad sketch ;

and over his cups his imitations were good-natured,
which was not always the case at other times. His
Incledoh was vocal. I made pretensions to the ora-
torical part ; and between us we boasted that we made
up the entire phenomenon. He would sometimes, how-
ever, give a happy comprehensive idea of a person's
manner and turn of mind by the utterance of a single
phrase, or even word. Thus he would pleasantly pre-
tend that Braham called ' enthusiasm ' erUoozymoozy ;

and in the extraordinary combination of lightness,
haste, indifference, and fervour with which he would
pitch out that single word from his lips, accompanied
with a gesture to correspond, he would really set before
you the admirable singer in one of his (then) character-
istic passages of stage dialogue. He did .ut live to see
Braham become an exception in his dialogue as in his
singing.
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MOORS

[AutMujraphy]

Moore's forehead was bony and full of chart- tor,

with ' bumps' of wit, large and radiant enough to trans-

port a phrenologist ; iStcrne had such another. His
eyes were oh dark and fine as you would wisli to see

under a set of vino-loaves ; his mouth generon and goo^I-

humoured, with dimples ; and his manner an bright as hin

talk, full of the wish to please and ho pleased. He sang,

and played with great tasto on th« pianoforte, as might
be supposed from his musical cop )riition3. His voice,

which was a little hoarse in speaking (at least I used to

think so), softened into a breath, like that of the flute,

when singing. In speaking, he was emphatic in rolling

the letter r, perhaps out of a despair of being able to got

rid of the national peculiarity. The structure of his

versification, when I knew him, was morn artificial than
it wao afterwards ; and in his serious compositions it

suited him better. He had hardly faith enough in

the sentiments of which he treated to give way to his

impulses in WTiting, exc( pt when they were fe.<tive and
witty ; and artificial thoughts demand a similar em-
bodiment. Both patriotism and personal experience,

however, occasionally inspired him with lyric pathos ;

and in his naturally musical perception of the right

principles of versification, he contemplated the fine,

easy-playing, muscular style of Dryden, with a sort of

perilous pleasure. I rememlier his quoting with delight

a couplet of Dryden's, which came with a particular

grace from his lips :

—

Let honour and preferment go for gold ;

But glorious beauty isn't to be sold.

Beside the pleasure I took in Moore's society as a

man of wit, I had a great esteem for him as a man of

candour and independence. His letters were full of all

that was pleasant in him. As I was a critic at that



170 BOOKS AND BOOKMEN
time, and in the habit of giving my opinion of his worksm the Examiner, he would write me his opinion of theopinion with, a mixture of good humour, admission, and
deprecation, so truly delightful, and a sincerity of criti-cism on my own ^^Titings so extraordinary for socourteous a man, though with abundance of bahn and
eulogy, that never any subtlety of compliment could
surpass It

;
and with allmy self-confidence I never ceased

to tnmk that the honour was on my side, and that Icould only deserve such candour of intercourse by beineas mgenuous as himself. This admiring regard for himhe completed by his behaviour to an old p!tron ofSwho, not thjnkmg it politic to retain him openly by his
side, proposed to facilitate his acceptance of a placeunder the Tories

; an accommodation which Moore
rejected as* an indignity. I thought, afterwards, thata man of such a spmt should not have condescended toattack Rousseau and poor foolish Madame de Warensout of a desire to right himself with polite life, and withthe memory of some thoughtless productions of his own.
ij'olite hiewas only too happyto possess him in'his graverdays

;
and the thoughtless productions, however to be

regretted on reflection, were reconcilable to reflection
Itself on the same grounds on which Nature herself and
all her exuberance is to be reconciled. At least, withoutpresummg to judge Nature in the abstract, an ultra-
sensitive and enjoying poet is himself a production ofNature

;
and we may rest assured, that she will no morejudge him with harshness ultimately, than she willcondemn the excess of her own vines and fig-trees
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LAMB
[Autobiography. Tabic Talk. Indicator, Jan. 31, 1821]

Charles L-imb has a head worthy of Aristotle, with
as fane a heart as ever beat in human bosom, and limbs
very fragile to sustain it. There was a caricature ofhim sold m the shops, which pretended to be a likeness.
nrocte]r went mto the shop in a passion, and asked
the man what he meant by putting forth such a libel.
Ihe man apologized, and said that tha artist meant no
ottence. Mr. Lamb's features are strongly yet deli-
cately cut: he has a fine eye as well as forehead; and no
face carried in it greater marks of thought and feeling.
It resembles that of Bacon, with less worldly vigour and
more sensibiUty.

As for his frame, so is his genius. It is as fit for thought
as can be, and equally as unfit for action ; and this
renders him melancholy, apprehensive, humorous, and
willing to make the best of everything as it is, both from
tenderness of heart and abhorrence of alteration. His
understanding was too great to admit an absurdity

;

his frame IS not strong enough to dehver it from a fear.
±118 sensibihty to strong contrasts is the foundation of
his humour, which is that of a wit at once melancholy
and wilhng to be pleased. He will beard a superstition,
and shudder at the old phantasm while he does it. One
could imagine him cracking a jest in the teeth of a
ghost, and then melting into thin air himself, out of
sympathy with the awful. His humour and his know-
ledge both, are those of Hamlet, of Moliere, of Carlin,who shook a city with laughter, and, in order to divert
his melancholy, was recommended to go and hear him-
self. Yet he extracts a real pleasure out of his jokes,
because good-heartedness retains that privilege when it
fails m everything else. I should say he condescended
to be a punster, if condescension were a word befittina
wisdom like his. Being told that somebody had lam *
pooned him, he said, ' Very well, I'll Lamb-pun him.'

' I.

!

\'

s

1



172 BOOKS AND BOOKMEN
His puns are admirable, and often contain as deep
things as the wisdom of some who have greater names.
Such a man, for instance, as Nicole, the Frenchman, who
was a baby to him. He would have cracked a score of
jokes at him, worth liis whole book of sentences

; pelted
his head with pearls. Nicole would not have under-
stood him, but Rouchefoucauld would, and Pascal too ;and some of our old Englishmen would have under-
stood him still better. He would have been worthy of
hearing Shakespeare read one of his scenes to him, hot
from the brain. Commonplace finds a great comforterm him, as long as it is good-natured ; it is to the ill-

«7mV-^*'^
^^ *^® dictatorial only that he was startling.

VVUhng to see society go on as it f^oes, becausehe despairs
of seeing it otherwise, but not at all agreeing in his
interior wiljh the common notions of crime and punish-
ment, he 'dumbfounded' a long tirade against vice one
evening, by taking the pipe out of his mouth, and asking
the speaker, Whether he meant to say that a thief was
not a good man ?

' To a person abusing Voltaire, and
indiscreetly opposing his character to that of Jesus
Christ, he said admirably well (though he by no means
overrated Voltaire, nor wanted reverence in the other
quarter), that ' Voltaire was a very good Jesus Christ
for the Jfrench. He likes to see church-goers continue
to go to church, and has written a tale in his sister's
admirable little book {Mrs. Leicester's School) to en-
courage the rising generation to do so ; but to a con-
scientious deist he had nothing to object; and if an
atheist found every other door shut against him, he
would assuredly not find his. I believe he would have
had the world remain precisely as it is, provided it
innovated no farther ; but this spirit in him was any-
thing but a worldly one, or for his o^-n interests. He
hardly contemplates with patience the fine new build-
ings in the Regent's Park : and, privately speaking, ho
has a grudge against ofjicial heaven-expounders, or
clergymen. He would rather, however, be with a
crowd that he disliked, than feel himself alone. He
said to me one day, with a face of great solemnity,
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' What must have been that man's feelings, who thought
himself the first deist ? ' Finding no footing in certainty,
he dehghts to confound the borders of theoretical truth
and falsehood. He is fond of telling wild stories to
children, engrafted on things about them; writes
letters to people abroad, telling them that a friend of
theirs [Mr. Alsager, the commercial editor of the Times}
has come out in genteel comedy; and persuaded
G[eorge] D[yer] that Lord Castlereagh was the author of
Waverley ! The same excellent person walking one
evening out of his friend's house into the New River,
Mr. Lamb (who was from at home at the time) vrtoie
a paper under his signature of Elia (now no longer
anonymous), stating that common friends would have
Btood dallying on the bank, have sent for neighbours,
&c., but that he, in his magnanimity, jumped in, and
rescued his friend after the old noble fashion. He WTote
in the same magazine two Hves of Liston and Munden,
which the public took for serious, and which exhibit an
extraordinary jumble of imaginary facts and truth of
by-painting. Munden he made born at ' Stoke Pogis ':

the very sound of which is like the actor speaking and
digging his words. He knows how many false con-
clusions and pretensions are made by men who profess
to be guided by facts only, as if facts could not be mis-
conceived, or figmenta taken for them ; and therefore,
one day, when somebody was speaking of a person who
valued himself on being a matter-of-fact man, ' Now,'
said he, ' I value myself on being a matter-of-lie man.'
This did not hinder his being a man of the greatest
veracity, in the ordinary sense of the word ; but ' truth,'
he said, ' was precious, and not to be wasted on every-
body.' Those who wish to have a genuine taste of
him, and rfh insight into his modes of life, should read
his essays on Hogarth and King Lear, his Letters, his
article on the London Streets, on Whist-Playing, which he
loves, and on Saying Grace before Meat, which he thinks
a strange moment to select for being grateful. He said
once to a brother whist-player, whose hand was more
clever than clean, and who had enough in him to afford
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ajd£e, ' M., if dirt were trumps, what hands you would

Rosamund Gray is the story of a lovely voune'ciri
a perfect picture of intelligent innocence, whose famil^have been brought low in the world, and who grows upwith a blind old grandmother, that dotes and rests allher being upon her There grows a love between herand a frank-hearted youth, Allan Clare, which is de-
scribed, or rather constantly imphed and felt, with aworld of delicacy and young devotedness. Allan hada sister, who learned to love Rosamund as he did : andone mght, after the two friends had had a happy longwalk about the fields and green places near the village.Rosamund, unable to get out of her head the scenes
which were now endeared to her by Allan's sister as well
as himself, played her grandmother for the first time inber hfe a little tnck, and in the irrepressible and inno-
cent enthusiasm of her heart stole out of the cottajre togo over them again Matravis, a villain, met her—
Late at night he met her, a lonely, unprotected virgin—no friend a,t hand—no place near of refuge.'—Wethank the author for making this scoundrel sallow and

"^y u iV°°^«^ ^^ his physical faculties were perturbedand bad by nature, like a mistake; and that these had
infected the humanity common to us all. Rosamund
poiluted and disgraced, wandered, an abandoned thing,
about the fields and meadows till daybreak.' She then dfdnot go home, but laid herself down stupefied at Elinor
Clare s gate

; and in her friend's house she soon died,
having first heard that her grandmother had died in
the meanwhile. Tlie blind old woman-her death isthus related :

—

'An old man, that lay sick in a small house adjoinine
to Margarets, testified the next morning, that he had
plainly heard the old creature calling for her grand-
daughter. All the night long she made her moan, and
ceased not to call upon the name of Rosamund. Butno Rosamund was there—the voice died away, but not
tul near day-break.
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' When the neighbours came to search in the morning
Margaret was missing ! She had straggled out of bed,
and made her way into Rosamund's room—worn out
with fatigue and fright, when she found the girl not
there, she had laid herself down to die—and, it is

thought, she died fraying—lov she was discovered in a
kneeling posture, her arms and face extended on the
pillow, where Rosamund had slept the night before

—

a smile w as on her face in death.'
As to Rosamund, she scarcely uttered a Word thence-

forward. ' She expired in the arms of Elinor—quiet,
gentle, as she lived—thankful that she died not among
strangers—and expressing by signs rather than words,
a gratitude for the most trifling services, the common
offices of humanity. Sho died vmcomplaining.'

Allan's sister, to whom Matravis had once paid his
addresses, though in vain, died of a frenzy-fever ; and
the young blighted lover himself is missed for a long
while afterwards, till recognized sitting on his sister's
tombstone in the village by his friend the surgeon, who
is the supposed author of the book. His goodness, his
sympathy with his fellow creature o, had survived his
happiness ; and ho was still the same gentle yet manly
creature as ever. His great enjojonent, his ' wayward
pleasure, for he refused to name it a virtue,' was in
visiting hospitals, and unostentatiously contriving to do
personal and pecuniary services to the most wretched.
The surgeon was called one night to attend the d3ang
bed of a man of the name of Matravis. Allan went with
him, to give the miserable wretch what comfort he could:
but he talked deliriously, bidding them ' not tell Allan
Clare,' who stood shedding over him his long-repressed
tears.—The paper before us glimmers through our
own.

ill
• ill

Lamb was a humanist, in the most universal sense of
the term. His imagination was not great, and he also
wanted sufficient heat and music to render his poetrym good as his prose; but as a prose writer, and within
the wide circuit of humanity, no man ever took a more
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complete range than he. He had felt, thought, and
suffered so much, that he literally had intolerance for
nothing ; and he never seemed to have it, but when he
supposed the sjrmpathies of men,who might haveknown
better, to be imperfect. He was a wit and an observer
of the first order, as far as the world around him was
concerned, and society in its existing state ; for as to
anything theoretical or transcendental, no man ever
had less care for it, or less power. To take him out of
habit and convention, however tolerant he was to those
who could speculate beyond them, was to put him into
an exhausted receiver, or to send him naked, shivering,
and driven to shatters, through the regions of space and
time. He was only at his ease in the old arms of hu-
manity ; and humanity loved and comforted him like
one of its wiiest, though weakest children. His life had
experienced great and peculiar sorrows ; but he kept
up a balance between those and his consolations, by
the goodness of his heart, and the ever-willing sociality
of his humour ; though, now and then, as if he would
cram into one moment the spleen of years, he would
throw out a startling and morbid subject for reflection,
perhaps in no better shape than a pun ; for he was a
great punster. It was a levity that relieved the gravity
of his thoughts and kept them from falling too heavily
earthwards.
Lamb was under the middle size, and of fragile

make ; but with a head as fine as if it had been carved
on purpose. He had a very weak stomach. Three
glasses of wine would put him in as lively a condition
as can only be wrought in some men by as many bottles

;

which subjected h.oi to mistakes on the part of the
inconsiderate.

Lamb's essays, especially those collected under the
signature of Elia,will take theirplaceamong the daintiest
productions of English wit-melancholy,—an amiable
melancholy being the groundwork of them, and serving
to throw out their delicate flowers of wit and character
with the greater nicety. Nor will they be liked the
less for a sprinkle of old language, which was natural
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in him by reason of his great. love of the old English
writers. Shakesp(>are himself might hr.ve read them
nnd Hamlet have quoted them.

'

JOHN KEATS

[Indicator, Sept. 20, 18-20]

Ah, dear friend, as valued a one as thou art a poet,—
John Keats,—we cannot, after all, find it in our hearts
to be glad, now thou art gone away with the swallows
to seek a kmdlier clime. The rains began to fall heavily
the moment thou wast to go ;—we do not say, poet-
Jike, for thy departure. One tear in an honest eye is
more precious to thy sight than all the metaphorical
weepings in the universe ; and thou didst leave many
starting to think how many months it would be till
they saw thee again. And yet thou didst love meta-
phorical tears too, in their way ; and couldst always
Jiken everythmg in nature to something great or small

;

and the rains that beat against thy cabin-window will
set, we fear, thy o^er-working wits upon many com-
parisons that ought to be much more painful to others
than thyself ;—Heaven mend their envious and ignorant
numskulls. But thou hast ' a mighty soul in a httle
body ;.and the kind cares of the former for all about
thee shall no longer subject the latter to the chance of
impressions which it scorns ; and the soft skies of Italy
shall breathe balm upon it ; and thou shalt return with
thy friend the nightingale, and make all thy other friends
as happy with thy v oice as they are sorrowful to miss it.
Ibe httle cage thou didst sometime share with us
looks as deficient without thee, as thy present one may
do without us ; but—farewell for awhile : thy heart ism our fields

: and thou wilt soon be back to rejoin it

t. nCNT
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CARLYLE

[Autobiography]

Here, also, I became acquainted with Thomas
Carlyle, one of the kindest and best, as well as most
eloquent of men ; though in his zeal for what is best ho
sometimes thinks it incumbent on him *o take not tho
kindest tone, and in his eloquent demandn f somo
hearty uncompromising creed on our parts, he does not
quite set the example of telling us the amount of his

own. Mr. Carlyle sees that there is a good deal of rough
work in the operations of Nature : he seems to think
himself boui^d to consider a good deal of it devilish,

after the o'i Covenanter fashion, in order that he may
find something angelical in giving it the proper quantity
of vituperation and blows ; and he calls upon tis to
prove our energies and our benevolence by acting tho
part of the wind rather than the sun, of warring rather

than peace-making, of frightening and forcing rather
^han conciliating and persuading. Others regard this

view of the one thing needful, however strikingly set

forth, as an old and obsolete story, fit only to be finally

done with, and not worth the repetition of the old
series of reactions, even for the sake of those analogies
with the physical economy of the world, which, in the
impulse which Nature herself gives us towards pro-
gression, wc are not bound to suppose everlastingly

applicable to its moral and spiritual development. If

mankind are destined never to arrive at years of dis-

cretion, the admonition is equally well-founded and
unnecessary ; for the old strifes will be continued at
all events, the admonition (at best) being a part of
them. And even then, I should say that the world is still

a fine, rich, strenuous, beautiful, and desirable thing,

always excepting the poverty that starves, and one or
two other evils which on no account must we consent
to suppose irremediable. But if the case be otherwise,

if the hopes which Nature herself has put into our hearts
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be 8ometh-ng better than incitementa to hopeless actionmerely for the action's sake, and this bcautifflneS
destined to work itself into such a condition as we fedto be the only fit condition for that beauty. ;hen I sav

rhhr*"^ ^''^^^ T^''^ ^^' ™y admirable friena,'who can never speak but he is worth hearing, that thetale which he condescends to tell is no better than cur

^in'Jw^?
^«°''

•

* °i ' ^'^ ^"''^ ^°^ «»^ 'Ac Coal-hole:and that the growing desire of mankind for the cessation

a!nf !^™^'V"* ^°' *^^ prevalence of the sweets ofgentleness and persuasion, is an evidence that the timehas arrived for dropping the thorns and husks of the

, ^.^'"Tf!!*'''* .^"'*«"*y' ^"^ showing ourselves

Z^^VK f^^
8°°^« **»« «'^d« P'-ovide us.'

Mr. Carlylu s antipathy to 'shams ' is highly estimableand salutary. I wish Heaven may prosper h's denouncements of them, wherever they exist. But thedanger of the habit of denouncing-of looking at thingsfrom the antipathetic instead of the sympathetic side-
is, that a man gets such a love for the pleasure andexaltation of fault-finding, as tempts hini, in spit^ofhimse^. to make what he finds ; ti/at length he fs him:
self chareed with being a 'sham'; that is to saya pretender to perceptions and virtues which he doesnot prove, or at best a willing confounder of what differsfrom modes and appearances of his own, with violations
of mtrinsical wisdom and goodness. Upon this prin-
ciple of judgement. Nature herself and the universemight be found fault with ; and the sun and the starsdenounced for appearing no bigger than they do, or fornot confining the measure of their operation to that ofthe taper we read by. Mr. Carlyle adopted a peculiar
semi-berman style, from the desire of putting thoughts
on his paper instead of words, and perhaps of saving
hiiMelf some trouble in the process. I feel certain that

• u/* ^^T ^9 °*^^^ "'"^^^^
;
and I am sure he hasa nght to help himself to every diminution of trouble

geing how many thoughts and feelings he undergoes!He also stnkes an additional blow with the peculiarity
rouses men s attention by it, and helps his rare and
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fowerful undergtanding to produce double its effect,

t would bo hard not to dispense with a few verbs and
nominative cases, in consideration of so great a result.

Yet, if we were to judge him by one of his own summary
processes, and deny him the benefit of his notions of

what is expedient and advisable, how could he exculpate

this style, in which he donounces so many ' shams,*

of being itself a sham ? of being affected, unnecessary,

and ostentatious ? a jcrgon got up to confound preten-

sion with performance, and reproduce endless German
talk under the guise of novelty ?

Thus much in behalf of us dulcet 8ignv>rs of philan-

thropy, and conceders of good intention, whom Mr.

Carlyle is always girding at, and Mho beg leave to say

that they have not confined their lives to words, any
more than the utterers of words more potential, but have
had their ' actions ' too, and their sufferings, and even

their thoughts, and have seen the faces of the gods of

wonder and melancholy ; albeit they end with believing

them to be phantoms (however useful) of bad health,

and think nothing finally potential but gentleness and
persuasion.

It has been ^ /ell said, that love money as people may,
there is generally something which they love better:

some whim, or hobby-horse ; some enjoyment or

recreation ; some personal, or political, or poetical pre-

dilection ; some good opinion of this or that class of

men ; some club of one's fellows, or dictum of one's

own ;—with a thousand other somes and probabilities.

I believe that what Mr. Carlyle loves better than his

fault-finding, with all its eloquence, is the face of any
human creature that looks suffering, and loving, and

sincere; and I believe further, that if the fellow creature

were suffering only, and neither loving nor sincere, but

had come to a pass of agouy in this life, which put him
at the mercies of some good man for some last help and

consolation towards his grave, even at the risk of loss

to repute, and a sure amount of pain and vexation,

that man, if the groan reached him in its forlomness,

would be Thomas Carlyle.
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MADAME DE S1^:VIGNI^:

[From an essay on this writer, Edinburgh Review. October,

1842J

That is the great charm of Madamo do Sevigne

—

truth. Truth, wit, and animal spirits compwe the
secret of her delightfulness ; but truth above ail, for it

is that which shows all the rest to be true. If she had
not "noro natural virtues than most other good people,
she had more natural manners ; and the universality
of her taste, and the vivacity of her spirits, giving her
the widest range of enjoyment, she expressed herself

naturally on all subjects, and did not disdain tae simplest
and moat familiar phraseology, when the truth required
it. Familiarities of style, taken by themselves, have
been common more or less to all wits, from the days of
Aristophanes to +hosL' of liyron ; and, in general, so
have animal spirits. Rabelais was full of both. The
followers of Pulci and Bemi, in Italy, abound in them.
What distinguishes Madame de Se\ igne is, first, that

she was a woman so writing, which till her time had been
a thing unknown, and has not been since witnessed in

any such charming degree ; and second, and above all,

that she writes ' the truth, the whole truth, and nothing
but the truth '

; never giving us falsehood of any kind,
not even a single false metaphor, or only half-true

simile or description ; nor writing for any purpose on
earth, but to say what she felt, and please those who
could feel with her. If we consider how few writers

there are, even among the best, to whom this praise,

in its integrity, can apply, we shall be struck, perhaps,
with a little surprise and sorrow for the craft of authors
in general ; but certainly with double admiration for

Madame de Sevigne. We do not mean to say that she
is always right in opinion, or that she had no party or
conventional feelings. She entertained, for some years,

some strong prejudices. She was bred up in so ex- ;kj.!|
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elusive an admiration for the poetry of Comeillc, that
Hhe thought Racine would go out of fashion. Her
loyalty made her astoninhed to fin . that Louis was not
invincible ; and her connexion with Count de Grignan,
who was employed in the dragnnade^ against the Hu*
guenots, led her but negatively to disapprove those
inhuman absurditiea. But these were accidents of
friendship or education : her understanding outlived
then ; nordid theyhinderher, meantime, from describing
truthfully what she felt, and .«om being right, oa well
as true, in nine-tenths of it all. Her sincerity made

n her errors a part of her truth. She never pre-
Uiided to be above what she felt ; never assunied a
profound knowledge ; never disguised an ignorance.
Her mirth, and her descriptions, may sometimes appear
exaggerated ; but the spirit of truth, not of contradic-
tion, is in them ; and excess in such cases is not false*

hood, but enjoyment—not the wine adulterated, but
the cup running over. All her wit is healthy ; all its

images entire and applicable throughout—not palsy-
stricken with irrelevance; not forced in, and then found
wanting, like Walpole's conceit about the trees, in the
pai^sage above quoted. Madame de 8^vign6 never
wrote such a passage in her life. All her lightest and
most f mciful images, all her most daring expressions,
have tl (' strictest propriety, the most genuine feeling,

a home in the heart of truth ;—as when, for example,
she says. amidst continual feasting, that she is 'famished
for want of hunger ' ; that there were no interlinea-
tions ' in the conversation of a lady, who spoke from
the heart ; that she went to vespers one evening out
of pure opposition, which taught her to comprehend tho
' sacred obstinacy of martyniom '

; that she did not
keep a ' philosopher's shop ' ; that it is difficult for
people in trouble to ' bear thunder-claps of bliss in
others,' It is the same from the first letter we have
quoted to the last ; from the proud and i.ierry boasting
of the young moihtr with a boy, to the candid shudder
about the approach of old age, and the refusal of death
to grant a moment to the dying statesman— ' no, not
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a single moment.' She loved nature and truth without
miflgiving ; and nature and truth loved her in return,
and have crowned her with glory and honour.

BOCCACCIO

[Autobiography]

[At Maiano] I passed a very dlNconsoIate time^;
yet the greatest comfort I experienced in Italy was
living in that neighbourhood, and thinking, as I went
about, of Boccaccio. Boccaccio's father had a house
at Mniano, supposed to have been situated at the
Fiesolan extremity of the hamlet. That divine writer
(whose sentiment outweighed his levity a hundredfold,
as a fine face 's oftener serious than it is merry) was so
fond r>f the place, that he has not only laid the two st-enes

of the Decameron on each side of it,* with the valley his

company resorted to in the middle, but has made the two
little streams that embrace Maiano, the AfTrico and
the Mensola, the hc^ro and heroine of bin Nimphale
Fiesolano. A lover and his mistress are changed into
them, after the fashion of Ovid. The scene of another
of his works is on the bunks of the Mugnone, a river
a little distant ; and the Decameron is full of th«
neighbouring villages. Out of the windows of one side
of our house we saw the turret of the Villa (Iherardi, to
which, according to his biographers, his ' joyous com-
pany ' resorted in the first instance. A house belonging
to Macchiavelli was nearer a little to the left; and
farther to the left, among the blue hills, was the white
village of Settignano, whei'e Michael Angelo was bom.
The iiouse is still remaining in possession of the family.
From our windows on the other side we saw, close to
us, the Fiesole of antiquity and of Milton, the site of the
Boccaccio-house before mentioned -^till closer, the Vallej-

' It was after the break-up of The Liberal and the death
of Shelley, and when Hunt's health was loor.

—

Ed.
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of Ladies at our feet ; and we looked over towards the
quarter of the Mugnone and of a house of Dante, and
in the distance beheld the mountains of Pistoia. Lastly,

from the terrace in front, Florence lay clear and.

cathedralled hcfore us, with the scene of Redi's Bacchus
rising on the other side of it, and the Villa of Arcetri,

illustrious for Galileo.

But I stuck to my Boccaccio haunts, as to an old

home. I lived with the divine human being, with his

friends of the Falcon and the Basil, and my own not
unworthy melancholy ; and went about the flowering

lanes and hill«, solitary indeed, and sick to heart, but
not unsiistained. In looking back to such periods of

one's existence, one is surprised to find how much they
surpass many seasons of mirth, and what a rich tone of

colour their very darkness assumes, as in some fine old

painting. My almost daily walk was to Fiesole,

through a path skirted with wild myrtle and cyclamen

;

and I stopped at the cloister of the Doccia, and sat on
the pretty melancholy platform behind it, reading or
looking through the pines down to Florence. In the

Valley of Ladies I found some English trees (trees, not
vine and olive), and even a meadow ; and these, while

I made them furnish me with a bit of my old home in

the north, did no injury to the memory of Boccaccio,

who is of all eoautries, and who finds his home wherever
we do ourselves—in love, in the grave, in a desert

island.
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ISAAC WALTON

[Indicator, Nov. 17, lSi9]

The anglers are a race of men who puzzle ua. We do

not mean for tlieir patience, which is laudable ; nor for

the infinite non-success of some of them, which is desir-

able. Neither do we agree with the good joke attri-

buted to Swift, that angling is always to be considered

as ' a stick and a string, with a fly at one end and a

fool at the other.' Nay, if he had books with him and

a pleasant day, we can even account for the joyousncss

of that prince of all punters, who having been seen in the

Game identical spot one morning and evening, and

asked both times whether he had had any success, said

No ; but in the course of the day he had had a ' glorious

nibble.'

But the anglers boast of the innocence of their

pastime ; yet it puts fellow creatures to the torture.

They pique themselves on their meditative faculties;

and yet their only excuse is a want of thought. It is

this that puzzles us. Old Isaac Walton, their patriarch,

speaking of his inquisitorial abstractions on the banks

oi a river, says :
—
Here wc may
Think and pray,

Before death
Stops our breath.

Other joyts

Are but toys.

And to be lamented.

So saving, he ' stops the breath ' of a trout, by plucking

him up into an element too thin to respire, with a hook

and a tortured worm in his jaws.

Other joys

Are but toys.
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If you nde, walk, or skate, or play at cricket, or at

rackets, or enjoy a ball or a concert, it is 'to be lamented.'
lo put pleasure into the faces of half a dozen acreeablewomen is a toy unworthy of the manliness of a worm-
sticker. But to put a hook into the gUls of a carp,-
there you attain the end of a rea.sonable being ; thereyou show yourself truly a lord of the creation. To plantyour feet occasionally in the mud is also a pleasing
step, bo IS cutting your ankles with weeds and stones.

Other joys
Are but toys.

pHi^l^r ZUT"" Y*^*^^ ''P^'* ^^«"ng is undoubt.
edly a deightful performance in some respects. It
smells of the country air, an'T of the flowers iu cottagewindows Jts pictures of rural scenery, its simplicity,
its snatches of old songs, are aU good and refreshingand his prodigious relish of a dressed fish would notUjudged him, if he had killed it a little more decently,
lie really seems to have a respect for a piece of salmon •

to approach it, like the grace, with his hat off. Butwhat are we to think of a man, who, in the midst of his
tortures of other animals, is always valuing himself on
his wonderful harmlessness ; and who actuaUy followsup one of his most complacent passages of this kindwith an injunction to impale a certain worm twice upon
the hook because it is lively, and might get off ? Allthat can be said of such an extraordinary inconsistency
IS, that^having been bred up in an opinion of the inno-
cence of his amusement, and possessing a healthy power
of exercising voluntary thoughts (as far as he had any),
he must have dozed over the opposite side of the
question, so as to become almost, perhaps quite,
insensible to it. And angling does indeed seem the
next thing to dreaming. It dispenses with locomotion,
reconciles contradictions, and renders the very counten-
^? «7^'l"

^"^ ^°^'*- ^ ^"«"d of o^> who is an admirer
of Walton, was struck, just as we were, with the like-
ness of the old angler's face to a fish. It i.s hard, angular,
and of no expression. It seems to have been ' subdued
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to what it worked in ' ; to have become native to the
watery element. One might have said to Walton, ' O
flesh, how art thou fishified

!

' He looks like a pike,
dressed in broad cloth instead of butter.
The face of his pupil and follower,or, as hefondlycalled

himself, son, Charles Cotton, a poet and a man of wit,
is more good-natured and uneasy.^ Cotton's pleasures
had not been confined to fishing. His sympathies,
indeed, had been a little superabundant ; and left him
perhaps not so great a power of thinking as he pleased.
Accordingly, we find more symptoms of scrupulousness
upon the subject of angling in his writings, than in those
of his father.

Walton says thpt an angler does no hurt but to fish ;

and this he coun . as nothing. Cotton argues, that the
slaughter of them is not to l^ ' repented ' ; and he says
to hi'" father (which looks as if the old gentleman some-
tim bought upon the subject too):

There whilst behind some bush we wait
The scaly people to betray,

W^e'll prove it just with treacherous bait
To make the preying trout our prey.

This argument, and another about fishes being made
for ' man's pleasure and diet,' are all that anglers have
to say for the innocence of their sport. But they are
both as rank sophistications as can be ; mere beggings
of the question. To kill fish outright is a ditterent
matter. Death is common to all ; and a trout, speedily
killed by a man, may suffer no worse fate than from the
jaws of a pike. It is the mode, the lingering c t-like

cruelty of the angler's sport, that renders it unworthy.
If fish were made to be so treated, then men were also

made to be racked and throttled by Inquisitors. Indeed,
among other advantages of angling. Cotton reckons up
a tar J fish-like acquiescence to whatever the powerful
choose to inflict.

:>

^ The reader may see both the portraits in the late

editions of Walton [1819].
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We scratch not our patea,
Nor repine at the rates
Our superiors impose on our living

;

But do frankly submit,
Knowing they have more wit
In demanding, than we have in giving. •

Whilst quiet we sit.

We conclude all things fit.

Acquiescing with hearty submission, &c.

And this was no pastoral fiction. The anglers of those
times,whose pastimes became famous from the celebrity
of their names, chiefly in divinity, were great fallers in
with passive obedience. They seemed to think (what-
ever they found it necessary to say now and then u^jon
that point) that the great had as much right to prey
upon men, as the small had upon fishes : only the men
luckily had not hooks put into their jaws, and the sides
of their cheeks torn to pieces. The two most famous
anglers in history are Antony and Cleopatra. These
extremes of the angling character are very edifying.
We should like to know what these grave divines

would have said to the heavenly maxim of ' Do as you
would be done by.' Let us imagine ourselves, for
instance, a sort of human fish. Air is but a rarer fluid

;

and at present, in this November weather, a super-
natural beingwho should lookdownupon us fromahigher
atmosphere would have some reason to regard us as a
kind of pedestrian carp. Now fancy a Genius fishing
for us. Fancy him baiting a great hook with pickled
salmon, and twitching up old Isaac Walton from the
banks of the River Lee, with the hook through his ear.
How hewould go uproaring and screaming,and thinking
the devil had got him !

Other joys
Are but toys.

We repeat, that if fish were made to be so treated,
then we were just as much made to be racked and suffo-
cated

; and a footpad might have argued that old Isaac
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was made to have his pocket picked, and then tumbled
into the river. There is no end of these idle and selfish

beggings of the question, which at last argue quite as
much against us as for us. And granting them, for the
sake of argument, it is still obvious, on the very same
ground, that men were also made to be taught better.

We do not say that all anglers are of a cruel nature.
Many of them, doubtless, are amiable men in other
matters. They have only never thought, perhaps, on
that side of the question, or been accustomed from
childhood to blink it. But once thinking, their amiable-
ness and their practice become incompatible ; and if

they should wish, on that account, never to have
thought upon the subject, they would only show that
they cared for their own exemption from suffering and
not for its diminution in general.





TALES, OLD AND NEW
THE SHOEMAKER OF VEYROS

[Indicator, Dec. 1, 1819]

In the time of the old kings of Portugal, Don John,
a natural son of the reigning prince, was governor of
the town of Veyros, in the province of Alentejo. The
town was situate (perhaps is there still) upon a moun-
tain, at the foot of which runs a river ; and at a little
distance there was a ford over it, under another emi-
nence. The bed of the river thereabouts was so high
as to form a shallow sandy place ; and in that clear
spot of water the maidens of Veyros, both of high
rank and humble, used to wash their clothes.

It happened one day that Don John, riding out with
a company, came to the spot at the time the young
women were so employed : and being, says our author,
* a young and lusty gallant,' he fell to jesting with his
followers upon the bare legs of the busy girls, who had
tucked up their clothes, as usual, to their work. He
passed along the river ; and all his company had not yet
gone by, when a lass in a red petticoat, while tucking
it up, showed her legs somewhat high ; and clapping
her hand on her right calf, said loud enough to be hoard
by the riders, ' Here's a white leg, girls, for the Master
of Avis.' *

These words, spoken probably out of a little lively
bravado, upon the strength of the governor's having
gone by,were repeated tohim when he got home, together
with the action that accompanied them : upon which
the young lord felt the eloquence of the speech so

^ An order of knishthood, of which Don John was
Master.
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deeply, that he contrived to have the fair speaker
brought to him in private ; and the eonsequenco waa,
that our lively natural son, and his sprightly challenger,
had another natural son.

IncH (for that was the girl's name) was the daughter
of a shoemaker in Veyros ; a man of very good account,
and wealthy. Hearing how Jiis daughter had been sent
for to the young governor's house, and that it was her
own light behaviour which subjected her to what he
was assured, she willingly consented to, he took it so to
heart, that at her return home she was driven by him
from the liouse, with every sj)ecies of contumely and
spurning. After this he never saw her more. And to
prove to the world and to himself that his severity was
a matter of prmciple, and not a mere indulgence of his
own passioas, he never afterwards lay in a bed, nor eat
at a table, nor changed his linen, nor cut his hair, nails,
or beard ; which latter grew to such a length, reaching
below his knees, that the people used to call him
Barbadon, or Old Beardy.

In the meantime his grandson, called Don Alphonso,
not only grew to a man, but was created Duke of
Braganza; his father Don John having been elected to
the crown of Portugal ; which he wore after such noble
fashion, to the greatgood of his country,as to besurnamed
the Memorable. Now the town of Veyros stood in the
middle of seven or eight others, all belonging to the
young Duke, from whose place at Villa Viciosa it was
but four leagues distant. He therefore had good
intelligence of the shoemaker his grandfather ; and
being of a humane and truly generous spirit, the account
he received of the old man's way of life made him at
last extremely desirous of paying him a visit. He
accordingly went with a retinue to Veyros ; and
meeting Barbadon in the streets, he alighted from his
horse, bareheaded ; and in the presence of that stately
company and the people, asked the old man his blessing.
The shoemaker, astonished at this sudden spectacle, and
at the strange contrast v.hich it furnished to his humble
rank, stared in a bewildered manner upon the unknown
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personage, who thua knelt to him in the public way,
and said, ' Sir, do you mock me ?

'
* No,' answered

the Duke ;
' may God so help me, as I do not : but in

earnest I crave I may kiss your hand and receive your
blessing, for I am your grandson, and son to Ines your
daughter, conceived by the king, my lord and father.'
No sooner had the shoemaker heard these words, than
he clapped his hands before his eyes, and said,
* God bless me from ever beholding the son of so wicked
a daughter as mine was ! And yet, forasmuch as you
are not guilty of her ofiFence, hold ; take my hand and
my blessing, in the name of the Father, and of the Son,
and of the Holy Ghost.' So saying, he laid one of his
old hands upon the young man's head, blessing him ;

but neither the Duke nor his followers could persuade
him to take the other away from his eyes, neither would
he talk with him a word n:ore. In this spirit, shortly
after, he died : and just before his death, he directed
a tomb to be made for him, on which were sculptiu'ed
the tools belonging to his trade, with this epitaph :

—

This sepulchre Barbadon caused to be made,
(Being of Veyros, a shoemaker by his trade)
For himself and the rest of his race.
Excepting his daughter Ines in any case.*

The author says that he has ' heard it reported by
the ancientest persons, that the fourth Duke of Bra-
ganza, Don James, son to Donna Isabel, sister to the
King Don Emanuel, caused that tomb to be defaced,
being the sepulchre of his fourth grandfather.' *

* We have retained the houiely translation of our in-
formant as most likely to resemble the cast of the original.
His account of the story is to be found in the Supplement
to the Adventures of Don Sebastion, Harleian MiaceUany,
vol. ii.

=• It appears by this that the Don John of the tradition
is John the First, who was elected King of Portugal, and
became famous for his great qualities ; and that his son
by the alleged shoemaker's daughter was his successor,
Alphonso the Fifth.

b. HCST O

i
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i

As for the daughter, the conclusion of whose story
comes lagging in like a penitent, ' she continued,' says
the writer. ' after she was delivered of that son, a very
chaste and virtuous woman ; and the king made her
commandress of Santos, a most honourable place, and
very plentiful, to the which none but princesses were
admitted, living, as it were, abbesses and princesses of
a monastery built without the walls of Lisbon, called
Santos, that is. {faints, founded by reason of some
martyrs that were martyred there. And he religious
women of that place have liberty to marry with tho
knights of their order before they enter into that holy
profession.'

The rest of our author's remarks are in too curious
a spirit to be omitted. * In this monastery,' he says.
' the same Donna Ines died, leaving behind her a glorious
reputation for her virtue and holiness. Observe, gentle
reader, the constancy that this Portuguese, a shoemaker,
continue ^' in, loathing to behold the honourable estate
of his gi Adchild, nor would any more acknowledge his
daughter, having been a lewd woman, for purchasing'
advancement with dishonour. This considered, you
will not wonder at the Count Julian, that plagued
Spain, and executed tho king Roderigo for forcing his
daughter la Cava. The example of this shoemaker is

especially worthy the noting, and deeply to be con-
sidered, for, besides that it makes good our assertion,
it teaches the higher not to disdain the lower, as long
as they be virtuous and lovers of honour. It may be,
that this old man for his integrity, rising from a
virtuous zeal, merited that a daughter coming by descent
from his grandchild, should be made Queen of Castile,
and the mother of great Isabel, grandmother to the
Emperor Charles the Fifth, and Ferdinando.'

Alas ! a pretty posterity our shoemaker had, in Philip
the Second and his successors,—a race more suitable to
his severity against his child, than his blessing upon
his grandchild. Old Barbadon was a fine fellow too.
after his fashion. We do not know how he reconciled
his unforgiving conduct with his Christianity ; but he
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had enough precedentn on that point. What we ndmiroin him ,8 h.8 showing that he acted out of p nc ,,1^ and

{^aV^tfl "^"°.^ ''' ^«"
•

»>"t * 'ittle vanity ma^vbe a lowed to mmglo with and fioften such cdg^MooIsof 8elf-den,al as he cho.se to handle. His treatment ofh,8 daughter was ignorant, and in wiser trmes «"Iw
m^ri^r ^™i*' '

especially when it is considered how
and other circumstances : but then a brutal man woiwnot have accompanied it with such voluntary suffering

fn iil r- ?^'*^^' ^'^ Barbadon leave his daughte?to take her chance in the wide world, thinking of thievils she might be enduring, only to give a Scr zestof icncied pity to the contenU.dne?8 of hL crueUv

t^'hav'eTC^'
^-"^

""'V'^t"^
'^''' ^f

'
*"d 'f «he was nS

tLtTshou
W^ ""^ ^''

'''r'y' ^« ^^« determined

H« Ini \u ? t ?
''''''>' uncomfortable one to himself.He knew that she lay on a princely bed, while he wou dhave none at all. He knew that she was served upon

te^ i^'^Thf
^^"^^^'•^nounced his old chestSuttable.-the table at which she used to sit. He knewwhile he sat looking at his old beard and the wflf,^

u^'f"^r' .^^
h''

^^".^^' '^^' ^^' J"^ks and fafr Imbi

And so he set off his destitutions against her over-"possession
; and took out the punishment he gave herm revenge upon himself. This was the instinct of aman who loved a principle, but hated nobriy .'iof aman who m a wiser time would have felt the wisdomof kindness. Thus his blessing upon his gra^Sd

^s'^LTT"* ''''\^'' ^^"^'*y *° his cSw? andhis Imng stock was a fine one in spite of him His

.ri?^?'.if^^r^ ^^"^^ «^ *hc wound she C' given

£,?i^*^'A',?"°r.''h^"« *h« sympathies she loved^because they had hurt him : and her son, worthy of such

gracefulness of knowledge by education, thought it nomean thing or vulgar to kneel to the grey-headed arsanm the street, and beg the blessing of his honest hand
o2

^fii

m

\&am \'-iv'Xkmai,v*\vimei
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THE HAMADRYAD*
[Indicator, Sept. 13, 1820]

An Assyrian of the namu of Rhoccus observing a fine

old oak tree ready to fall with age, ordered it to be
sustained with props. He was continuing his way
through the solitary skirts of the place, when a Nympn
)l more than human look appeared before him, with
gladness in her eyes. ' Rhoecus,' she said, ' I am the
Nymph of the tree you have saved from perishing.
My life is, of course, implicated in its own. But for
you, my existence must have terminated. But for you,
the sap wquld have ceased to flow through its boughs,
and the godlike essence I received from it to animate
these veins. No more should I have felt the wind in
my hair, the sun upon my cheeks, or the balmy rain
upon my body. Now I shall feel them many years to
come. Many years also will your fellow creatures sit

under my shade, and hear the benignity of my whispers,
and repay me with their honey and their thanks.
Ask what I can give you, Rhoecus, and you shall have it.*

The young man, who had done a graceful action ^-t
had not thought of its containing so many kinaly
things, received the praises of the Nymph with a due
mixture of surprise and homage. He did not want
courage, however; and emboldened by her tone and
manner, and still more by a beauty which had all the
buxom bloom of humanity in it, with a preternatural
graceiulness besides, he requested that she would receive
him as a lover. There was a look in her face at this
request, answering to modesty, but something still

finer. Having no guilt, she seemed to have none of the
common infirmities either of shame or impudence.
In fine, she consented to reward Rhoecus as he wished

;

and said she would send a bee to inform him of the hour
of their meeting.

* See the Scholiast upon Apollonius Rhodius, or the
Mythology of Natalig Comes.
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Who now was 8o delighted as Rhoocu« ? for he was
• great admirer of the fair sex, and not a ! jttle proud of
their adminnff him in return ; and no human beautywnom ho had known could compare with the Kama-
oryad. It must he owned at the same time that hin
taste for love and beauty was not of quite so exalted a
description as he took it for. If he was fond of the fairex, he was pretty nearly as fond of dice, and feastinff,
and any other excit<>ment which came in his way ; and
unluckily he was throwing the dice that very noon when
the bee came to summon him.
Ho was at a very interesting part of the game,—somuch so, that he did not at first recognize the object

of the bee s humming. * Confound this l)ee
!

' said ho
it seems plaguily fond of me.' He brushed it away

two or three times, but the busy messenger returned,

*??i?"fe
hummed the louder. At last he bethough t him

\P® ^y^P" J ^"t h'» impatience seemed to increase
with his pride, and he gave the poor insect such a brush
as sent him away crippled in both his thighs.
The bee returned to his mistress as well as he could •

and shortly afterwards was followed by his joyous
assailant, who came triumphing in the success of his
dice and his passion. ' I am here,' said the Hama-
ui ^"*^*'"" looked among the trees, but could t;cu

nobody. 'I am here,' said a grave sweet voice,

"f u "^J^^^
yo"-' Rhoecus saw nothing. ' Alas

'

said she, 'Rhoecus, you cannot see mo, nor will you see
me more. I had thought better of your discern-
ment and your kindness ; but you were but gifted with
a momentary sight of me. You will see nothing in
future but common things, and those sadly. You are
struck blind to everything else. The hand that could
strike my bee with a lingering death, and prefer the
embracing of the dice-box to that of affectionate beautx-,
18 not worthy of love and the green trees.'
The wind sighed off to a distance: and Rhoecus felt

that he was alone.
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THE MOUNTAIN OF THE TWO LOVERS

[Companion, Feb. 20, 1828]

We forget in what book it was, many years ago, that
we read the story of a lover who was to win his mistress
by carrying her to the top of a mountain, and how he did
win her, and how they ended their days on the same spot.

We think the scene was in Switzerland; but the moun-
tain, though high enough to tax his stout heart to the
uttermost, must have been among the lowest. Let us
fancy it a good lofty hill in the summer-time. It was,
at any rate, so high, that the father of the lady, a proud
noble, thought it impossible for a young man so bur-
dened to scile it. For this reason alone, in scorn, he
bade him do it, and his daughter should be his.

The peasantry assembled in the valley to witness so
extraordinary a sight. They measured the mountain
with their eyes ; they communed with one another, and
shook their heads ; but all admired the young man ;

and some of his fellows, looking at their mistreases,
thought they could do as much. The father was on
horseback, apart and sullen, repenting that he had
subjected his daughter even to the show of such a
hazard ; but he tliought it would teach his inferiors
a lesson. The young man (the son of a small land-pro-
prietor, who had some pretensions to wealth, thougli
none to nobility) stood, respectful-looking but confident,
rejoicing in his heart that he should win his mistress,
though at the cost of a noble pain, which he could
hardly think of as a pain, considering who it was that
he was to carry. If he died for it, he should at least
have had her in his arms, and have looked her in the
face. To clasp her person in that manner was a plea-
sure which he contemplated with such transport, as is

known only to real lovers ; for none others know how
respect heightens the joy of dispensing with formality,
and how the dispensing with the formality ennobles
and makes grateful the respect.
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The lady stood by the side of her father, pale,
desirous, and dreading. She thought her lover would
succeed, but only because she thought him in every
respect the noblest of his sex, and that nothing was too
much for his strength and valo';: •. Gic-.at fears came
over her nevertheless. She .uew not v i it might
happen in the chances commc ,i <o all S'.o felt the
bitterness of being herself the cut den to h m and the
task ; and dared neither to luuk ui her father nor
the mountain. She fixed her eyes nov/ on the crowd
(which nevertheless she beheld not) and now on her
hand and her fingers' ends, which she doubled up
towards her with a pretty pretence,—the only deception
she had ever used. Once or twice a daughter or a
mother sUpped out of the crowd, and coming up to her,
notwithstanding their fears of the lord baron, kissed
that hand which she knew npt what tt < do with.
The father said, 'Now, Sir, to put an end to this

mummery
' ; and the lover, turning pale for the first

time, took up the lady.

The spectators rejoice to see the manner in which he
moves off, slow but secure, and as if encouraging his
mistress. They mount the hill ; they proceed well ; he
halts an instant before he gets midway, and seems
refusing something ; then ascends at a quicker rate

;

and now being at the midway point, shifts the lady from
one side to the other. The spectators give a great
shout. The baron, with an air of indifference, bites the
tip of his gauntlet, and then casts on them an eye of
rebuke. At the shout the lover resumes his way.
Slow but not feeble in his step, yet it gets slower. He
stops again, and they think they see the lady kiss him
on the forehead. The women begin to tremble, but the
nien say he will be victorious. He resumes again ; he
is half-way between the middle and the top ; he rushes,
he stops, he staggers ; but he does not fall. Another
shout from the men, and he resumes once more ; two-
thirds of the remaining part of the way are conquered.
They are certain the lady kisses him on the forehead
and on the eyes. The women burst into tears, and the
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stoutest men look pale. He ascends slowlier than ever,
but seeming to be more sure. He halts, but it is only
to plant his foot to go on again ; and thus he picks his
way, planting his foot at every step, and then gaining
groimd with an effort. The lady lifts up her arms, as
if to lighten him. See : he is almost at the top ; he
stops, he struggles, he moves sideways, taking very
little steps, and bringing one foot every time close to
the other. Now—he is all but on the top : he halts
again ; he is fixed ; he staggers. A groan goes through
the multitude. Suddenly, he turns full front towards
the top ; it is luckily almost a level ; he staggers, but
it is forward :—Yes :—every limb in the multitude
makes a movement as if it would assist him :—see at
last : he is pn the top ; and down he falls flat with his
burden. An enormous shout ! He has won : he has
won. Now he has a right to caress his mistress, and she
is caressing him, for neither of them gets up. If he has
fainted, it is with joy, and it is in her arms.
The baron puts spurs to his horse, the crowd following

him. Half way he is obliged to dismount ; they ascend
the rest of the hill together, the crowd silent and happy,
the baron ready to burst with hame and impatience.
They reach the top. The lovers are face to face on the
ground, the lady clasping him with both arms, his lying
on each side.

' Traitor !
' exclaimed the baron, ' thou hast practised

this feat before on purpose to deceive me. Arise !

'

' You cannot expect it. Sir,' said a worthy man, who
was rich enough to speak his mind :

' Samson himself
might take his rest after such a deed.'

' Part them !
' said the baron.

Several persons went up, not to part them, but to con-
gratulate and keep them together. These people look
close ; they kneel down ; they bend an ear ; they bury
their faces upon them. ' God forbid they should ever
be parted more,' said a venerable man ;

' they never
can be.' He turned his old face streaming with tears,

and looked up at the bi.ron :
—

' Sir, they arc dead.'
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GELLIAS

[.4 Jar of Honey from Mount HyUa, 1848]

This individual we have kept to the last, though he
was httle more than a private person, and is not at all

famous. But we have a special regard for him ; far more,
indeed, than for most of those that have been mentioned;
and we think that such of our readers as are not already
acquainted with him, will have one too ; for he was of
that tip-top class of human beings called ' good fellows,'

and a very prince of the race. What renders him a still

better fellow than he might otherwise have been, and
doubles his heroical qualities in discerning eyes, is, that
he was but an insignificant little body to look at, and
not very well shaped ; a mannikin, in short, that Sir

Godfrey Kneller's nephew, the slave-trader, who rated
the painter and his friend Pope at less than ' ten
guineas' ' worth ' the pair,' would probably not have
valued at more than two pounds five.

The name of this great unknown was Gellias, and you
must search into by-corners, even of Sicilian history,

to find anything about hiir '>'it he was just the man
for our Jar ; sweet as the ) ^hat Samson found in

the jaws of the lion.

Gellias was the richest mail in the rich city of Agri-

gentum. The Agrigentines, according to a saying of

their countryman Empedocles, were famous for
' building as if they were to live for ever, and feasting

as if they were to die next day.' But they were as

good-natured and hospitable as they were festive ; and
Gellias, in accordance with the superiority of his cir-

cumstances, was the most good-natured and hospitable

of them all. His magnificence resembled that of a
Barmecide. Slaves were stationed at the gates of his

noble mansion to invite strangers to enter. His cellar

had three hundred reservoirs cut in the solid rock,

each containing seven hundred gallons of wine at their

service. One day five hundred horsemen halted at his

:7ll
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door, who had been overtaken by a storm. He lodgedand entertained them all ; and, by way of dry clothe?made each man a present of a new tunic and ro4

'

H IS mt appears to have been as ready as it was nun-

£nil« ^f
Y:a8 sent ambassador on some occasion to the

Ka Wh'n'\""P^' ^ P'^T ^' '^"^ ^«°^ «f MountAetna When he rose m the assembly to address

^r^^h his .n.sion that they burst into fits of laughter

?nt r'-^u i'' H'""'
^"'^ *^^" requested them notto be astomshed

; for,' said he, ' it is the custom with

-toCrnnn 7\'^' ambassador to his bca^ y
,^«j «

noble-lookmg persons to great cities, andmsignificant ones to the insignificant

'

.»«^^
combined magnanimity and address of this sar-ca^m are not to be surpassed. Ambassadors are priti-

rr^ff
.Ph'^P'",;-^i ^^^y ^^^^ "°^ ^l^ays been spared by

tu^fhi ™"!*'Vd«« ' y«t our hero did not hesitate toturn the ridicule of the Centauripans on themselvesHe 'showed up' the smallness of their pretensS*both as a community and as observers. He did notbhnk the fact of his own bodily insignificrnS-?oo

inrthi;°man^''V.f'^
^'^'^ '^ JneralfSotStand?

iSiz?- T y ""^ *^^ ^^*^'* ^P^^^t" of the world haveresided m frames as petty. He made it the very groundfor exposing the still smaller pretensions ofThfsoulsand understandings of his deriders. Or supposTngthat he said it with a good-humoured smile-SiSi art

as'^eat and \l
*^"' better sense-still the address w^"

to. Whl « K
*^^ magnanimity as candid. He not only

rn^htt hffl. >,
^^ th« horns,' but turned it with hismighty ittle hands into a weapon of triumph Sucha man, msignificant as his general exterS^^mav have

part of It—something great in some part of its ex-pression
;
probably fine eyes, and a smile fSll of beniLty

nofnnW r^^""^ '^^? H' ^°"^ ^^^ °f the noblest SSer
of hL LYh* Pr-'^^."^"' ?"* ^y *^« *^«^°^'^«I nature

Carth^i tV htfT^'^^'V^y.''^ *^^ «°*«t oppositelarthage. It had been a flourishing place, partJy by
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reason of its commerce witli that city ; but was at last
insulted by it and subdued. Most of the inhabitants
fled. Among those who remained was Gellias. He
fancied that his great wealth, and his renown for hospi-
tahty^ would procure him decent treatment. Finding
however, that the least to be expected of the enemy
%vas captivity, he set fire to a temple into which he had
conveyed his wealth, and perished with it in the flames

;
thus, says Stolberg, at once preventing ' the profanation
of the place, the enriching of the foe, and the disgrace
of slavery.'

There ought to be a book devoted to the history of
those whose reputations have not received their due.
It would make a curious volume. It would be old in
the materials, novel in the interest, and of equal delight
»nd use. It is a startling reflection, that while men such
as this Gellias must be dug up from the byways of
history, its high-road is three-parts full of people who
would never have been heard of but for accidents of
time and place. Take, for instance, the majority of the
Roman emperors, of those of Germany, of the turbulent
old French noblesse, and indeed of three-fourths, per-
haps nine-tenths, of historical names all over the world.

THE TRUE ENJOYJIENT OF SPLENDOUR
A Chinese Apologue

[Reflector, No. Ill, Art. six, 1812]

Doubtless, saith the illustrious Me, he that gaineth
much possession hath need of the wrists of Hong and
the seriousness of Shan-Fee, since palaces are not built
with a tea-spoon, nor ard to be kept by one who runneth
after butterflies. But above all it is necessary that he
who carrieth a great burden, whether of gold or silver,
should hold his head as lowly as is necessary, lest in
lifting it on high he bring his treasure to nought, and
lose with the .«ipectators the glory of true gravity, which
is meekness.

•1'
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Quo who was the son of Quee, who was the son of

fcn^"?^'''^?.!'^'
the fivehundred and fiftieth in linealdescent from the evor-to-be-remembered Fing. chiefminister of the Emperor Yau, one day walked ^it'nto^e street, of Pekm in all the lustre of his rank. Quo!

besides the greatness of his birth and the multitude ofhjs accomplishments, was a courtier of the first order,

h^^Jf
Fgtail was proportionate to his merits, for ithung down to the ground and kissed the dust as it went^th Its bunch of artificial roses. Ten huge and spark-hng rings, which encrusted his hands with diamonds,and almost rivalled the sim that struck on them, led

^nr^T^fu-^'^^ M^ *^^ beholders to the more preciousenormity of his nails, which were each an inch long, and

^^e^Wp^'t^? T« v!^^^
^^^^ *^"8*»*> *^« barbarians ofthe West toJook with just scorn on their many-writing

machines. iBut even these were nothing to the preciouistones that covered him from head to fo?t. HX^etm which a peacock's feather was stuck in a m^ren-
K"?!,'"^'^^';

^'^? surmounted by a sapphire of at

8usta.n.H?' 1 u Plf'^'^'f "«« ' ^'« '^onldZ and sidessustamed a real burden of treasure ; and he was one ofthe handsomest men at court, being exceedingly corpu-

1^ He ?/ideed, as his flatterers gave out, hardly able

,^J -^ 'a
"*y ^^r^gined that he proceeded at no

Zfr^^ ^Ti. H^T"^^ ^*^« "dden in his sedan?

corpulence was not to be concealed, and he went on footthat nobody might suspect him of pretending to a

aSM^ ^i''^^ T'^''- ^^^'"^ ^'™' th^«^ servants

one hpW'h'^l 'I *n®
""""^ gorgeous silks; the middleone held his umbrella over his head ; he on the right

r^%^ ?i°^
'"'"'^y' whereon were carved the exploitsof Whay.Quang

; and he on the left sustained a purple

khloTh.TfL™' ^u-
^'^"t^^^i^g opium and Areca-nut.the other the ravishing preparation of Gin-Seng, which

g>ssesses the Five Relishes. All the servante looked thesame wayas their master, that is to say,straight forward,with then- eyes majestically half-shut, only they crSevery now and then vnth a' loud voice -' Vanish fr"m

•3«??3w
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of the mightybefore the illustrious Quo, favourite
Brother of the Sun and Moon.'
Though the favourite looked neither to the right nor

to the left, he could not but perceive the great homage
that was paid him as well by the faces as the voices
of the multitude. But one person, a Bonze, seemed
transported beyond all the rest with an enthusiasm of
admiration, and followed ^t a respectful distance from
his side, bowing to the earth at evcry ten paces and
exclaiming, * Thanks to my lord for his jewels ! ' After
repeating this for about six times, he increased the
expressions of his gratitude and said, ' Thanks to my
illustrious lord from his poor servant for his glorious
jewels,—and then again, 'Thanks to my illustrious
lord, whose eye knoweth not degradation, from his poor
servant, who is not fit to exist before him, for his jewels
that make the rays of the sun look like ink.' In short,
the man's gratitude was so great, and its language de-
bvered m phrases so choice, that Quo could contain his
curiosity no longer, and turning aside, demanded to
know his meaning : ' I have not given you the jewels,'
said the favourite, ' and why should you thank me for
them ?

'

' Refulgent Quo !
' answered the Bonze, again bowing

to the earth, ' what you say is as true as the five maxims
of Fo, who was born without a father :—but your slave
repeats his thanks, and is indeed infinitely obliged.
You must know, O dazzling son of Quee, that of all my
sect I have perhaps the greatest taste for enjoying
myself. Seeing my lord therefore go by, I could not
but be transported at having so great a pleasure, and
said to myself, " The great Quo is very kind to me andmy fellow citizens : he has taken infinite labour to
acquire his magnificence, he takes still greater pains to
preserve it, and all the while, I, who am lying under a
shed, enioy it for nothing ".'

A hundred years after, when the Emperor Wang heard
this story, he diminished the expenditure of his house-
hold one half, and ordered the dead Bonze to be raised
to the rank of a Colao.

\i\

f

I
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A FABLE

[Table-Talk]

Want of Imagination plays strange tricks with
most people. I will tell you a fable.

A traveller came into an unknown country where the
people were more like birds than men, and twice as tall
as the largest ostriches. They had beaks and wings,
and lived in gigantic nests, upon trees of a proportionate
size. The traveller, who was unfortunately a capital
singer, happened to be indulging in one of his favourite
songs, when he was overheard by a party of this
monstrous people, who caught him and carried him
home. Here he led such a life as made him a thousand
times wish for death. The bird family did not seem to
be cruel to one another, or even intentionally so to him ;

for they soon found out what he liked to eat, and gave
him plenty of it. They also flattened him a corner of
the nest for a bed ; and were very particular in keeping
out of his way a pet tiger which threw him into the most
dreadful agitations. But in all other respects, whether
out of cruelty or fondness, or want of thought, they
teased him to death. His habitation, at best, was
totally unfit for him. His health depended upon
exercise, particularly as he was a traveller ; but he
could not take any in the nest because it was hollow
like a basin ; and had he attempted to step out
of it he would have broken his neck. Sometimes
they would handle him in their great claws, till his
heart beat as if it would come through his ribs. Some-
times they kissed and fondled him with their horrid
beaks. Sometimes they pulled his nose this way and
that, till he gaped and cried out for anguish ; upon
wiiich they would grin from ear to ear, and stroke back
his head, till the hairs came out by the roots. If he
did not sing they would pull his arois abcut, and
cruelly spread out his fingers, as if to discover what was
the matter with him ; and when he did sing to beguile
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his sorrows, he had the mortification of findinc that
they looked upon it as a mark of his contentment andhap mess. They would sing themselves (for some of
t^eii. were pretty good singing- birds for so coarse a
species), to challenge him, as it were, to new efforts.
At length our poor traveller fell sick of a mortal dis-
temper, the termination of which was luckily hastened
by the modes they took to cure it. ' Wretch that lam''
cried he, m his last moment i, * I ised to think it un-manly to care about keeping a goldfinch, or even a
lark

; but all my manliness, in a like situation, cannot
prevent me from dying of torture.'

AN APOLOGUE
[From an essay called ' Fiction and Matter of Fact,' in

Wishing Cap Papers, Examiner, 1824]

During a wonderful period of the world, the kings of
the earth leagued themselves together to destroy all
opposition

; to root out, if they could, the very thoughts
of mankind. Inquisition was made for blood. The
ears of the grovelling lay in wait for every murmur.
On a sudden, during this great hour of danger, there
arose in a hundred parts of the world a cry, to which
the cry of the Blatant Beast was a whisper. It pro-
ceeded from the wonderful mul plication of an extra-
ordinary creature, which had akeady turned the cheeks
of the tyrants pallid. It groaned and it grew loud : it
spoke with a hundred tongues ; it grew fervidly on
the ear, hke the noise of millions of wheels. And the
sound of millions of wheels was in it, together with other
marvellous and awful noises. Tliere was the sharpening
of swords, the braying of trumpets, the neighing of war-
horses, the laughter of solenm voices, the rushing by of
hghts, the movement of impatient Teet, a tread as if the
world were coming. And ever and anon there were
pauses with ' a still small voice,' which made a trem-
bhng m the night-time. But still the glowing sound ox
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I

the wheels renewed itself ; gathering early towards tho
morning. And when you came up to one of thes3
creatures, you saw with fear and reverence its mighty
confirmation, being like wheels indeed, and a great
vapour. And over and anon the vapour boiled, and
the wheels went rolling, and the creature threw out of
its mouth visible words, that fell into the air by millions,
and spoke to the uttermost parts of the ee'-th. And tho
nations (for it was a loving though a fearful ci-eoture)
fed upon its words like the air they breathed : and the
monarchs paused, for they knew their masters.

This is Printing by Steam.—It will be said that it is
an allegory, and that all allegories are but fiction, and
flat ones. I am far from producing it as a specimen of
the poetical power now in existence. Allegory itself
is out of fashion, though it was a favourite exercise of
our old poets when the public were familiar with shows
and spectacles. But allegory is the readiest shape into
which imagination can turn a thing mechanical ; and
in the one before ^

' is contained the mechanical truth
and the spiritut I <

,
i: ii of that very matter-of-fact thing

called a Printing Press : each of them as true as the
other, or neither could take place. A business of
screws and iron wheels is, or appears to be, a very
commonplace matter ; but not so the will of the hand
that sets them in motion ; not so the operations of the
mind that directs them what to utter. We are satisfied
respecting the one by science ; but what is it that
renders us sensible of the wonders of the other, and
their connexion with the greatest mysteries of nature ?

Thought—Fancy

—

Imagination.
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WOLSEY

[The Town]

We havo always thought the epithet of * full-blown,'
as applied to VVoldoy, the happiest poetical hit ever
made by Dr. Johnson :

In full-blown dignity s^e Wolsey stand.
Law in his voice, and fortune in his hand.

His ostentation, his clerical robes, his very corpu-
lence, and his subsequent fading, all conspire to render
the imaj/e felicitous. Wolsey is the very flower of
priestly prosperity—fat, full-blown, gorgeous, called
into life by sunshine ; the very odours he Avas fond of
carrying in his hand became a part of his efflorescence

;

one imagines his cheek florid, and his huge silken vest-
ments expanding about him, like bloated petals. Anon,
the blast ^'^ws from the horrid royal mouth: the
round fo tangs its head ; it lays its dead neck on
the earth ; and in its room is a loathed weed.

Wolsey, howcver,did not grow to be what he was with
the indolence of a flower. He began his career with as
much personal as mental activity, rendered himself
necessary to the indolence of a young and luxuriou3
sovereign,—in fact, became his sovereign's will in
another shape, relieving the royal person of all trouble,
and at the same time securing all his wishes, from a
treaty down to a mistress ; and hence, as he himself
intimated, the whole secret of his prosperity. He had
industry, address, eloquence, the power of pleasing, the
art (till success spoilt him) of avoiding whatever was
unpleasant. He could set his master at eaee with him-

L. UCXT P
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If'

Hc'lf, in the HmalloHt |K)intH of diHcourHc, as woll as on
greater occasiouH. Henry felt no niiHgiving in his

preHence. He beheld in his lordly and luxurious agent
a second self, with a Huj)erior intellect, artfully Kub-
jected to hiH own, so as to imply intellectual as well an

royal superiority ; and he loved the priestly splendour
of VVolfiey, because, in setting the Church so high, and
at the same time carrying himself so loyally, the church-
man only th(^ more elevated the prince. The moment
the great servant appeared as if he could do without the
greater master, by a fortune 8Up<?rior to failure in his

projects, Henry's favour Iwgan to give way ; and wht n
the princely churchman, partly in the hecdlcs8ne^H
arising from long habits of security, and partly in the
natural resentment of a superior mind, expressed a
doubt whether this sovereign was acting with perfect
justice towards him, his doom was sealed. Kings never
forgive a wound to their self-love. They have been set

80 high above fellowship by their fellow creatures, that
they feel, and in some measure they have a right to feel,

the least intimation of equality, much more of superi-

ority, as an offence, especially when it is aggravated by
a secret sense of the justice of the pretension ; p-nd all

Wolsey's subsequent self-abasements could not do away
with that stinging recollection, pleased as Henry was to
widen the distance between them, and recover his

own attitude of self-possession by airs of princely pity.

Wolsey was a sort of Henry, himself—wilful, worldly,
and fat, but with more talents and good-nature ; for

he appears to have been a man of rare colloquial

abilities, and, where he was not opposed in large matters,
of a considerate kindliness. He was an attached as well

as affable master ; and his cortsciousness of greater
merit in himself would never have suffered him to send
a couple of poor light-hearted girls to the scaffold,

for bringing the royal marriage-bed into sonie

shadow of a doubt of its sacredncss. He would have
sent them to a nunnery, and had a new marriage, with-
out a tragedy in it, like a proper Christian Sultan !

Had Henry been in Wolscy's place, he would have
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proposed to «et up the Inqui»ition ; and King Thomag
would have reproved him, and told him that Huch
neverities did not become two uuch fat and jolly
believers as they.
The people appear to have liked Wnlsey much. Tliey

enjoyed his pomp as a spectacle, and pitied his fall.
Theydid not grudge hispomp toonewho was so generous.
Besides, they had a secret complacency in the humble-
ness of his origin, seeing that ho rose from it by real
merit. Those that quarrelled with him for his pride,
were proud nobles and grudging fellow divines. It in
pretty clear that Shakespeare, who was such a ' good
fellow' himself, had a regard for Wolsey as another. He
takes opportunities for echoing his praises, and droses
his fall in robes of pathos and eloquence. As to a true
feeling of religion, it is out of the question in considering
WoUey's history and times. It was not expected of
him. It was not the fashion or the morality of the
• ^V ^*^ sufficient that the Church made its waym the world, and secretly elevated the interests of
literature and scholarship along with it. A king in
those times was regarded as a visible f!od upon earth,
not thoroughly well-behaved, but much to be believed
in

;
and if the Church could coraiK>te with the State, it

was hoi>ed that more perfect times would somehow or
other ensue. A good deal of licence was allowed it on
behalf of the interests of better things—a singular
arrangement, and, as the event turned out, not likely
to better itself so peaceably as was hoped for ; but it
was making the best, under the circumstances, of the
old perplexity between ' the shows of chings, and the
desires of the mind.' Wolsey (as the prosperous and
the upper classes are apt to do in all ages) probably
worshipped success itself as the final proof of all which
the divme Governor of the world intended, in his dealings
with mdividuals or society. Hence his proud swelling
while possessed of it, and his undisguised tears and
lamentations during his decline. He talks with his
confidants abcut the King and good fortune, like a bov
crying for a cake, and they respectfully echo his groans

p 2
'
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and evidently think them not at all inconsistent, either
with manliness or wisdom.
There was a breadth of character in all that Wolsey

thought, did, and suffered—in his strength and in his
weakness. In his prosperity he set no bounds to his
pomp

; in adversity he cries out and calls upon the
gods, not affecting to be a philosopher. When he was
angry he huffed and used big words, like his master

;

when m good humour, he loaded people with praise ;and he loved a large measure of it himself. He issued
forth, with his goodly bulk and huge garments, and
expected a worship analogous to his amplitudes. There
IS a passage written with great humour by Sir Thomas
More, which, according to Dr. Wordsworth (the poet's
brother), IS intended, 'no doubt, to represent the
Cardmal kt the head of his table.' What reasons the
doctor has for not doubting the application, we cannot
say, and therefore do not think ourselves any more
justified than inclined to dispute them. The supposition
IS highly probable. Wolsey must have offered a fine
dramatic spectacle to the eyes of a genius like More.
But if Wolsey set store by his fine speaking, he knew

also what belonged to his Juit ; he was quite alive to the
effect produced by his office, and knew how to get up
and pamper a ceremony—to cook up a raw material
of digmty for the public relish. It should be no fault of
his, that any toy of his rank should not be looked up to
withawe. Accordingly, a mostcurious story is told of the
way m which he contrived that the Cardinal's hat,
which was sent him during his residence in York Place,
should make its first appearance in pubUc. Cavendish
sf^ys. tliat the hat having been sent by the Pope through
the hands of an ordinary messenger, without any state,
Wolsey caused him to be ' stayed by the way,' newly
dressed in rich apparel, and met by a gorgeous cavalcade
of prelates and gentry. But a note in Mr. Singer's
edition, referring to Tindal and Fox, teUs us that the
messenger actually reached him in York Place, was
clothed by him as aforesaid, and sent back with the hat
to Dover, from whence the cavalcade went and fetched
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him. The hat was then set on a sideboard full of plate,
with tapers round about it, ' and the greatest Duke in
the lande must make curtsie thereto.'

HENRY THE EIGHTH

[The Town]

We have said aiore about Wolsey than we intend to
say of Henry the Eighth ; for the son of a butcher was
a great man, and his master was only a king. Henry,
bom a prince, became a butcher ; Wolsey, a butcher,
became a prince. And we are not playing upon the
word as applied to the king ; for Henry was not only
a butcher of his wives, he resembled a brother of the
trade in its better and more ordinary course. His
pleasures were of the same order; his language was
coarse and jovial ; he had the very straddle of a fat
butcher, as he stands in his doorway. Take any
picture or statue of Henry the Eighth—fancy its cap
off, and a knife in its girdle, and it seems in the very act
of saying 'What d'ye buy? Wliat d'ye buy ?' There
is even the petty complacency in the mouth, after the
phrase is uttered.

And how formidable is that petty unfeeling mouth,
in the midst of those wide and wilful cheeks ! Disturb
the self-satisfaction of that man, derange his bile for
an instant, make him suppose that you do not quite
think him

Wisest, virtuousest, discreetest, best,

and what hope have you from the sentence of that mass
of pampered egotism ?

Let us not do injustice, however, even to the doers
of it. What better was to be looked for, in those times,
from the circumstances under which Henry was bom
and bred—from the son of a wilful father, and an
unfeeling State marriage—from the educated combiner
of Church and State, instinctively led to entertain the

Is
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worldliest notions of both, and of heaven itself—from
the inheritor of the greatest wealth, and power, and
irresponsibility, ever yet concentrated in an English
sovereign ? It has been attempted of late by various
writers (and the attempt is a good symptom, being on
the charitable side) to make out a case for Henry the
Jiighth, as if he were a sort of rough but honest feUow,
a kmd of John Bull of that age, who meant well upon
the whole, and thought himself bound to keep up the
conventionalities of his country. We know not what
comphment is intended to be implied by this, either toHenry or his countrymen; but reaUy when a man
sends his wives, one after the other, to the scaffold,
evidently as much ^o enable him to marry another a^
to vindicate any propriety—when he * cuts ' and sacri-
faces his best friends and servants, and pounces upon
theirgoods—when he takes every licence himself,though
he wiU not allow others even to be suspected of it--
when he grows a brute beast in size as weU as in habits,
and dies shedding superfluous blood to the laat—we
cannot, for our parts, as Englishmen, but be glad of
some better excuses for him of the kind above stated,
than such as are to be found in the roots of the national
character, however jovial. Imagine only the endear-
ments that must have passed between this man and
Anne BuUen, and then fancy the heart that could have
sent the poor little, hysterical, half-laughing, half-
crymg thmg to the scaffold ! The man was rmd with
power and vanity. That is his real excuse.

It has been said, that all which he did was done by
law, or at least under the forms of it, and by the consent,
sometimes by the recommendation, of his statesmen.
Ihe assertion is not true in aU instances ; and where it
is, what does It prove but that his tyrannical spirit had
helped to make his statesmen slaves ? They knew what
he wished, and notoriously played the game into his
hands. When they did not, their heads went off. That
circumstances had spoilt them altogether, and that
society, with all its gaudiness, was but in a half-bar-
barous state, is granted ; but it is no less true, that his
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ofiSce, his breeding, and his natural temper, conspired
to make Henry the worst and most insolent of a violent
set of men ; and he stands straddling out accordingly
in history, as he does in his pictures, an image of
sovereign brutality.

Excessive vanity, aggravated by all the habits of
despotism and luxiiry, and accompanied, nevertheless,
by that unconscious misgiving which is natural to in-
equaUties between a man's own powers and those which
he derives from his position, is the clue to the character
of Henry the Eighth. Accordingly no man gave greater
ear to tale-bearers and sowers of suspicion, nor resented
more cruelly or meanly the woimds inflicted on his self-

love, even by those who least intended them, or to
whom he had shown the greatest fondness. The latter,

indeed, he treated the worst, out of a frenzyof egotistical
disappointment ; for his love arose, not from any real
regard for their merits, but from what he had taken for
a flattery to his own. Sir Thomas More knew him well,
when, in observation to some one who had congratulated
him on the King's having walked up and down with his
arm around his neck, he said that he would have
that neck cut in two next day, if the head belonging
to it opposed his will. He not only took back without
scruple all that he had given to Wolsey, but he went to
live in the houses of his fallen friend and servant—places
which a man of any feeling and kindly remembrance
would have avoided. He was very near picking a
murderous quarrel with his last wife, Catherine Parr, on
one of his theological questions. And how did he
conduct himself to the memory of poor Anne Bullen,
even on the day of her execution ?

i .1

i
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ELIZABETH

[The Tourn]

It was under Elizabeth that Whitehall shone out
in all its romantic splendour. It was no longer the
splendour of Wolsey alone, nor of Henry alone, or with a
great name by his side now and then ; but of a Queen,
surrounded and worshipped through a long reign by a
galaxy of the brightest minds and most chivalrous
persons ever assembled in English history.
Here she comes, turning round the corner from the

Strand, under a canopy of state, leaving the noisier,
huzzaing niultitude behind the barriers that mark the
precincts of the palace, and bending her eyes hither and
thither, m acknowledgement of the kneeling obeisances
of [he courtiers. Beside her are Cecil and KnoUes, and
Isoithampton, and Bacon's father; or. later in life
Leicester, and Burleigh, and Sir Philip Sidney, and
GreviUe, and Sir Francis Drake (and Spenser is looking
on)

;
or, later stiU, Essex and Raleigh, and Bacon him-

self, and Southampton, Shakespeare's friend, with
bhakespeare among the spectators. We shall see her
by and by, at that period, as brought to life to us in the
uescnption of Heutzner the traveller. At present (aswe have her at this moment in our eye) she is younger
of a large and tall, but well-made figure, with fine eves!
and faner hands, which she is fond of displaying We
are too apt to think of Elizabeth as thin and elderiy,
and patched up

; but for a good period of her life she
was plump and personable, warrantmg the history of the
robust romps of the Lord Admiral, Seymour ; and till
her latter days (and even then, as far as her powers
went), we are always to fancy her at once spirited and
stately of carriage, impulsive (except on occasions of
ordinary ceremony), and ready to manifest her emotionsm look and voice, whether aswoman orQueen ; in a word,
a sort of Henry the Eighth corrected by a female nature
and a better understanding—orperhaps anAnneBuUen,
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enlarged, and made less feminine, by the father's
grossness. The Protestants have represented her as too
staid, and the Catholics as too violent and sensual.
According to the latter, Whitehall was a mere sink of
iniquity. It was not likely to be so, for many reasons

;

but neither, on the other hand, do we take it to have
been anything like the pattern of self-denial which some
fond writers have supposed. Where there is power,
and leisure, and luxury, though of the most legitimate
kind, and refinement, though of the most intellectual,
self-denial on the side of enjoyment is not apt to be the
reigning philosophy ; nor would it reasonably be looked
for in any court, at all living in wealth and splendour.
Imagine the seusations of Elizabeth, when she first

set down in the palace at Whitehall, after escaping the
perils of imputed illegitimacy, of confinement for party's
sake and for religion's, and all the other terrors of her
father's reign and of Mary's, danger of death itself not
excepted. She was a young Queen of twenty-five years
of age, healthy, sprightly, good-looking, with plenty of
will, power, and imagination ; and the gallantest spirits
of the age were at her feet. How pitiable, and how
respectable, become almost all sovereigns, when we
consider them as human beings put in possession of
almost superhuman power; and when we reflect in
general how they have been brought up, and what a
provocative to abuse at all eventsbecomesthepossession
of a throne ! We in general spoil them first ;—we
always tempt them to take every advantage, by wor-
shipping them as if they were different creatures from
ourselves;—and thenwe areastonished that they should
take us at our word. How much better would it be to
be astonished at the Hkeness they retain to us, even in
the kindlier part of our weaknesses.
By a very natural process, considering the great and

chivalrous men of that day, Elizabeth became at once
one of the greatest of Queens and one of the most
nattered and vain of women. Nor were the courtiers
so entirely insincere as they are supposed to have been,
when they worshipped her as they did, and gave her

if- \'<.



218 KINGS AND PRINCES

credit for all the beauty and virtue under heaven. On
the contrary, the power to benefit them went hand-in-
hatid with their self-love to give them a sincere though
extravagant notion of their mistress ; and the romantic
turn of the age and its literature, its exploits, its poetry,
all conspired to warm and sanction the enthusiasm on
both sides, and to blind the admiration to those little

outward defects, and inward defects too, which love at
all periods is famous for overlooking—nay, for convert-
ing into noble grounds of denial, and of subjection to
a sentiment. . Thus Elizabeth's hook nose, her red hair,

nay, her very age and crookedness at last, did not stand
in the way of raptures at her ' beauty ' and ' divine
perfections,' any more than a flaw in the casket that
held a jewel. Tlie spirit of love and beauty was there ;

the appreciation of the soul of both ; the glory of
exciting, and of giving, the glorification ;—and all the
rest was a trifle, an accident, a mortal show of things,
which no gentleman and lady can help. The Queen
might even swear a good round oath or so occasionally ;

and what did it signify ? It was a pleasant ebullition
of the authority which is above taxation ; the Queen
swore, and not the woman ; or if the woman did, it was
only an excess of feeling proper to balancethe accoimt,
and to bring her royaltydown to a level with good hearty
human nature.

It has been said, that as Elizabeth advanced in life,

the courtiers dropped the mention of her beauty; but
this is a mistake. They were more sparing in the
mention of it, but when they spoke they were conscious
that the matter was not to be minced. When herMajesty
was in her sixty-second year, the famous Earl of Essex
gave her an entertainment, in the course of which she
was complimented on her ' beauty ' and dazzling outside,

in speeches written for the occasion by Lord, then
'Mr. Francis, Bacon.'* Sir John Davies, another

* Nichols's Progresses and Public Processions of Queen
Elizabeth, year 1595, pp. 4-8, • He will ever bear in his
heart the picture of her beauty.' ' He now looks on his
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lawyer, who was not bom till she was near forty, and
could not have written his acrostical ' Hymns ' upon
her till she was elderly, celebrates her as awakening
* thoughts of young love,' and being * beauty's rose
indeed ' * ; and it is well known that she was at a
reverend time of life when Sir Walter Raleigh wrote
upon her like a despairing lover, calling her ' Venus

'

and ' Diana,' and saying he could not exist out of her
presence
Of one thing, it surprises us that there could ever

have been a question ; namely, that Elizabeth was a
great as well as fortunate sovereign,—a woman of
extraordinary intellect. To the undervaluing remark
that she had wise ministers, it was well answered that
she chose them ; and if, like most other people, she was
less wise and less correct in her conduct than she had
the reputation of being, nothing, on that very accoimt,
can surely be thought too highly of the wonderful
address with which she succeeded in sitting upon the
top of the Protestant world as she did throughout her
whole reign, supreme over her favourites as well as her
ministers—the refuge of struggling opinion, and the
idol of romance.

I
J

GEORGE THE SECOND

{Old Court Suburb]

GxosoB THB First would seldom be visible in these
promenades. George the Second, a man shorter than
his short father, but smart, strutting, decided-looking,
with higher features and an under-hanging jaw, was fond
of being seen; and in all probabUity not seldom
paraded the gardens, amidst avenues of bows and
curtseys. Though by no means the conjuror for which he

mistress's outside with the eyes of sense, which are dazzled
and amazed.'

* See the poems in Anderson's edition, vol. ii. p. 706.

f'-j
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took himself, ho was a less dull, though hardly better
informed man than his father ; had the same instinctive
wisdom of self-security, which led to the putting and
maintaining the government in the hands of Sir Robert
Walpole; was nevertheless the same petty German
autocrat, ruling, as far as he ruled at all, like a martinet
and a barrack-master ; thought men and women (ac-
cording to the report of Lady Mary) bom for nothing
else but to be '

! icked or kissed for his diversion';
and whenever one of the ladies gave him to understand
that she differed with him on that point, he fancied
that she only wanted an excuse for getting out of him
a little of ,what he valued above all things—money.
He one day counted his guineas so often for this purpose,
in the presence of Miss Bellenden, that she told him 'if
he did it again, she should go out of the room.' He
appears, on a subsequent occasion, to have done it
again

; upon which the disgusted beauty gave a jerk
to the rouleau that scattered the guineas about the
floor, and ran off while he was picking them up.

George's strutting airs of dignity were but disguises
of the want of it. Lady Deloraine, who was governess
of his children, and at the same time supposed to be
one of his mistresses, had her chair pulled from under
her one evening at Kensington by the Princess Emily,
as she was going to sit down to cards. Her ladyship
sprawled on the floor ; and his dignified Majesty did
not scruple to be very much diverted, and laugh. The
Countess, in return, contrived without more ado to play
him the same trick ; and his dignity was so offended
that a rupture ensued between them, and she was for-
bidden the Court.
George the Second, like his father, had two chief

mistresses; one of them a German, of the name of
Walmoden, whom he made Coxmtess of Yarmouth ; the
other, the Countess of Suffolk before-mentioned ; both
of them well-tempered, discreet women, who appear to
have been as much the favourites of his sober hours,
or more so, than of the impassioned moments for which
credit was given them. His chief passion had been for



GEORGE THE SECOND 221

his wife ; and Sir Robert Walpole showed a rare know-
ledge of a little-suspected, but no less certain corner in
human nature, by discovering that the wife retained an
ascendancy over the mistresses by getting her husband's
pleasure above everyother consideration, and eo possess-
ing his unbounded confidence. It was a curious instance
of the sentiments of those times ; at least, in courts

;

but Caroline of Anspach had been bred up in them, and
she carried their toleration to an amount that was
perhaps unequalled, especially among those who most
availed themselves of the licence. This was the reverse
of her own case, for she seems to have been as faithful
as she was devoted ; and her husband passionately said
of her, after her death, that he had never loved any
woman as he did her.

GEORGE THE THIRD

[Autobiography]

George the Third was a verybrave and honest man.
He feared nothing on earth, and he acted according to
his convictions. But, unfortunately, his convictions
were at the mercy of a will far greater than his under-
standing ; and hence his courage became obstinacy,
and his honesty -the dupe of his inclinations. He was
the son of a father with little brain, and of a mother
who had a diseased blood : indeed, neither of his parents
was healthy. He was brought up in rigid principles
of morality on certain points, by persons who are
supposed to have evaded them in their own conduct

;

he was taught undue notions of kingly prerogative

;

he was suffered to grow up, nevertheless, in homely as
well as shy and moody habits ; and whUe acquiring a
love of power tending to the violent and uncontrollable,
he was not permitted to have a taste of it till he became
his own master. The consequences of this training were
an extraordinarymixture of domestic virtue with official

P!
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fF^J^J ' 1 '1^''*'*^' mechanical taates and popular

^A J?^T**'i*'^ir** •"^^^^ »«^«« o^ authority;

?t„hJ^^ *"** Belf-betraying cunning, with the mitBtubborn reserves
; of fearlessness with sordidness •

f^:?i ITi.'^'I^.
unforgivingness

; and of the healthand strength of temperance and self-denial, with the
last weaki^sses of understanding, and passions thatexasperated It out of its reason. The i£^h natio"were pleased to seem him a crowning specimen of them-

J^T;:*/IT^ ^ °^ ^""- ^«y ^^ »•'* discover tTutoo late (perhaps have not yet discovered) how much
h'J^l

?bjectionable. as well as the respectable, lieshidden m the sturdy nickname invented for thei by

^ol^r" • i ,?°y '^""^ *> *"^°^*1 predominates in itover the mtellectual
; and how terribly the bearer of itmay be overridden, whether in a royal or a national

A LITTLE PPINCE

[Old Court Suburb}

Thk history of this poor little personage' is painfuL /

pnnce
;
and if ever prince was thought happy l^thosewho were not in the secret of courts, thk premaS

victim of his birth and breeding was probably held to

FnrP!?°'^i' '°' «lP^^i^"y by aU the liu/boys ot

InTi^
troubles m the house of his father and mother;and, what must ha appeared a stupendous felicity inthe eyes of the httk ooys, he not only possessed a real

right earnest, steel sword, instead of one made of lath

* [WiUiam, Duke of Gloucester, the infant son of QueenAnne and Prince George of Denmark.]
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«nd paint, and besides that, a suit of real soldiers*
clothes—absolute, right earnest regimentals, all red
and gold—but, amazing to think I he was colonel of
a positive regiment of bo3r8, all dressed in soldiers'
clothes too. He rode at the head of them ; he sat
opposite them during parade on a live horse, his own
pony ; could order them about, and cry March ! and
look grand and manly ; and all the while music would
play—real proper fifes, and drums, and trumpets, not
at all * penny ; and he had cannon too, and castles,
and a wooden horse to put his soldiers on, when they
did wrong ; and they stood sentinels at his door-ways,
and were the terror of the neighbouring cake-shops and
apple-stalls, like any proper full-grown gentlemen
soldiers. They even had field-days on Wormwood
Scrubs, and reviews in Kensington Gardens, and King
William was there to see. In short,Campden House was
Little Boy's Paradise.

Alas ! the god of this paradise was a sickly big-headed
child, the victim of his very birth and breeding, and
doomed to an early death. Fe was the only survivor
of seventeen children, not one of whom ought to have
been bom ; for Anne had destroyec' ^wr person and
constitution by gross living—a propensity derived from
her mother, Anne Hyde, perhaps from her grandfather
Clarendon ; and as the most important of all physiologies
was not studied in those days, nobody seems to have
suspected (indeed few people still suspect) what disas-
trous liabilities are entailed upon offspring by habits of
this or of any other injurious kind in parents. The poor
little prince was afflicted with water on the brain. He
had a head large enough for a grown person, with all

the sickly tendencies that accompany such a warning
symptom; yet his dull, though anxious, andnot naturally
unkind parents so little knew how to treat him, or
attended so little to the advice of those who knew better,
that after making him m eak in body and obstinate in
mind with wrong indulgences, they tried to force him
into health and good temper by severe treatment. The
poor child was flogged to make him take his medicine

;
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flogged to make him wai
' when he needed help; flogjged

to make him go up oiul down stairs. At the age of
eleven he was no m />

.

THE PRINZE REGENT

This article*, no dt nit, was- vl>* ^ uxtter and contemp-
tuous ; therefore, i t^ljc !< . I ;» «e of the term, very
libellous ; the more so, ii'.iKi!. ir' .,, it was very true.
ITiere will be no quf • *ion abnat i Ue truth of it, at this
distance of time, > ith any ol; ^s of persons, unless,
possibly, with som.' few of th.; old Tories, who may
think it was a patriotic action in tlie Prince to displace
the Whigs for their opponents. But I believe that,
und'^r all the circumstances, there are few persons
indeed nowadays, of any class, who will not be of opinion
thiit, bitter as the article was, it was more than suffi-

ciently avenged by two years' imprisonment and a fine
of a thousand pounds. For it did but express what all

the world were feeling, with the exception of the Prince's
once bitterest enemies, the Tories themselves, then
newly become his friends ; and its very sincerity and
rashness, had the Prince possessed greatness of mind to
think so, might have furnished him such a ground for
pardoning it, as would have been the best proof he
could have given us of our having mistaken him, and
turned us into blushing and grateful friends. An
attempt to bribe us on the side of fear did but further
disgust us. A free and noble waiving of the punish-
ment would have bowed our hearts into regret. We
should have found in it the evidence of that true
generosity of nature paramount to whatsoever was
frivolous or appeared to be mean, which his flatterers

claimed for him, and which would have made us doubly
blush for the formal virtues to which we seemed to bo

* [Examiner, 1812. See Introduction, pp. ix, x.]

£^Bai»»^ii!
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attached, when, in reality, nothing would have better
pleased ub than 8uch a combination of the gay and the
magnanimous. I say doubly blush, for I now blush at
ever having been considered, or rather been willing
to be considered, an advocate of any sort of con-
ventionality, unqualified bv liberal exceptions and pros-
Eective enlargement ; and I am sure that my brother,
ad he been living, who was one of the best-natured

and most indulgent of men, would have joined with me
^ni roaking the same concession ; though I am bound to
add that, with all his indulgence of others, I have no
reason to believe that he had ever stood in need of that
pardon for even conventional licence, from the neces-
sity of which T cannot pretend to have been exempt

Neither have I any quarrel, at this distance of tim«,
with the Prince Regent ; for though his frivolity, his
tergiversation, and his treatment of his wife, will not
allow me to respect his memory, I am bound to pardon
It as I do my own faults, in consideration of the cir-
cumstances which mould the character of every human
being. Could I meet him in some odd corner of the
Elysian fields, where charity had room for both of us,
I should first apologize to him for having been the inetru-
ment in the hand of events for attacking a fellow
creature, and then expect to hear him avow as hearty
a regret for having injured myself, and unjustly treated
his wife.

I>. BUNT
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VICTORIA

[Old Court Suburb]

Wb remember well the peculiar kind of personal

pleasure which it gave us to see the future Queen, the

first time we ever did see her, coming up a cross path
from the Bajswater gate, with a girl of her own age by
her side, whose hand she was holding, as if she loved her.

It brought to our mind the warmth of our own juvenile

friendships ; and made us fancy that she loved every-

thing else that we had loved in like measure,—books,

trees, verses, Arabian tales, and the good mother who
had helped to make her so affectionate.

A magnificent footman, in scarlet, came behind her,

with the splendidest pair of calves in white stockings

that we ever beheld. He looked somehow like a
gigantic fairy, personating, for his little lady's sake,

the grandest kind of footman he could think of ; and
his calves he seemed to have made out of a couple of the
biggest chaise-lamps in the possession of the godmother
of Cinderella. As the princess grew up, the world
seemed never to hear of her, except as it wished to hear,

—that is to say, in connexion with her mother ; and
now it never hears of her, but in connexion with
children of her own, and with her husband, and her
mother still, and all good household pleasures and
hospitalities, and public virtues of a piece with them.
May life ever continue to appear to her what, indeed,

it really is to all who have eyes for seeing beyond the
surface ; namely, a wondrous fairy scene, strange,

beautiful, mournful too, yet hopeful of being ' happy
ever after,' when its story is over ; and wise, meantime,
in seeing much where others see nothing, in shedding

its tears patiently, and in doing its best to diminish the

tears around it.



ABOUT TOWN
STATIONERS' HALL

[The Town]

Between Amen Comer and Ludgate Street, at theend of a passage from Ave-Maria Lane, ' stood a great
house of stone and wood, belonging in old time to John,

•^u ^^^''®^^??®' ^"^ ^^^1 o^ Richmond, cotemporary
with Edward II and III. After him it was possessedby the Earls of Pembroke, in the time of Richard II
and Henry IV, and waP called Pembroke's Inn, near
Uidgate. It then fell into the possession of the title
of Abergavenny, and was called B' gavenny House,
under which circumstances it remained in the time of
Mizabeth. To finish the anti-climax,' says Pennant,
It was finaUy possessed by the Company of Stationere,
who rebuilt it of wood, and made it their HaU. It was
destroyed by the Great Fire, and was succeeded by the
present plain building.' ^ Of the once powerful posses-
sors of the old mansion nothing now is remembered, or
cared for

;
but in the interior of the modern building

are to be seen, looking ahnost as if they were alive, and
as if we knew them personaUy, the immortal faces of
feteele and Richardson,Prior in his cap,and Dr. Hoadlev
a liberal bishop. There is also Mrs. Richardson, the
wife of the novelist, looking as prim and particular as
If she had been just chucked under the chin; and Robert
^elson, Esq., supposed author of the Whole Duty ofMan, and prototype of Sir Charles Grandison, as regular
and passionless in his face as if he had been made only
to wear his wig. The same is not to be said of the face
01 Steele, with his black eyes and social aspect ; and

* Pinnant's London, p. 377.
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Btill less of Richardson,who,instead of being the smooth,
satisfied-looking personage he is represented in some en-
gravings of him (which makes his heartrending romance
appear unaccountable and cruel), has a face as xmeasy
as can well be conceived—flushed and shattered with
emotion. We recognize the sensitive, enduring man,
such as he really was—a heap of bad nerves. It is
worth anybody's while to go to Stationers' Hall on
purpose to see these portraits. They are not of the
first order as portraits, but evident lik3nesses. Hoadley
looks at once jovial and decided, like a good-natured
controversialist. Prior is not so pleasant in his prints ;

his nose is a little aquiline, instead of turned up ; and
his featurep, though delicate, not so liberal. But if ho
has not the best look of his poetry, he has the worst.
He seems as if he had been sitting up all night ; his
eyelids droop : and his whole face is used with rakenr.

It is impossible to see Prior and Steele together with-
out regretting that they quarrelled : but as they did
quarrel, it was fit that Prior should be in the wrong.
From a Whig he had become a Tory, and showed that
his change was not quite what it ought to have been,
by avoiding the men with whom he had associated,
and writing contemptuously of his fellow wits. All the
men of letters, whose portraits are in this hall, were,
doubtless, intimate with the premises, and partakers of
Stationers' dinners. Richardson was Master of the
Company. Morphew, a bookseller in the neighbourhood,
was one of the publishers of the TaUer ; and concerts
as well as festive dinners used to take place in the great
room, of both of which entertainments Steele t.os fond.
It was here, if we mistake not, that one of the inferior
ofScers of the Company, a humorist on sufferance,
came in, one day, on his knees, at an anniversary dinner
when Bishop Hoadley was present, in order to drink
to the ' Glorious Memory *.' The company, Steele in-
cluded, were pretty far gone ; Hoadley had remained as
long as he well could ; and the genuflector was drunk.

' Of William III.



STATIONERS' HALL 229

Steele, seeing the Bishop a little disconeerted, whispered
him. Do laugh, my lord ; pray laugh :—'tis humanity
to laugh. The good-natured prelate acquiesced. Next
day, Steele sent him a penitential letter, with the
following couplet :

—

Virtue with so much ease on Bangor sits,
All faults he pardons, though he none commits.

The most illustrious musical performance that ever
took place in the hall was that of Diyden's Ode. A
society for the annual commemoration of St. Cecilia,
the patroness of music, was instituted in the year 1680,
not without an eye perhaps to the religious opinions of
the heir presumptive who was shortly to ascend the
throne as James the Second. An ode was written every
year for the occasion, and set to music by some eminent
composer

; and the performance of it was followed by
a grand dinner. In 1687, Dryden contributed his first
ode, entitled *A Song for Saint CeciUa's Day,' in
which there are liner things than in any part of the
other, though as a whole it is not so striking. Ten years
afterwards it was followed by * Alexander's Feast,'
ttie dinner, perhaps, being a part of the inspiration.
Foor Jeremiah Clarke, who shot himself for love, was
the composer. This is the ode with the composition of
which Bolingbroke is said to have found Diyden in a
state of emotion one morning, the whole night having
be^ passed, agitarUe deo, under the fever of inspiration.
From Stationers' Hall once issued all the almanacs

that were pubUshed, with all the trash and superstition
they kept alive. Francis Moore is still among their
living dead men.' Francis must now be a posthumous

old gentleman, of at least one hundred and fifty years of
age. The first blunder the writers of these books com-
mitted, in their cunning, was the having to do with the
state of the weather ; their next was to think that the
grandmothers of the last century were as immortal as
theu: title-pages, and that nobodywas getting wiser than
themselves. The mysterious solemnity of their hiero-
glyphics, bringing heaven and earth together, like a



230 ABOUT TOWN
vision in the Apocalypse, was imposing to the nurse
and t^io child; and the bashfulness of their bodily
sympathies no less attractive. We remember the as-
tonishment of a worthy seaman, some years ago, at the
claim which they put into the mouth of the sign Virgo.
The monopoly is now gone; almana-js have been
forced into improvement by emulation ; and the Sta-
tioners (naturally enough at the moment) are angry
about it. This fit of ill-humour will pass ; and a body
of men, interested by their very trade in the progress
of Uberal knowledge, will by and by join the laugh at
the tenderness they evinced in behalf of old wives'
fables. It is observable that their friend Bickerstaff
(Steele s assumed name in the Tader) was the first to
begin the jbke against them.

COVENT GARDEN MARKET
[The Toum]

CovENT Garden market has always been the most
agreeable m the metropolis, because it is devoted ex-
clusively to fruit, flowers, and vegetables. A few
crockery-ware shops make no exceptions to this ' blood-
less character. The seasons here regularly present them-
selves in their most gifted looks,—with evergreens in
winter, the fresh verdure of spring,aU thehues of summer,
and whole loads of desserts in autumn. The country
girls who bring the things to market at early dawn are
a sight themselves worthy of the apples and roses ; the
good-natured Irish women who attend to carry baskets
for purchasers are not to be despised, with the half
humorous, half pathetic tone of their petitions to oe
employed

; and the ladies who come to purchase crown
ail. JSo walk in London, on a fine summer's day, is
more agreeable than the passage through the flowers
here at noon, when the roses and green leaves are newly
watered, and blooming faces come to look at them in
those cool and shady avenues, while the hot sun is
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basking in the streets. On these occasions we were very
well satisfied with the market in its old state. The old
pheds and irregular avenues, when dry, assorted well
with the presence of leaves and fruits. They had a
careless picturesque look, as if a bit of an old suburban
garden had survived from ancient times.

Nothing, however, but approbation can be bestowed
on the convenient and elegant static into which the
market has been raised by the magnificence of the noble
proprietor, whose arms we are glad to see on the side
next James Street. They are a real grace tothe building
and to the owner, for they are a stamp of liberality. In
time we hope to see the roofs of the new market covered
with shrubs and flowers, nodding over the balustrades,
and fruits and red berries sparkling in the svm. As an
ornament, nothing is more beautiful in combination
than the fluctuating grace of foliage and the stability
of architecture. And, as a utility, the more air and sun
the better. There is never too much sun in this country,
and every occasion should be seized to take advantage
of it.

^ US-

CHRIST HOSPITAL

Perhaps there is not a foundation in the country so
truly English, taking that word to mean what English-
men wish it to mean—something solid, unpretending, of
good character, and free to all. More boys a re to be
found in it who issue from a greater variety of ranks
than in any school in the kingdom ; and as it is the most
various so it is the largest of all the free schools.
Nobility do not go there, except as boarders. Now and
then a boy of a noble family may be met with, and he
is reckoned an interloper, and against the charter ; but
the sons of poor gentry and London citizens abound

;

and with them an equal share is given to the sons of
tradesmen of the very humblest description, not omit-
ting servants. I would not take my oath—but I have

j

;
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a strong recollection, that in my time there were two
boys, one of whom went up into the drawing-room to his
father, the master of the house ; and the other down
into the kitchen to hia father, the coachman. One
thing, however, I know to be certain, and it is the noblest
of all, namely, that the boys themselves (at least it was
80 in my time) had no sort of feeling of the diflFerence of
one another's ranks out of doors. The cleverest boy
was the noblest, let his father be who he might.
Christ Ho^ital is a nursery of tradesmen, of merchants,
of naval officers, of scholars ; it has produced some of
the greatest ornaments of their time ; and the feeling
among the boys themselves is, that it is a medium
between the patrician pretension of such schools as
Eton and Westminster, and the plebeian submission of
the charity schools. In point of university honours it
claims to be equal with the best ; and though other
schools can show a greater abundance of eminent names,
I know not where many will be found who are a greater
host in themselves. One original author is worth a
hundred transmitters of elegance : and such a one is
to be found in Richardson, who here received what
education he possessed. Here Camden also received the
'"diments of his. Bishop Stillingfleet, according to the
Memoirs of Pepya, was brought up in the school. We
have had manyeminent scholars,twoof themGreek pro-
fessors, to wit, Barnes and the present Mr. Scholefield,
the tatter of whom attained an extraordinary succession
of university honours. The rest are Markland ; Middle-
ton, late Bishop of Calcutta ; and Mitchell, the trans-
lator of AristopJianes. Christ Hospital, I believe, towards
the close of the last century and the beginning of
the present, sent out more li ing writers, in its propor-
tion, than any other school. There was Dr. Richards,
author of the Aboriginal Britons ; Dyer, whose life was
one unbroken dream of learning and goodness, and
who used to make us wonder with passing through the
school-room (where no other person in * town clothes

'

ever appeared) to consult books in the library ; Le
Grice, the translator of Longua ; Home, author of some
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well-known productions in controversial divinity ; Surr,
the noveli8t(not in the Grammar School); JamesWhite,
the friend of Charles Lamb, and not unworthy of him,
author of Falstaff'a LeUers (this was he who used to give
an anniversary dinner to the chimney-sweepers, merrier
than, though not so magnificent as, Mrs. Montague's)

;

Pitman, a celebrated preacher, editor of some school-
books and religious classics (also a veritable man of wit)

;

Mitchell, before mentioned; myself, who stood next
him

; Barnes, who came next, the Editor of the Timea,
than whom no man (if he had cared for it) could have
been more certain of attaining celebrity for wit and
literature; Townscnd, a prebendary of Durham, author
of Armageddon, and several theological works ; Gilly,
another of the Durham prebendaries, an amiable man,
who wrote the Narrative of the Waldenses ; Scargill, a
Lnitarian minister, author of some tracts on Peace and
War, &c. ; and lastly, whom I have kept by way of
climax, Coleridge and Charles Lamb, two of the most
original geniuses,not only of the day, but of the country.
We have had an ambassador among us ; but as he,
I understand, is ashamed of us, we are hardly more
ashamed of him, and accordingly omit him.

In the time of Henry the Eighth Christ Hospital was
a monastery of Franciscan friars. Being dissolved
among the others, Edward the Sixth, moved by a sermon
of Bishop Ridley's, assigned the revenues of it to the
maintenance and education of a certain number of poor
orphan children, bom of citizens of London. I believe
there has been no law passed to alter the letter of this
intention

; which is a pity, since the alteration has taken
place. An extension of it was probably very good, and
even demanded by circumstances. I have reason, for
one, to be grateful for it. But tampering with matters-
of-fact among children is dangerous, ^ey soon learn
to distinguish between allowed poetical fiction and
that which they are told, under severe penalties, never
to be guilty of ; and this early sample of contradiction
between the thing asserted and the obvious fact can
do no good even in an establishment so plain-dealing in

if
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other respectg as Christ Hospital. The place is not <mly
designated as an orphan-house in its Latin title, but the
boys, in the prayers which they repeat every day,
implore the pity of heaven upon 'us poor orphans.'
I remember the perplexity this caused me at a very early
period. It is true, the word orphan may be used in a
sense implying destitution of any sort ; but this was not
ite Christ Hospital intention ; nor do the younger boys
give it the benefit of that scholarly interpretation.
There was another thing (now, I believe, done away)
which existed in my time, and perplexed me still more.
It seemed a glaring instance of the practice likely to
result from the other assumption, and made me prepare
for a huiidred falsehoods and deceptions, which, mixed
up with contradiction, as most things in society are,
I sometimes did find, and oftener dreaded. I allude
to a foolish custom they had in the ward which I first
entered, and which was the only one that the company
at the public suppers were in the habit of going into, of
hanging up, by the side of each bed, a clean white napkin,
which was supposed to be the one used by the occupiers.
Now these napkins were only for show, the real towels
being of the largest and coarsest kind. If the masters
had been asked about them, they would doubtless havo
told the truth

; perhaps the nurses would have done so.
But the boys were not aware of this. They saw these
' white lies ' hanging before them, a conscious impo-
sition ; and I well remember how alarmed I used to
feel, lest any of the company should direct their
inquiries to me.

Christ Hospital (for this is its proper name, and not
Christ's Hospital) occupies a considerable portion of
ground between Newgate Street, Giitspur Street, St.
Bartholomew's, and Little Britain. There is a quad-
rangle with cloisters ; and the square inside the cloisters
is called the Garden, and most likely was the monastery
garden. Its only delicious crop, formany years, has been
pavement. Another large area, presenting the Grammar
and Na%igation Schools, is also misnomered the Ditch ;

the town-ditch having formerly run that way. In
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Newgate Street is seen the Hall, or eating-room, one of
the noblest in England, adorned with enormously long
paintings bv Verrio and others, and with an organ. A
portion of the old quadrangle once contained the library
of the monks, and was built or repaired by the famous
Whittington, whose arms were to be seen outside ; but
alterations of late years have done it away.
In the cloisters a number of persons lie buried,

besides the oflScers of the house. Among them is
Isabella, wife of Edward the Second, the ' ISie-wolf of
France.' I was not aware of this circumstance then

;

but many a time, with a recollection of some lines in
Blair sGrave 'upon me, have I run as hard aslcould at

night-time from my ward to another, in order to borrow
the next volume of some ghostly romance. In one of
the cloisters was an impression resembling a gigantic
foot, which was attributed by some to the angry stamp-
ing of the ghost of a beadle's wife ! A beadle was a
higher sound to us than to most, as it involved ideas of
detected apples in church-time, ' skulking ' (as it was
called) out of bounds, and a power of reporting us to the
masters. But fear does not stand upon rank and
ceremony.
The wards, or sleeping-rooms, are twelve, and con-

tained, in my time, rows of beds on each side, par-
titioned oflF, but connected with one another, and each
having two boys to sleep in it. Down the middle ran
the binus for holding bread and other things, and serving
for a table when the meal was not taken in the hall

;

and ovor the binns hung a great homely chandelier.
To each of these wards a nurse was assigned,who was

the widow of some decent liveryman of London, and
who had the charge of looking after us at night-time,
seeing to our washing, &c., and carving for usat dinner

:

aU of which gave her a good deal of power, more than
hername warranted. The nurses, however, were almost
invanablyverydecent people,and performed theirduty;
which was not always the case with the young ladies,
their daughters. There were five schools : a grammar
school, a mathematical or navigation school (added bv

:ri

•f
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Charles the Second, through the zeal of Mr. Pepys), a
writing, a drawing, and a reading school Those who
could not read when they came on the foundation went
into the last. There were few in the last-but-one, and I
scarcely know what they did, or for what object. The
writing school was for those who were intended for trade
and commerce ; the mathematical, for boys who went
as midshipmen into the naval and East India service

;

and the grammar school for such as were designed for
the Church, and to go to the University. The writing
school was by far the largest ; and, what is very curious
(which is not the case now), all the schools were kept
quite distinct; so that a boy might arrive at the age of
fifteen in the grammar school and not know his multi-
plication table ; which was the case with myself. Nor
do I know it to this day ! Shades of Horace Walpole
and Lord Lyttelton! come to my assistance, and enable
me to bear the confession : but so it is. The fault was
not my fault at the time ; but I ought to have repaired
it when I went out in the world ; and great is the mis-
chief which it has done me.
Our dress was of the coarsest and quaintest kind,

but was respected out of doors, and is so. It consisted
of a blue drugget gown, or body, with ample skirts to
it ; a yellow vest imdemeath in winter-time ; small-
clothes of Russia duck ; worsted yellow stockings ; a
leathern girdle ; and a little black worsted cap, usually
carried in the hand. I believe it was the ordinary dress
of children in humble life during the reign of the Tudors.
We used to flatter ourselves that it was taken from the
monks ; and there went a monstrous tradition that at
one period it consisted of blue velvet with silver buttons.
It was said, also, that during the blissful era of the blue
velvet, we had roast mutton for supper ; but that the
small-clothes not being then in existence, and the mutton
suppers too luxurious, the eatables were given up for
the ineffables.

Our routine of life was this. Wc rose to the call of a
bell, at six in summer and seven in winter ; and after
combing ourselves, and washing our hands and faces.
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went, at the call of another bell, to breakfast. All this
took up about an hour. From breakfast we proceeded
to school, where we remained till eleven, winter and
summer, and then had an hour's play. Dinner took
place at twelve. Afterwards was a little play till

one, when we again went to school, and remained till

five in summer and four in winter. At six was the
supper. We used to play after it in summer till eight.
In winter, we proceeded from supper to bed. On
Sundays, the school-time of the other days was occupied
in church, both morning and evening ; and as the Bible
was read to \is everyday before every meal, and on going
to bed, besides prayers and graces, we rivalled the
monks in the religious part of our duties.
Being able to read, and knowing a little Latin, I was

put at once into the Under Grammar School. How
much time I wasted there in learning the accidence and
sjmtax I cannot say ; but it seems to me a long while.
My grammar seemed always to open at the same place.
Things are managed differently now, I believe, in this
as well as in many other respects. Great improvements
have been made in the whole establishment. The boys
feed better, learn better, and have longer holidays in
the country. In my ^ime, they never slept out of the
school, but on one occasion, during the whole of their
stay

; this was for three weeks in summer-time, which
they were bound to pass at a certain distance from
London. They now have these holidays with a reason-
able frequency; and they all go to the different schools,
instead of being confined, as they were then, some to
nothing but writing and cyphering, and some to the
languages. It has been doubted by some of us elders
whether this S3r8tem will beget such temperate, proper
students, with pale faces, as the other did. I dare say
our successors are not afraid of us. I had the pleasure,
some years since, of dining in company with a Deputy
Grecian, who, with a stout rosy-faced person, had not
failed to acquire the scholarly turn for joking which is
common to a classical education; as well as those
simple, becoming manners, made up of modesty and

»>

J
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proper confidence, which have been often remarked as
distinguishing the boys of this foundation.

' But what is a Deputy Grecian ? ' Ah, reader ! to
ask that Question, and at the same time to know any-
thing at all worth knowing, woxild at one time, according
to our notion of things, have been impossible. When
I entered the school, I was shown three gigantic boys,
young men rather (for the eldest was between seventeen
and eighteen), who, I was told, were going to the Uni-
versity. These were the Grecians. They were the
three head boys of the grammar school, and were
understbod to have their destiny fixed for the Church.
The next class to these, like a College of Cardinals to
those three Popes (for every Grecian was in our eyes
infallible), were the Deputy Grecians. The former were
supposed to have completed their Greek studies, and
were deep in Sophocles and Euripides. TTie latter were
tho^ht equallv competent to teUyou anything respect-
ing Homer and Demosthenes. llicse two classes, and
the head bo3r8 of the navigation school, held a certain
rank over the whole place, both in school and out.
Indeed, the whole of the navigation school, upon the
strength of cultivating their v{Jour for the navy, and
being called King's boys, had succeeded in estabushing
an extraordinary pretension to respect. This they sus-
tained in a manner as laughable to call to mind as it
was grave in its reception. It was an etiquette among
them never to move out of a right line as they walked,
whoever stood in their way. I l^lieve there was a secret
understanding with Grecians and Deputy Grecians,
theformerofwhomwereunquestionablylordsparamount
in point of fact, and stood and walked aloof when all

the rest of the school were marshalled in bodies. I do
not remember any clashing between these civil and
naval powers ; but I remember well my astonishment
when I first beheldsome ofmylittlecomradesoverthrown
by the progress of one of these very straightforward
marine personages, who walked on with as tranquil and
unconscious a face as if nothing had happened. It was
not a fierce-looking push ; there seemed to be no in-
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tention in it. The iniolence lay in the boy not appear-
ing to Itnow that such inferior creatures exigted. It
wag alwayg thu« wherever he came. If aware, the boys
got out of his way ; if not, down tlipy went, one or
more; awav rolled the top or the marbleg, nnd on
walked the future captain

—

In maiden navigation, frank and free.

These boys wore a badge on the shoulder, of which they
were very proud ; though in the gtreets it njutjt have
helped to confound them with charity bo n. For
charity boyg, I must own, we all had a Rieat contempt
or thought BO. We did not dare to know th vt th-ro
nii|;ht have been a little jealousy of our own petition
in it, placed as we were midway between the homc'.ncss
of the common charity school and the dignity c>f the
foundations. We called them ' chizzywagt,' and had
a particular scorn and hatred of their nasal tone in
einging.

KENSINGTON

{Old Court Suburb]

Thb overflowing of the Thames, to which Chelsea
and Hammersmith were subject, stopped short of the
higher ground of Kensington ; there was no great road
through it till comparatively modem times, the only
highway for travellers westward being the old Roman,
or present Uxbridge Road, then ben^g southerly (as
it still branches) to Tumham Green ; and thus we are
to picture to ourselves the future royal suburb, as con-
Bisting of half a dozen rustical tenements of swineheitls
and other foresters, clustering about the homestead of
the chieftain or speculator, whoever he was, that first
Cleared away a spot in that comer. By degrees dairy-
men came, and ploughmen ; then vine-growers ; and
the first Norman proprietor we hear of is a bishop.

^1'
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*Albericu8 de Ver tenet de episcopo Constantiensi

Chene8it(um).'
Aubrey de Vere holda Kensington of the Bishop of

Constance.

So writes Doomsday Book. Constance is Coutances
in Normandy ; and the bishop, who was probably
anything but a reverend personage, in the modem seme
of the epithet, but a stalwart, jolly fellow, clad in arms
cap-a-pie, was also Grand Justiciary of England ; that
is to say, one whose business it was to do injustice to
Englishmen, and see their goods and chattels delivered
over to his countrymen, the Normans. Accordingly,
to set a good legal example, the Justiciary seizes upon
this manor of Kensington, which belonged, it seems,
to one ' Edward ' : a name which signifies Happy Keeper.
So Happy Keeper (unless detained to keep the pigs)
makes the best of his way off, blessing this delightful
bishop and judge, whose office it is to oust proprietors ;

and he is, perhaps, stripped and murdered, somewhere
about Notting Hill, by his lordship's plain.*

KENSINGTON PALACE

{Old Court Suburb]

It is not improbable that Kensington Palace and
Gardens originated in the royal nursery to which allu-
sion has been made as having been established in this
district, for the benefit of his children, by King Henry
the Eighth. If do, here Queen Elizabeth grew up av, nile,
as well as Queen Victoria ; and here health was in vain
attempted to be given to the sicklier temperaments of
Edward the Sixth, who diid young, and his sister.
Queen Mary, who lived only to be an unhappy bigot.
As the circumstance, however, does not appear ascer-

* For the crimes and iniquities of the military church-
men who came over witli William of Normandy, see
Thierry's History of the Conquest, passim.

FMMSK
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tamable, antiquaries must put up with the later and
less illustrious origin which has been found for these
distinguished premises, in the house and grounds be-
longing to the family of the Finches, Earls of Notting-
ham. Whether the tenement which they occupied had
once been royal or not, it seems to have been but a small
mansion m their time ; probably consisting of nothing
more than the now least-visible portion of it north-west •

and indeed, though it was subsequently enlarged under
almost every one of the sovereigns by whom it was
occupied, It was never, in one respect, anything but
what It still 18, namely, one of the plainest and least-
pretending of princely abodes.

In vain we are told that Wren is supposed to have
built the south front, and Kent (a man famous in his
time) the east front. We can no more get up any
enthusiasm about it as a building, than if it were a box
or a piece of cheese. But it possesses a Dutch solidity

;

It can be imagined fuU of English comfort ; it is quiet •

m a good air
; and though it is a palace, no tragical

history is connected with it ; all which considerations
give It a sort of homely, fireside character, which seoms
to represent the domestic side of royalty itself, and thus
renders an mteresting service to what is not always so
well recommended by cost and splendour. Windsor
Castle IS a place to receive monarchs in ; Buckingham
Palace to see fashion in; Kensington Palace seems a place
to drmk tea m ; and this is by no means a state of thingsm which the idea of royalty comes least home to the
good wishes of its subjects. The reigns that flourished
here, appositely enough to the notion of the buUding,
wore aU tea-drinking reigns-at least, on the part of the
Iddics

; and if the present queen does not reign there,
she was bom and bred there, growing up quietly under
the care of a domestic mother ; during which time the
pedestrian, as he now goes quietly along the gardens,
fancies no harsher sound to have been heard from the
J'alace windows than the * tuning of the tea-things.*
or the sound of a pianoforte.

/^
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THE PARK (ST. JAMES'S)

[The Toton]

Onk of the most popular aspects of St. James's Park
is that of a military and music-playing and milk-
drinking spot. The milk-drinkings, and the bands of
music, and the parades, are the same as they used to be
in our boyish days ; and, we were going to add, may
they be immortal. But though it is good to make the
best of #ar as long as war cannot be helped, and though
music and gold lace, &c., are wonderful helps to that
end, yet conscience will not allow us to blink all we
know of a very different sort respecting battlefields and
days after the battle. We say, therefore, may war turn
out to be as mortal, and speedily so, as railroads and
^wing good sense can make it ; though in the mean-
time, and the more for that hope, we may be allowed
to indulge ourselves as we^didwhen children, in admiring
the pretty figures which it cuts in this place—the harm-
lessness of its glitter and the transports of its beholders.
Will anybody who has beheld it when a boy ever forget
how his heart leaped within him when, having heard the
music before he saw the musicians, he issued hastily
from Whitehall on to the parade, and beheld the serene
and stately regiment assembled before the colonel, the
band playing some noble march,and the officersstepping
forwards to the measure with their saluting swords ?

Will he ever forget the mystical dignity of the band-
major, who made signs with his staff ; the barbaric,
and as it were, Othello-like height and lustre of the
turbaned black who tossed the cymbals ; the dapper
juvenility of the drummers and fifers ; and the astound-
ing prematureness of the little boy who played on the
triangle ? Is it in the nature of human self-respect to
forget how this little boy, dressed in a ' right earnest

*

suit of regimentals, and with his hair as veritably
powdered and plastered as the best, fetched those
amazing strides by the side of Othello, which absolutely

wsuj'itrxv
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'kept up 'with hi8 lofty shanks, and made the schoolboy
think the higher of his own nature for the possibility ?
Furthermore, will he ever forget how some regiment

of horse used to come over the Park to ^\^litehaU, in the
midst of this parade, and pass the foot-soldiers with a

w^? ° clustering magnificence and dancing trumpets ?
Will he ever forget how the foot then divided itself into
companies, and turning about and deploying before the
colonel, marched oflE in the opposite direction, carrvinffaway the schoolboy himself and the crowd of specta-
tore with It; and 8o,now with the brisk drums and fifesand now with the deeper glories of the band, marched
gaUantly off for the courtyard of the palace, where it
again set up its musicbook, and enchanted the crowd
with H-ydn or Mozart ? What a strange mixture, too,was thf crowd itself-boys and grown men, gentlemen
vagabonds, maid-servants—there they aU went listen-
ing, idlmg, gazing on the ensign or the band-major,
keepmg pace with the march, and all of them more or
Jess, particularly the maid-servants, doting on the
sogers. We, for one, confess to having drunk deep

of the attraction, or the infection, or the balmy recon-
cUement (whichever the reader pleases to caU it). Many
a holiday morning have we hastened from our cloistere

!?i. u. ^'*^ *° «° ^^^ ^^^ '*^e music in the Park,'
dehghted to make one m the motley crowd, and attend-
ing upon the last flourish of the hautboys and clarionets,
iherewe first became acquainted with feelings which wo
afterwards put into verse (if the recollection be not
thought an impertinence) ; and there, without knowing
what It was called, or who it was that wrote it, we carried
back with us to school the theme of a glorious compo-
sition, which afterwards became a favourite with opera-
goers under the title of Non piu andrai, the deligrtful
march m Ftgaro. We suppose it is now, and has
ever since, been played there, to the martiaUzation of
hundreds of little boys, and the puzzlement of philo-
sophy. Everything in respect to military parade takes

P-tt^'w®,^''®''®' "* *^^ ^"^^ i"8^ as it used to do, or
with httle variation. The objects aho which you

i;fi
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behold, if you look at the parade and its edifices, are
the same. The Admiralty, the Treasury, the back of
the Minister's house in Downing Street, and the back-
front of the solid and not inappropriate building called
the Horse Guards, look as they did fifty years ago

;

and there also continue to stand the slender Egyptian
piece of cannon and the dumpy Spanish mortar,
trophies of the late war with France. The inscriptions,
however, on those triumphant memorials contain no
account of the sums we are still paying for havinc
waged it,

' The soldiers ' and the ' milk from the cow ' do not
at all clash in the minds of boyhood. The juvenile
imagination ignores what it pleases, especially as its
knowledge is not very great. It no more connects the
idea of village massacre with guns and trumpets than
it supposes the fine scarlet coat capable of being ragged
and dirty. Virgil may say something about ruined
helds, and people compelled to fly for their lives ; but
this is only part of a ' lesson,' and the calamities but
so many nouns and verbs. The maid-servants, and
indeed the fair sex in general, till they become wivea
and mothers, enjoy the like happy exemption from ugly
associations of ideas ; and the syllabub is taken under
the trees, with a delighted eye to the milk on one side
and the military show on the other.
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IN PRISON

[Autobiography]

The doctor then proposed that I should be removed
into the prison infirmary; and this proposal was
granted. Infirmary had, I confess, an awkward sound,
even to my ears. I fancied a room shared with other
sick persons, not the best fitted for companions ; but
the good-natured doctor (his name was Dixon) unde-
ceived me. The infirmary was divided into four wards,
with as many small rooms attached to them. The two
upper wards were occupied, but the two on the floor
had never been used : and one of these, not very provi-
dently (for I had not yet learned to think of money), I
turned into a noble room. I papered the walls with a
trellis of roses ; I had the ceiling coloured with clouds
and sky; the barred windows I screened with Venetian
blinds

; and when my bookcases were set up with their
busts, and flowers and a pianoforte made their appear-
ance, perhaps there was not a handsomer room on that
side the water. I took a pleasure, when a stranger
knocked at the door, to see him come in and stare about
him. The surprise on issuing from the Borough, and
passing through the avenues of a gaol, was dramatic.
Charles Lamb declared there was no other such room,
except in a fairy tale.

But I possessed another surprise ; which was
garden. There was a little yard outside the room,
railed of? from another belonging to the neighbouring
ward. This yard I shut in with gret-n palings, adorned
It with a trellis, bordered it with a thick bed of earth
from a nursery, and even contrived to have a gra88-i)Iot.
The earth I filled with flowers and young trees. There
was an apple-tree, fiom which we managed to get a
pudding the second year. Ah to my flowers, they were
allowed to be perfect. Thomas Moore,who came' to see
me with Ixird Byron, told me he had seen no such
heart's-e,nRe. T ?-ought the Pamaso Itaiiano while in

a
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I

prison, and used often to think of a passage in it, while
looking at this miniature piece of horticulture :

—

Mio picciol orto,
A me sei vigna, e oampo, e selva, e prato.—Baldi.

My little garden,
To me thou'rt vineyard, field, and meadow, and

wood.

Here I wrote and read in fine weather, sometimes under
an awning. In autumn, my trellises were hung with
Bcarlet-runners, which added to the fiowery investment.
I used to shut my eyes in my arm-chair, and affect to
think myself hundreds of miles off.

But my triumph was in issuinff forth of a morning.
A wicket out of the garden led into the large one
belonging to the prison. The latter was only for vege-
tables ; but it contained a cherry-tree, which I saw
twice in blossom. I parcelled out the ground in my
imagination into favourite districts, I made a point of
dressing myself as if for a long walk ; and then, putting
on my gloves, and taking my book under my arm,
stepped forth, requesting my wife not to wait dinner if
I was too late. My eldest little boy, to whom Lamb
adiifosfiXi some charming verses on the occasion, was
my constant companion, and we used to play all sorts
of juvenile games together. It was, probably, in dream-
ing of one of these games (but the words had a more
touching effect on my ear) that he exclaimed one
night in his sleep, * No : I'm not lost ; I'm found.'
Neither he nor I were very strong at that time ; but I
have lived to see him a man of eight and forty ; and
wherever he is found, a generous hand and a great
understanding will be found together.
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TREES

[The Toum]

As a link of a very pleasing description between old
times and new not unconnected with what we have
been speaking of, we shall conclude our introduction
by observing, that there is scarcely a street in the city
of London, perhaps not one, nor many out of the pale
of it, from some part of which the passenger may not
discern a tree. Most persons to whom this has been
mentioned have doubled the accuracy of our informa-
tion, nor do we profess hitherto to have ascertained it

;

though since we heard the assertion, we have made a
point of endeavouring to do so whenever we could, and
have not been disappointed. The mention of the cir-
cumstance generally creates a laughing astonishment,
and a cry of ' impossible !

' Two persons who suc-
cessively heard of it the other day, not only thought it
incredible as a general fact, but doubted whether half
a dozen streets could be found with a twig in them

;

and they triumphantly instanced 'Cheapside' as a
^ace in which it was ' out of the question.' Yet in
Cheapside is an actual, visible, and even ostentatiously
visible tree, to all who have eyes to look about them.
It stands at the corner ofWood Street, and occupies the
space of a house. There was a solitary one the other
day in St. Paul's Churchyard which has now got a
multitude of young companions. A httie child was
shown us a few years back, who was said never to have
beheld a tree but that single one in St. Paul's Church-
yard. Whenever a tree was mentioned, she thought it
wat, that and no other. She had no conception even of
the remote tree in Cheapside ! This appears incredible;
but there would seem to be no bounds, either to imagi-
nation or to the want of it. We were told the other day,
on good authority, of a man who had resided six-and-
thirty years in the square of St. Peter's at Rome, and
then for the first time went inside the Cathedral.

l^MT.
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There is a little garden in Watling Street/ It liea

fri"-
*^^,*^>^ Of our work wiU be found notices of other
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city (and the London citizens, to their credit, are fond
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CHURCHYARDS
[Old Court Suburb]

Rbturkino out of Kensington Square by the way wo
entered it, we come, in the moat open part of the High
Street, to the parish church and churchyard; the
former, a small and homely building for so distinguished
a suburb

; the latter suggesting a doubt whether a
bunal ground ought to abut so closely on a public way.
In some moods of the mind, the juxtaposition is very

painful. It looks as if death itself were no escape from
the turmoils of life. We feel as if the noise of carts and
cries were never to be out of one's hearing ; as if the
tears, however hidden, of those who stood mournfully
lookmg at our graves were to be mocked by the passing
crowd of indifferent spectators ; as if the dead might be
sensible of the very market going on, with all its night-
lights and bustle (as it does here on Saturdays), and of
the noise of drunken husbands and wives, persisting in
bringing a sense of misery into one's last home.
On the other hand, the sociable man may sometimes

be disposed to regard with complacency this kind of
posthumous intercourse with the living. He may feel
as if the dead were hardly the departed—as if they were
still abiding among their friends and feUow Teatures
not displeased even to hear the noise and the bustle

;

or, at least, as if in ceasing to hear our voices they were
still, so to speak, reposing in our arms. Morning, some-
how, in this view of the case, would seem to be still
theirs, though they choose to lie in bed ; cheerful noon
18 with them, without their having any of the trouble
of it. The names made be read on their tombstones as
familiarly as they used to be on their doors ; children
play about their graves, unthinkingly indeed, but joy-
ously, and with as little thought of irreverence as butter-
flies

; and the good fellow going home at night from his
party breathes a jovial, instead of a mournful, blessing
on their memories. Perhaps he knew them. Perhaps

i i:
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he hw been joining in one of their old favourite sleesby CaUcott or Spofforth, the former of whom was a
Kensmgton man, and the latter of whom Ues buried
bere, and w recorded at the church door. And as-
Buredly the dead Spofforth would find no fault with his
living remembrancer.

In quiet country places there is, in fact, a sort of
compromMe in this instance between the two feeUngs ofpnvaov and pubUcity, which we have often thought
very pleasing. The dead in a small, sequestered villiwe.
seem hardly removed from their own houses. The lasthome seems almost a portion of the first. The clergy,man s house often has the churchyard as close to it as
the garden

; and when he goes into his grave he seems
but removed into another room ; gone to bed, and to
his sleep. He has not ' left.' Ho lies there with his
fanuly, stiU ready to waken with them aU on the
heavenly morning.

^' .X ^T^S^^f' " * ^«eUng upon the matter whichwe find it difficult to realize in a bustling town. We are
there convmced, upon the whole, that, whether near to
houses or away from them, the sense of quiet is requisite
to the proper idea of the churchyard. The dead being
actuaUy severed from us, no longer having voices, aff
sights and sounds, but of the gentlest and quietest
kind, seem to be impertinences towards them ; not to
belong tothem. Quiet, being the thing farthest removed
from cities, and whut we imagine to pervade all space,
and the gulfs between the stars, is requisite to make ua
feel that we are standing on the threshold of heaven.
Upon the whole, therefore, we cannot approve of

churchyards in the living thorough/ares, and thus
must newls object to the one in the place before us

;

though there are portions of it to the north and west of
the church more sequestered (for a smaU remove in
these cases makes a great different e); and in those
portions the most noticeable of the graves are situate.
They are not many ; nor have we much to say of per-
Bons lying in the church itself, or in the church vaults.
What notices we have to give, whether in church or
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oharchyard, we Bh*U put in chronological order, as not
only being most convenient, but having a certain mortal
propnety.

COACHES

{Indieator, Aug, 23 and 30, 1820]

AccoRoiNO to the opinion commonly entertained
respecting an author's want of ready money, it may be
allowed us to say that we retain from childhood a con-
siderable notion of ' a ride in a coach.' Nor do we
t"**i*

to confess that by coach we especially mean
a hired one

; from the equivocal rank of the poet-chaise,
down to that despised old castaway, the hackney.

It is true that the carriage, as it is indifferently

y led (as if nothing less genteel could carry any one)
18 a more decided thing than the chaise ; it may be
swifter even than the mail, leaves the stage at a still
greater distance in every respect, and (forgetting what
It may come to itself) darts by the poor old lumbering
hackney with immeasurable contempt. It rolls with
a prouder ease than any other vehicle. It is full of
cushions and comfort ; elegantly coloured inside and
out

;
rich, yet neat ; light and rapid, yet substantial.

Ihe horses seem proud to draw it. The fat and fair-
wigged coachman lends his sounding lash,' his arm only
in action and that little, his body well set with its own
weight. The footman, in the pride of his nonchalance,
holdmg by the straps behind, and glancing down side-
ways betwixt his cocked hat and neckcloth, stands
swmging from east to west upon his springy toes. The
horses rush along amidst their glancing harness. Spotted
dogs leap about them, barking with a princely super-
fluity jf noise. The hammercloth trembles through all
Its fringe. The paint flashes in the sun. We, contemp-
tuous of everything less convenient, bow backwards and
forwards with a certain indifferent air of gentility, in-
finitely predominant. Suddenly, with a happy mixturo
of turbulence and truth, the carriage dashes up by the
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curb-stone to the very point desired, and stops with a

lordly wilfulness of decision. The coachman looks as

if nothing had happened. The footman is down in an

instant ; the knocker reverberates into the farthest

comer of the house ; doors, both carriage and house,

are open ;—we descend, casting a matter-of-course eye

at the bystanders ; and the moment we touch the pave-

ment the vehicle, as if conscious of what it has carried,

and relieved from the weight of our importance, recovers

from its sidelong inclination with a jerk, tossing and

panting, as it were, for very breath, like the proud Lsads

of the horses.

All this, it must be owned, is very pretty ; but it is

also goujby and superfluous. It is too convenient,

—

too exacting,—too exclusive. We must get too much
for it, and lose too much by it. Its plenty, as Ovid says,

makes us poor. We neither have it in the republic of

letters, nor would desire it in any less Jacobinical state.

Horses, as many as you please, provided men have

enough to eat:—^hired coaches, a reasonable number :

—

but health and good-hum6ur at all events.

Gigs and curricles are things less objectionable,

because thev cannot be so relied upon as substitutes for

exercise. Our taste in them, we must confess, is not

genuine. How shall we own it ? We like to be driven,

instead of drive ;—to read or look about us, instead of

keeping watch on a horse's head. We have no relish

even for vehicles of this description, that are not safe.

Danger is a good thing for giving a fillip to a man's

ideas ; but even danger, to u<i, must come recommended
by something useful. We have no ambition to have

Tandem written on our tombstone.

The prettiest of these vehicles is undoubtedly the

curricle, which is also the safest. There is something

worth looking at in the pair of horses, with that epark-

ling pole of steel laid across them. It is like a bar of

music, comprising their harmonious course. But to

us even gigs are but a sort of unsuccessful run at gen-

tility. The driver, to all intents and purposes, had

better be on the horse. Horseback is the noblest way
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of being carried in the world It is cheaper than any
other constant mode of riding ; it is common to all
ranks ; and it is manly, graceful, and healthy. The
handsomest mixture of danger with dignity, in the shape
of a carriage, was the tall phaeton with its yellow wings.
We remember looking up to it with respect in our child-
hood, partly for its own loftiness, partly for its name,
and partly perhaps for the figure it makes in the prints
to novels of that period. The most gallant figure which
mere modem driving ever cut, was in the person of a
late Duke of Hamilton ; of whom we have read or heard
somewhere, that he used to dash round the streets of
Rome, wii-h his horses panting, and his hounds barking
about his phaeton, to the equal fright and admiration
of the Masters of the World, who were accustomed to
witness nothing higher than a lumbering old coach or
a cardinal on a mule.
A post-chaise involves the idea of travelling, which

in the company of those we love is home in motion.
The smooth running along the road, the fresh air, the
variety of scene, the leafy roads, the bursting prospects,
the clatter through a town, the gaping gaze of e village,
the hearty appetite, the leisure (your chaise waiting only
upon your own movements), even the little contradic-
tions to home comfort and the expedients upo:. which
they set us, all put the animal spirits at work, and throw
a novelty over the road of life. If anything could grind
us young again, it would be the wheels of a post-chaise.
The only monotonous sight is the perpetual up-and-
down movement of the postilion, who, we wish ex-
ceedingly, could take a chair. His occasional retreat
to the bar which occupies the place of a box, and his
affecting to sit upon it, only reminds us of its ex-
quisite want of accommodation. But some have given
the bar, lately, a surreptitious squeeze in the middle

;

and flattened it a little into something obUquely re-
sembling an inconvenient seat.

If we are to believe the merryColumbus of Down-Hall,
calashes, now almost obsolete for any purpose, used to
be hired for travelling occasions a huncked years back ;

; !,
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but he preferred a chariot; and neither was good.
But see how pleasantly good-humour rides over its

inconveniences.

Then answered 'Squire Morley, ' Pray get a calas^.

That in summer may burn, and in winter may splash

;

I love dirt and dust ; and 'tis always my pleasure
To take with me much of the soil that I measure.'

But Matthew thought better; for Matthew thought
right.

And hired a chariot so trim and so tight.

That extremes both of winter and summer might pass

;

For one window was canvas, the other was giaas.

* Draw u^,' quoth friend Matthew ;
* Pull down,' quoth

frieftd John,
' We shall be both hotter and colder anon.'
Thus, talking and scolding, they forward did speed

;

And Balpho paced by under Newman the Swede.

Into an old inn did this equipage roll.

At a town they called Hooson, the sign of the Bull

;

Near a nymph with an urn that divides the highway.
And into a puddle throws mother of tea.

* Come here, my sweet l^indlady, pray how d'ye do ?

Where is Cicelv so cleanly, and f^dence, and Sue ?

And where is the widow that dwelt here below ?

And the hostler that sung about eight years ago ?

And where is your sister, so mild and so dear.

Whose voice to her maids like a trumpet was clear ?
'

* Bymy troth,' she replies, * you grow younger, I think

:

And pray, sir, what wine does the gentleman drink ?

Why now let me die, sir, or live upon trust.

If I know to which question to answer you first

:

Why things, since I saw you, most strangely have
varied.

The hostler is hanged, and the widow is married.

And Prue left a child for the parish to nurse.

And Gcely went off with a gentleman's purse

;

ii.= ^r|
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And as to my sister, so mild and so dear,
She has lain in the churchyard full many a year.'

•Well; peace to her ashes ! What signifies grief ?
She roasted red veal, and she powdered lean beef

:

* ull nicely she knew to cook up a fine dish ;Nor tough weie her pullets, and tender her fish.'

Peiob.

^is quotation reminds us of a little poem by the same
author, entitled 'The Secretary,' which, as it is short,
and runs upon chaise-wheels, and seems to have sUpped
the notice It deserves, we wiU do ourselves the pleasure
of extractmg also. It was written when he was Secre-

A^ J
Embassy at the Hague, where he seems to have

edified the Dutch with his insisting upon enjoying
^mself. The astonishment with which the good
ilollander ajid his wife look up to him as he rides, and

ka t
^*^'°^ ^^*^®^* ** *^® ^^^' a^e extremely

WWle with labour assiduous due pleasure I mix,
And in one day atone 'or the busmess of six.
In a httle Dutch chai j o i a Saturday night.On my left hand my Horace, a nymph on my right

:

jNo memoirs to compose, and no post-boy to move,
Ihat on Sunday may hinder the softness of love ;For her, neither visits, nor parties at tea.
Nor the long-winded cant of a dull refugee

:

This night and the next shall bt hers, shall be mine.To good or ill-fortune the third we resign

:

Thus scorning the world and superior to fate,
J drive on my car in processional state.
So V Phia through Athens Pisistratus rode

;

Men inought her Minerva, and him a new god
But why should I stories of Athens rehearse.
Where people knew love, and were partial to vers*' •

Sin^ none can with justice my pleasures oppose,
in HoUand half drowned in interest and prose ?
^Greece and past ages what need I be tried.
When the Hague and the present are both on my side ?

h
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And is it uough for the joys of the day,

To think what Anacreon or Sappho would say ?

When good Vandergoes, and his provident vr^nv.

As they gaze on my triumph, do freely allow.

That, search all the province, you'll find no man rfdr is

So blest as the Englishen Heer Secretar' is.

If Prior had been living now, he would have found tho

want of travelling accommodation flourishing most in

a coimtry, for whose graver wants we have to answer,

without having her wit to help us. There is a story

told of an Irish post-chaise, the occupier of which,

without quitting it, had to take to his heels. It was

going down hill, as fast as wind and the impossibility

of stopping could make it, when the foot passengers

observed a couple of legs underneath, emulating, with

all their might, the rapidity of the wheels. The bottom

had come out ; and the gentleman was obliged to run

for his life.

We must relate another anecdote of an Irish post-

chaise, merely to show the natural tendencies of the

people to be lawless in self-defence. A friend of ours

who was travelling amopg them, used to have this

proposition put to him by the postilion, whenever he

a3proached a turnpike. 'Plase your honour, will I

drive at the pike ? ' The pike hung loosely across tho

road. Luckily, the rider happened to be of as lawless

a turn for justice as the driver, so the answer was always

a cordial one—' Oh, yes—drive at the pike.' The pike

made way accordingly ; and in a minute or two, the

gate people were heard and seen, screaming in vam
after the Uegal charioteers.

Fertur equis auriga, neque audit currus.

ViEGIL.

The driver's borne beyond their swearirg.

And the post-chaise is hard of hearing.

As to following them, nobody inlreland thinks of moving

too much, legal or illegal.

The pleasure to be had in a Mail-coach is not so much
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at one's command as that in a post-chaise. There is

generally too little room in it, and too much hurry
out of it. The company must not lounge over their
breakfast, even if they are all agreed. It is an
understood thing, that they are bound to be uncom-
fortably punctual. They must get in at seven o'clock,
though they are all going upon business they do not
like or care about, or will have to wait till nine before
they can do anything. Some persons know how to
manage this haste, and breakfast and dine in the crack-
ing of a whip. They stick with t'jieir fork, they joint,
they sliver, they bolt. Legs and teings vanish before
them, like a dragon's before a knight-errant. But if one
is not a clergyman or a regular jolly fellow, one has no
chance this way. To be diffident or polite, is fatal.
It is a merit eagerly acknowledged, and as quiokly set
aside. At last you begin upon a leg, and are called off.
A very troublesome degree of science is necessary for
being well settled in the coach. We remember travel-
ling in our youth, upon the north road, with an orthodox
elderly gentleman of very venerable peruke, who talked
much with a grave-looking young man about univer-
sities, and won our inexperienced heart with a notion
that he was deep in Horace and Virgil. He was much
deeper in his wig. Towardd evening, as he seemed
restless, we asked with much diffidence whether a change
even for the worse might not relieve him ; for we were
riding backwards, and thought that all elderly people
disliked that way. He insinuated the very objection ;

80 we recoiled from asking him again. In a minute or
two, however, he insisted that we were uneasy ourselves,
tind that he must relieve us for our own sake. We pro-
tested as filially as possible against this ; but at last,
out of mere shame of disputing the point with so benevo-
lent an elde., we changed seats with him. After an
interval of bland meditation, we found the evening sun
full in our face. His new comfort set him dozing ; and
every now and then he jerked his wig in our eyes, till we
had the pleasure to see him take out a nightcap and
look extremely ghaetly.—The same person, and his

I.. HCST
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serious young companion, tricked us out of a good bed

we happened to get at the inn.

The greatest peculiarity attending a Mail-coach arises

from its travelling at night. The gradual decline of talk,

the incipient snore, the rustling and alteration of legs

and nightcaps, the cessation of other noises on the road,

the sound of the wind or rain, of the moist circuit of

the wheels, and of the time-beating tread of the horses,

—all dispose ihe traveller, who cannot sleep, to a double

sense of the little that is left him to observe. The coach

stops, the door opens ; a rush of cold air announces

at oncc' the demanfls and merits of 1 he guard, who is

taking his leave, and is anxious to remember us. The

door is clapped to again ; the sound of everything out-

side be(iomes dim ; and voices are heard knocking up

the people of the inn, and answred by issuing yawns

and excuses. Wooden shoes clo^ heavily about. The

horses' mouths are heard swilling up the water out of

tubs. All is still again ; and some one in the coach

takes a long breath. The driver mounts, and we re-

sume our way. It happens that we can sleep anywhere

except in a mail-coach ; so that we hate to see a prudent

warm old fellow, who has been eating our fowls and

intercepting our toast, put on his night-cap in order to

settle himself till morning. We rejoice in the digs that

his neighbour's elbow gives him, and hail the long-

legged traveller that sits opposite. A passenger of our

wakeful description must try to content himself with

listening to the sounds above-mentioned ; or thinking

of his friends ; or turning verses, as Sir Richard Black-

more did, ' to the rumbling of his coach's wheels '

;

or chatting with the servant-girl who is going to place

(may nobody get her dismissed nine months hence !)

;

or protecting her against the Methodist in the comer ;

or if alone with her, and she has a kind face, protecting

her against a much more difficult person,—himself.

Really, we must say, that enough credit is not givei to

us lawless persons who say all we think, and would have

the world enjoy all it could. There is the author of the

Mail-coach Adventure, for ins .nee. With all his
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range of acquaintance, and his noccksity for preserving

them. His face is red, and his voice rough, by the sar •

process of drink and catarrh. He has a kilver watcu

with a steel chain, and plenty of loose silver in his

pocket mi ' td with halfpence. He serves the flouses he

goes by for a clock. He takes a glass at every ale-house;

for thirst, when it is dry, and for warmth when it is r\et.

He likes to show the judicious reach of his whip, by

twigging a dog or goose on the road, or children that

get in the way. His tenderness to descendinr^ old ladies

is particular. He touches his hat to Mrs. Smith. He
gives * the you .g woman ' a ride ; and lends her his

box-coat in the rain. His liberf ".ity in imparting his

knowledge to any one that has the good for>,une to ride

on the box vith him is a happy mixture of deference,

conscious possession, and familiarity. His information

chiefly lies in the occupancy of houses on the road,

prize-fighters, Bow-street runners, and accidents. He
concludes that y )U know Dick Sims, or Old Joey ; and

proceeds to relate some of the stories that relish his

pot and tobacco in the evening. If any of the four-in-

hand gentry go by, he shakes his head, and thinks they

might find something better to do. His contempt for

them is founded on i odesty. He tells you that his

off-hand horse is as pretty a goer as ever was, bu*^ '^hat

Kit+y— ' Yeah now there, Kitty—can't you be su.i ?

—Kitty's a devil, sir,—for all you wouldn't think it,'

He knows the bo3's on the road admire him, and gives

the horses an indifferent lash with his whip as they go

by. If you wish to know what rain and dust can do,

you should look at his old hat. There is an inde-

scribably placid and paternal look in the position of his

corduroy knees and old top-boots on the foot-board,

with vheir pointed toes and never-cleuned soles. His

beau ileal of appearance is a frock-coat with mother-

o'-pearl buttons, a striped yellow waistcoat, and a flower

in his mouth.

But all our praises why for Charles and Robert ?

Rise, honest Mews, and smg the classic Bobart.
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la the quadrijugal virtuu of that learned pewon still
extant ? That Olympic and Baccalaureal';d charioteer ?
—That best -educated and most erudite of coachmen, of
whom Dominie .Samiwon i' nione worthy to wpeak ?—
That singular punning anu driving commentary on the
Sunt quo,i curricula collegi^.se,-in short, the worthy and
agreeable Mr. Bobart, Bachelor of .^rta, who drove the
Oxford Htage some years ago, capped verces and the
front of his hat with equal dexterity, and read Horace
over hia brandv and water of an evening ? We once had
the pleasuie of Jjeing beaten by him in that capital art,
he havmg brought up against us an unusual number of
those crosfe-armed letters, as puzzling to verse-cappers
as iron-cats unto cavalry, ycleped X's ; which said
warfare he was pleased to call to mind in after-times
unto divisrs of our comrades. Tlje modest and natural
greatness with which he used to say 'Yait' to his horses,
and then turn round with his rosy gills, and an eye like
a fish, and give out the required verse, can never pass
away from us, as long as verses or horses run.
On the Hackney-coach we cannot make as short work,

as many persons like to make of it in reality. Perhaps
indeed it L partly a sense .^f the contempt it undergoes,
which induces us to endeavour to make the best of it.
But it har, its merits, as we shall show presently. In
the account of its demerits, we have been anticipated
by a new, and we are sorry to say a very good poetess.
of tne name of Lucy V L , who has favoured
us with a sight of a manuscript poem, in which they
are related with great nicety and sensitiveness.
Reader. What, sir, sorry to say that a lady is

a good poetess ?

Indicator, Only inasmuch, madam, as the lady
gives suchauthority to the anti-social viewofthissubject,
and will not agree with us as to the beatitude of the
Hackney-coach—But h, id :—upon turning to the manu-
script again, we find that the objections are put into
the mouth cf a Dandy Court jr. This makes a great
difference. The Hackney resumes all which it had lostm the good graces of the fair authoiess. The only

t
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wonder is, how the Courtier could talk so well. Heio
is the passage :

—

Eban, untemptcd by the pastry-cooks

(Of pastry he got store within the Palace),

With hasty stefM, wrapp*d cloak, and solemn looks,

Incognito upon his errand sallios.

His smelling-bottle ready for the allies ;

He pass'd the hurdy-gurdies with disdain,

Vowing he'd have them sent on board the gallics :

Just as he made his vow, it 'gan to rain,

Therefore he called a coach, and bade it drive amain.

* ril p^il the string,' said he, and further said,
* Polluted Jarvey ! Ah ! thou filthy hack !

Whose springs of life are all dried up and dead.

Whose linsey-woolsey lining hangs all slack.

Whose rug is straw, whose wholeness is a crack ;

And evermore thy steps go clatter-clitter ;

Whose glass onco up can never be got back.

Who prov'st, with jolting arguments and bitter.

That 'tis of vile no-use to travel in a litter.

* Thou inconvenience ! thou hungry crop
For all com ! thou snail-creeper to and fro,

Whr while thou gocst ever seem'st to stop.

And fiddle-faddle standest wh . you go ;

r the morning, freightcJ witli a weight of woe,
Unto some Lazar-housc thou ioumeyest.
And in the evening tak'st a double row
Of dowdies, for some dance or party drest.

Besides the goods meanwhile thou movest east and west.

' By thy ungallant bearing and sad mien.
An inch appears the utmost thou couldst budge ;

Yet at the slightest nod, or hint, or sign.

Round to the curb-stone patient dost thou trudge,

Sch >ord in a beckon, learned in a nudge ;

A dull-eyed Argus watching for a fare ;

Quiet and plodding thou dnst bear no grudge
To whisking Tilburies, or Phaetons rare.

Curricles, or Mail-coaches, swift beyond compare.'
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Phaonophiiing thu", ho puU'd tho check,
And bade the coachman w' (ol to «uch a hlreot,
Who turninR mujh hw body, more his neck,
Loutcd full low, and hoarsely did him '-'•eet.

Tho tact hero is so nice, of all tho infirmities which are
but too likely to bosct our poor old friend, that we should
only spoil It to say more. To pass t? n to the merits.
One of the greatest helps to a seiitio of merit in other

thmga is a consciousness of one's own wants. Do you
despise a hackney-coach ? Get tired ; get old ; get
young again. Lay dow^ your own carriage, or make
It lcB« uneasily too casj Have to stand up half an
hour, out of a storm, under a gateway. Be ill, and
wiHh to visit a friend who is worse. Fall in love, and
want to sit next your mistress. Or if all this will not
do, fall in a cellar,

Ben Jonson, in a fit of indignation at the niggard-
liness of James the First, exclaimed, ' Ho despises me,
1 suppose, because I live in an alley :—tell him, his soui
Uvea in an alloy.' We think no see a hacknev-coach
moved out of its ordinary patience, and hear it say,
lou there, whv. sit looking so scornfully at me ou' f

your carriage, you are yourself the thing you take .-- >

for. Your understanding is a hackney-coach. Il .^
lumbering, rickety, and at a stand. When it moves.
It 18 drawn by things like itself. It is at once the most
stationary and the most servile of common-places. And
when a good thing is put into it, it does not know it.'

But it is difficult to imagine a hackney-coach under so
irritable an aspect. It is Hogarth, we think, who has
drawn a set of hats or wigs with countenances of their
own. We have noticed tho same thing in the facgs of
houses

; and it sometimes gets in one's way in a land-
6cape-paint5ng,with the outlines of the massy trees. A
friend tells us, that the hackney-coach has its counten-
ance, with gesticulation besides: and now he hati
pointed it out we can ea-sily fancy it. Some of them
looked chucked under the chin, some noddng, some
coming at you sideways. We shall never fiad it easy.

I,.
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however, to fancy the irritable aspect above-mentioned.

A hackney-coach always appeared to us the most

quiescent of movables. Its horses and it, slumbering

on a stand, are an emblem of aU the patience m creation,

animate and inanimate. The submission with which

the coach takes every variety of the weather, dust, rain,

and wind, never moving but when some eddying blast

makes its old body seem to shiver, is only fiurpassed by

the vital patience of the horses. Can anything better

illustrate the poet's line about

Years that bring the philosophic mind,

than th^ still-hung head, the dim indifferent eye, the

dragged and blunt-cornered mouth, and the gaunt im-

becility of body dropping its weight on three tired legs

in order to give repose to the lame one ? When it has

bUnkers on, they seem to be shutting up its eyes for

death, like the windows of a house. Fatigue and the

habit of suffering have become as natural to the creature

as the bit to its mouth. Once in half an hour it moves

the position of its leg, or shakes its drooping old ears.

The whip makes it go, more from habit than from pain.

Its coat has become almost caUous to minor stmgs.

The Wind and staggering fly in autumn might come to

die against its cheek.

Of a pair of hackney-coach horses, one po much re-

sembles the other, that it seems unnecessary for them

to compare notes. They have that within which is

beyond the comparative. They no longer bend their

heads towards each other, as they go. They stand

together as if unconscious of one another s company,

but they are not. An old horse misses his companion

like an old man. The presence of an associate, who has

-one through pain and suffering with us, need not say

anything. It is talk, and memory, and eve^hing.

Something of this it may be to our old friends in harness.

What are they thinking of, wliUe they stand motionless

in the rain? Do they remember ? ?« they dream ?

Do they still, unperplexed as their old blood is by too

many foods, receive a pleasure from the elements ;
a
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dull refreshment from the air and sun ? Have they yet a
palate for the hay which thev pull so feebly ? or for the
rarer grain, which induces them to perform their only
voluntary gesture of any vivacity, and toss up the bags
that are fastened on their mouths, to get at its shallow
feast ?

If the old horse were gifted with memory (and who
shall say he is not, in one thing as well as another ?)
it might be at once the most melancholy and pleasantest
feeling he has ; for the commonest hack has very likely
been a hunter or racer ; has had his days of lustre and
enjoyment

; has darted along the course, and scoured
the pasture

; has carried his master proudly, or his
lady gently; has pranced, has galloped, has neighed
aloud, has dared, has forded, has spumed at mastery,
has graced it and made it proud, has rejoiced the eye,
has been crowded to as an actor, has been all instinct
with life and quickness, has had its very fear admired
as courage, and been sat upon by valour as its chosen
seat.

His ears up prick'd ; his braided hanging mane
Upon his compassed crest now stan& on end ;
His nostrils drink the air ; and forth again.
As from a furnace, vapours doth he send

;

His eye, which scornfully glistens like fire.

Shows his hot courage and his high desire.

Sometimes he trots as if he told the steps.
With gentle majesty, and modest pride ;

Anon he rears upright, curvets and leaps.
As who would say, lo ! thus my strength is tried

;

And thus I do to captivate the eye
Of the fair breeder that is standing by.

What recketh he his rider's angry stir.

His flattering holla, or his Stand, I say ^
What cares he now for curb, or pricking spur ?
For rich caparisons, or trappings gay ?

He sees his love, and nothing else he sees.
For nothing else with his proud sight agrees.
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Look, when a painter would surpass the life,

In limning out a well-proportioned steed,

His art with nature's workmanship at strife.

As if the dead the living should exceed ;

So did this horse excel a common one.

In shape, in courage, colour, pace, and bone.

Round-hoofd, short-jointed, fetlocks shag and long.

Broad breast, full eyes, small head, and nostril wide ;

High crest, short ears, straight legs, and passing strong.

Thin mane, thick tail, broad buttock, tender hide ;

Look what a horse should have, he did not lack.

Save a proud rider on so proud a back.

Alas ! his only riders now are the rain and a sordid

harness ! The least utterance of the wretchedest voice

makes him stop and become a fixture. His loves were

in existence at the time the old sign, fifty miles hence,

was first painted. His nostrils drink nothing but what

they cannot help,—the water out of an old tub. Not

all the hounds in the world could make his ears attain

any eminence. His mane is scratchy and lax: his

shape an anatomy : his name a mockery. The same

great poet who wrote the triumphal verses for him and

his loves, has written their living epitaph :—

The poor jades

Lob down their heads, dropping the hide and hips

;

The gum down roping from their pale dead eyes ;

And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit

Lies foul with chew'd grass, still and motionless.

K. Henry V, Act iv.

There is a song called 'The High-mettled Racer,' de-

scribing the progress of a favourite horse's life, from its

time of vigour and glory down to its furnishing food for

the dogs. It is not as good as Shakespeare ;
but it will

do, to those who are half as kind as he. We defy any-

body to read that song, or be in the habit of singing it

or hearing it sung, and treat horses as they are sonae-

times treated. So much good may an author do, who

is in earnest, and does not go a pedantic way to work.
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We will not say tbat Plutarch's good-natured observa-
tion about taking care of one's old horse did more for
that class of retired servants than all the graver lessons
of philosophy. For it is philosophy which first sets
people thinking ; and then some of them put it in a
more popular shape. But we will venture to say, that
Plutarch's observation saved many a steed of antiquity
a superfluous thump ; and in this respect, the author
of ' The High-mettled Racer ' (Mr. Dibdin, we believe,—
no mean man, after all, in his way) may stand by the
side of the illustrious biographer. Next to ancient
causes, to the inevitable progress of events, and to the
practical part of Christianity (which persons, the most
accused of irreligion, have preserved like a glorious
infant, through ages of blood and fire) the kindliness of
modern philosophy is more immediately owing to the
great national writers of Europe, in whose schools we
have all been children :—to Voltaire in France, and
Shakespeare in England. Shakespeare, in his time,
obliquely pleaded the cause of the Jew, and got him set
on a common level with humanity. The Jew has since
been not only allowed to be human, but some have
undertaken to show him as ' the best good Christian
though he knows it not.' We shall not dispute the title
with him, nor with the other worshippers of Mammon,
who force him to the same shrine. We allow, as things
go in that quarter, that the Jew is as great a Christian
as his neighbour, and his neighbour as great a Jew as
he. There is neither love nor money lost between them.
But at all events, the Jew is a man ; and with Shake-
speare's assistance, the time has arrived when we can
afford to acknowledge the horse for a fellow creature
and treat him as one. We may say for him, upon pre-
cisely the same grounds and to the same purpose, as
Shakespeare said for the Israelite, ' Hath not a horso
organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions ? hurt
with the same weapons, subject to the same diseases,
pealed by the same means, warmed and cocAed by the
same winter and summer, as a Christian is ? ' Oh, but
some are always at hand to cryout.it would beeffeminato
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to think too much of these things !—Alas ! we have no

notion of asking the gentlemen to think too much of

anything. If they will think at all it will be a great

gain. Ab to effeminacy (if we must use that ungallant

and partial word, for want of a better) it is cruelty that

is effeminate. It is selfishness that is effeminate. Any-

thing is effeminate, which would get an excitement, or

save a proper and manly trouble, at the undue expense

of another. How does the case stand then between those

who ill-treat their horses and those who spare them ?

To return to the coach. Imagine a fine coach and

pair, which are standing at the door of a house, in all

the pride of their sleek strength and beauty, converted

into what they may both really become, a hackney and

its old shamblers. Such is one of the meditations of

the phibsophic eighteen-penny rider. A hackney-coach

has often the arms of nobility on it. As we are going

to get into it, we catch a glimpse of the faded lustre

of an earl's or marquis's coronet, and think how many
light or proud hearts have ascended those now rickety

steps. In this coach perhaps an elderly lady once rode

to her wedding, a blooming and blushing girl. Her

mother and sister were on each side of her ; the bride-

groom opposite in a blossom-coloured coat. They talk

of everything in the world, of which they are not

thinking. The sister was never prouder of her. The

mother with difficulty represses her own pride and tears.

The bride, thinking he is looking at her, casts down her

eyes, pensive in her joy. The bridegroom is at once

the proudest, and the humblest, and the happiest man

in the world.—For our parts, we sit in a corner, and are

in love with the sister. We dream she is going to speak

to us in answer to some indifferent question, when a

hoarse voice comes in at the front window and says,

' Whereabouts, sir ?
'

And grief has consecrated thee, thou reverend di-

lapidation, as well as joy! Thou hast carried unwilling

as well as willing hearts ; hearts, that have thought the

slowest of thy paces too fast ; faces, that have sat back

in a comer of thee, to hide their tears from the very
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thought of being seen. In thee, the destitute have
been taken to the poor-hoiise, and the wounded and
sick to the hospital ; and many an arm has been round
many an insensible waist. Into thee, the friend or the
lover has hurried, ir a passion of tears, to lament his
loss. In thee, he has hastened to console the dying or
the wretched. In thee, the father or mother, or the
older kinswoman, more patient in her years, has taken
the little child to the grave, like a human jewel that
must be parted with.
But joy appears in thee again, like the look-in of the

sunshine. If the lover has gone in thee unwiUingJ;/, he
has also gone willingly. How many friends hast thou
not carried to merry meetings ! How many young
parties to the play ! How many children, whose faces
thou hast turned in an instant from the extremity of
lachrymose wearmess to that of staring delight ! Thou
hast contained as many different passions in thee as a
human heart : and fo*^ Ihe sake of the human heart, old
body, thou art venerable. Thou shalt be as respectable
as a reduced old gentleman, whose very slovenliness is
pathetic. Thou shalt be made gay, as he is over a
younger and richer table, and thou shalt be still more
touching for the gaiety.
We wish the hackney-coachman were as interesting a

machine as either his coach or horses : but it must be
owned, that of all the driving species, he is the least
agreeable specimen. This is partly to be attributed to
the life which has most probably put him into his
situation ; partly to his want of outside passengers to
cultivate his gentiUty ; and partly, to the disputable
nature of his fare, which always leads him to be lying
and cheating. The waterman of the stand, who beats
him if possible in sordidness of appearance, is more
respectable. He is less of a vagabond and cannot cheat
you. Nor is the hackney-coachman only disagreeable
in himself, but Uke Falstaff reversed, the cause of
disagreeableness in others ; for he sets people upon
disputing with him in pettiness and ill-temper. He
induces the mercenary to be violent, and the violent

i r

rM
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to seem mercenary. Amanwhom you took for a pleasant

lauBhing fellow, shall all of a sudden put on an irritable

look of calculation, and vow that he wiU be charged ynth

a constable rather than pay the sixpence. Even fair

woman shall waive her aU-conquering softness, and

sound a shrill trumpet in reprobation of the extortionate

charioteer, who, if she were a man. she says, she would

expose. Being a woman, then, let her not expose herself.

Oh—but it is intolerable to be so imposed upon ! if^

the lady then get a pocket-book, if she must, with the

hackney-coach fares in it ; or a pain in the legs, rather

than the temper; or above aU, let her get wiser, and

have an understanding that can dispense with the good

opinion of hackney-coachmen. Does she thmk that

her rosy lips were made to grow pale about two and six-

pence ? ofthat the cut of them will ever be hke her

cousin Fanny's, if she goes on?
The stage-coachman Ukes the boys on the road,

because he knows they admire him. 'Die hackney-

coachman knows that they cannot admire him, and that

they can get up behind his coach ; which makes him

ve^ savage. The cry of 'cut behind' from the

malicious urchins on the pavement wounds at once his

self-love and his interest. He would not mmd over-

loading his master's horses for another sixpence ;
^t

to do it for nothing is what shocks his humanity. He

hates the boy for imposing upon him, and the boys for

reminding him that he has bee- imposed upon; and

he would willingly twinge the cheeks of all mne. Ihe

cut of his whip over the coach is very mah^ant. Me

has a constant eye to the road behind him. He has also

an eye to what may be left in the coach. He will under-

take to search the straw for you, and miss the half-

crown on purpose. He speculates on what he may get

above his fare, according to your manners or company

;

and knows how much to ask, for drivmg faster or slower

than usual. He does not like wet weather so much as

people suppose ; for he says it rots both his horses and

harness, and he takes parties out of town when the

weather is fine; which produces good payments m a
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lump. Lovers, late supper-eaters, and girls goin- homefrom boarding-school, are his best ply. He' has arascally air of remonstrance, when you dispute half theovercharge

; and according to the temperL is in, begsyou to consider his bread, hopes you will not make sucha fuss about a trifle, or tells you you may take hisnumber, or sit in the coach all night.
^

Lady. There, sir

!

J'!^'^''JS?*
(looking all about him). Where, ma'am ?ijAdy. ihe coachman, sir !

jJZ^Jf^''''^'S^' P'"^^' °'^'^*™' ^°"'* ^^o'^We yourself.

fZ^^- f,?"eman alone with him. Do you continueto be delightful at a little distance.
A great number of ludicrous adventures must havetaken place m which hackney-coaches were concerned,l^e storyof the celebrated harlequin, Lunn,who secretly

pitched himself out of one into a tavern Window, andwhen the coachman was about to submit to the loss ofhis fare, astonished him by calling out again from the
inside, IS too well known for repetition. There is oneof hwift, not perhaps so common. He was going, ontdark evemng. to dine with some great man? and wasaccompanied with some other clergymen, to whom hegave their cue. They were all in their canonicals. Whenthey arnve at the house, the coachman opens the door,and lets down the steps. Do^vn steps the Dean, ven?
reverendlym his black robes : after him comes anothS
personage, equally black and dignified : then another:men a ^urth. The coachman, who recollects takingup no greater number, is about to put up the steps,when another clergyman descends. After giving wVy
to this other, he proceeds with great confidence to tossw i,"?l'^^''u°'

^pother comes. Well; there can-
not, he thinks, be well more than six. He is mistaken.

i!i°'![?I°^^'
a seventh

; then an eighth ; then a ninth,
all with decent mtervals, the coach in the meantimerockmg as if it were giving birth to so many demons.Jhe coachman can conclude no less. He cries out, ' TheBevil the Devil !

' and is preparing to run away, whenthey aU burst mto laughter at the success of their joke,

- r
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They had gone round as they descended, and got in at

the other door. j-* • „ „^«,«,««f
We remember in our boyhood an edifymg comment

on the proverb of ' aU is not gold that glwtenB. The

spectacle made such an impression upon us. that we

recollect the very spot, hich was at the corner of a

road in thewayfrom Westminst o Kennmgton, near a

Btone-mason's. It was a severe winter ;

"^f
w^ were

out on a holiday, thinking perhaps ot the gaW^nt hard-

ships to which the ancient soldiers used to accustom

themselves, when we suddenly beheld » gro^P.^^

haclmey-coachmen, not, as Spenser says of his wit h,

Busy, as seemed, about some wicked gin,

but pledging each other in what appeared to us to be

little glasses of cold water. What temperance thought

we What extraordinary and noble content !
wnat

more than Roman simplicity ! There are a set of poor

EngUshmen, of the homeliest order, m the very depth of

winter, quenching their patient and honourable thirst,

with m^cums of cold water ! O true virtue and

courage ! sight worthy of the Timoleons and Epami-

nondases ! We know not how long we remamed m this

error ; but the first time we recognized the white deyu

for what it wa8,-the first time we saw through tae

crystal purity of its appearance,—was a great blow to

us We did not then know what the drm^ers went

through ; and this reminds us that we have omitted

one great redemption of the hackney-coachman s

character.-his being at the mercy of all sorts of chances

and weathers. Other drivers have their settled hours

and pay. He only is at the mercy of every call and

ever^isualty ; he only is dragged, without notice, like

the damned in Milton, mto the extremities of wet and

cold, from his ale-house fire to the freeing ram

;

he only must go anywhere, at what hour, and to what-

ever place you choose, his old rheumatic limbs shaking

under his weight of rags, and the snow and sleet beatmg

into his puckered face, through streets which the wind

scours like a channel.
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GOING TO THE PLAY
[Companwn^ January 16, 1828]

ft IhZf ^^^ ®^^®P«on of Oberon. we have not witnesseda theatrical performance tiU the other night for theseSIX or seven vears. Fortune took us another way ; andwhen we had the opportunity, we did not dare to beginagain, lest our old friends should beguile us. ^S
n^^l^t I

?|'^"°^«*ance, partly to accour^t for thenotice we shaU take of many things which appear to

of tetSS^
^^

\ If P^^"y o«t of a communicativeness
of temper, suitable to a Companion. For the readermust never Jose sight of our claims to that title. Onordinary occasions, he must remember that we are dis-cussmg morals or mince-pie with him ; on political

Zlentttf^
'^' "'"'P"P^' ""^ ^i™' and^in the

SKnf f T'r-^'^^.''""'8 together in the pit (theancient seat of criticism), seeing who is who in the play-
bill, and hearmg the delicious discord of the tuning ofinstruments,—the precursor of harmony. If our com-panion 18 an old gentleman, we take a pinch of his snuff,

tT.uu *^^J.os8 of Bannister and Mrs. Jordan,loothdche and his nephew occupy also a portion ofour remark
;
and we cough with an air of authority.

If he 18 a young gentleman, we speak of Vestris and Miss*oote
; wonder whether Uttle Goward will show herself

1^5''°T^^'''^'^J* '
denounce the absurdity of some-

Ixjdy s boots, or his bad taste in beauty ; and are loud

Fmallv, If a lady, we bend with delight to hear theremarks she is ir.«kmg, ' far above ' criticism : and to
see the finer ones m her eyes. We criticize the ladies
in the boxes

; and the more she admires them, the more
L. HCNT T
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we find herself the lovelier. May we add, that ladies in

the pit, this cold weather, have still more attractiona

than usual ; and that it is cruel to find ouraelves sitting,

as We did the other night, behind ty,o of them ; T^hen

we ought to have been in the middle, partaking of the

genial influence of their cloaks, their comfortable sides,

and their conversation ? We were going to say, that wo
hope this is not too daring a t-emark for a Companion : - -

but far be it from us to apologize for anjrthing so proper

Don't we all go to the theatre to keep up our love o;

nature and sociality ?

It wek delightful to see ' the house ' again, and to

feel ourselves recommencing our old task. How pleasant

looked the ceiling, the boxes, the pit, everything ! Our
friends in the gallery were hardly noisy enough for a

beginning ; nor on the other hana could we fmd it in

our hearts to be angry with two companions behind us,

who were a little noisier than they ought to have been,

and who entertained one another with alternate obser-

vations on the beauty of the scags, and the loss of a pair

of gloves. All is pleasant in these recommencements

of a former part of one's life ; this new morning, as it

were, re-begun with the lustre of chandeliers and a thou-

sand youthful remembrances. Anon, the curtain rises,

and we are presented with a view of the lighthouse of

Genoa, equally delicious and unlike ;—some gunboats,

returning from slavery, salute us with meek puffs of

gunpowder, about as audible as pats on the cheek,

—

the most considerate cannon we ever met with :—then

follow a crowd and a chorus, with embraces of redeemed

captives, meeting their wives and children, at which we
are new and uncritical enough to feel the tears come

into our eyes ; and finally, in comes Mr. ' Atkins,' with

a thousand memories on his head.—husband that was

of a pretty little singer some twenty years back, now
gone, heaven knows where, like a blackbird. It seemed

wrong in Atkins to be there, and his wife not with him.

Yet we were glad to see him notwithstanding. We knew

him the instant we heard him speak.
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MANNERS AT THE 'EATRE
[The Town]

in '53^J**?^
entertainment of a theatre has, been rhina

mrZ^ a^ommodatiop ami pronriety forle Ta" traty years The scenery » better, the niUMie Ijetter—

are Better. Thoy aro better behaved. Garrick out an

a^^rht'd^nr^^ a\nfej;;iftr%rdt:actor had to make his way among them, sometimes withthe chance of being insulted ; fnd sciZtiok pT^eamong themselves. Dr. Johnson, at LichfieW is sSd

^seL'ioTof^r^I
'"^

't °"*^«*^^ whoLrken
ffi^'« timi^ ^T X.

^^ P'* **««• from aboutuarnck s time, seems to have left to the ffall^^nV, thl™lganty atttbuUKl to it l.y Pope. C« .ffreTai'^t

Th^ r«- u j~i *° mortify a wit,
Ihe many-headed monster of the pitA senseless, worthless, and unhonoured crowd.Who, to disturb their betters, mighty proud.
Clattenng their sticks before ten linesL sp^ke.
Call for the farce, the bear, or the black joke.

eawJ^^l^n'S'T ^i^^«"y ^ ^^^ description of the

to b^ nf n'n^ ^u' u""^^"^
^udienccs are not reckoned

Ind w^!l?r Tu^'Au?" ^^^ ^« they U8ed,in pointof rankand wealth; sothat this isanother evidenceof thegeneralimprovement of manners. Boswell, in an ebuliulon of^vacity, while sitting one night in the pit by his friendUr. Blair, gave an extempore imitation of a cow ! The

o?S 1^£ W and he ventured upon some attemptsof the same kind which did not succeed. Blair adviSdhim m future to 'stick to the cow.' No gentlemannowadays would think of a freak like th° : !rTSone thing, however, in which the pit h. • .ch to
T 2
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amend. Their deBti ation of gallantry w extraordinary.

eSlly for a body bo ready to aeccnt the ,clap-trai«

nf tho Btice in praise o! their' manly heartB,' and their

?'giard Sip o^f the fair.' Nothing is --e common

than to Bee women standing at the sidc^ of the pit

WchcB while no one thinks of offering them a seat.

R^m evln s not made, though it often might l«.

5S. we have heard women rebuked for commg without

securing a seat, while the reprover complimented him-

wlf on his better wisdom, and the hearers laughed. On

the other hand, a considerate gentleman one night,

who w«it out to stretch his legs, toid a lady m our

hearing that she might occupy his seat ' iill he re-

*"
A friend of ours know a lady who remmbeifd ^.

Johnson in the pit taking snuff "^^ of hi« wamt^^^^^

nofket He used to go into the green-room to his inenr-

Kk. tUl he honesUy confessed that the actresses

exc"^ too much of his admirat on. Garrick did not

mSke tobe seen byhimwhen playing ^jy buffooneiy^

It is said that the actor once complamed to his friend

{hat he talked too loud in the^Btage box, and mtexrupted

his feelings: upon which the doctor said, I-eebngs .

Punch has no feelings.' It was Johnson's opmion

fsSing of a common cant of critics) that an actor

wC3y 'took himself for Richard III deserved

To be hanged ; and it is eas^ enough to agree with him ;

except that an actor who did so would be out of his™ Too great a sensibility seems almost as hurtful

t^ acting as too little. It would soon wear out the per-

former Tliero must be a quickness of conception,

Xfent^ seize the truth of the character
-^^^^^^^^

coohiess of judgement totake all advantages; but as the

aSSTs to repfesent as well as conceive, and o be the

^h^ralr in his own pcr.on.herould not wi^th impum^y

give way to his emotions m any degree equal to what

the spectators suppose. At least, if he did he wou d fall

into fits, or run his head against the wall. As to the

amount of talent requisite to ."^^^^ ? f^^^.^f^^^^^
must not enter upon a discussion which would lead u.
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too far from our main object ; but wo shall merely
oxprcBS our opinion, that there ig a great deal more of
It among the community than they are aware.

OLD DRURY
[The Toum]

.J*l^
existence of a theatre in Drury Laneis as old

as the time of Shakespeare. It was then called theFhoenix
; was a private,* or more select hou.e, like

that of iilackfriars
; and had been a cock-pit. by whichname it was also designated. Phoenix generally implies

li?i t»PT ^**' ^^." destroyed by fire. a. common fatewi*h the theatres
; but the first occasion on which wo

hear of the present one is the destruction of it by a
i^untan mob. This took place in the year 1617, in thetime of James

; and was doubtless caused by the same
motives that led tothedemolitionofcertainotherhouses,
which It was thought to resemble in fame. In Howe's
tontinuation of Stowe it was called a ' new play-hovse '

BO that It had lately been either built or rebuilt. This
theatre stooa opposite the Caatle Tavern. There is 8« ;

<'

wT^ o^"? * passage, called Cockpit Alley, int- GreatWild Street
;
and there is a Phoenix Alley, leading fromi-ong Acre into Hart Street.

The Phoenix ivas soon rebuilt : and the performances
continued till 164S, when they were agaifstopped by
1^ ^aIT' T^^^^«" «^«^y^d England, and who putan end to the play houses for some time. In the interval^ome of the most admired of our old dramas were pro-duced there, such as Marlowe's Jew of Malta ; Hey-joods Woman kUled with Kindness; The Witch of^dvwruon, by Rowley. Decker, and Ford ; Webster's

K« /. P ' nh n'?'*'*
Gorombcma, Massinger's NewWay to Pay Old Debts, and indeed many others.' Itdoes not appear that Shakespeare or his immediate

* See Baker's Biographia Dramatica, vol. ii.



278 THE THEATRES

I i

friends had any pieces performed there. He was a
performer in other theatres ; and the pressure of court,

as well as city, lay almost exclusively in their direction,

till the growth of the western part of the metropolis
divided it. The Phoenix known in his time was probably
nearly as select a house as the Blackfriars. The company
had the title of Queen's Servants (James's queen), and
the Servants of the Lady Elizabeth (Queen of Bohemia).
A few years before the Restoration, Davenant, sup-

ported by some of the less scrupulous authorities, ven-

tured to smuggle back something like the old enter-

tainments, under the pretence of accompanying them
with miteic ; a trick understood in our times where a
licence is to be encroached upon. In 1656, he removed
with them from Aldersgate Street to this house ; and,
after the fluctuation of different companies hither and
thither, the Cockpit finally resumed its rank as a royal
theatre, under the direction of the famous Killigrew,

whose set of players were called the King's Company,
as those under Sir William Davenant had the title of

the Duke's. Killigrew, dissatisfied with the old theatre

at the Cockpit, buUt a new one nearly on the site of the
present, and opened it in 1663. This may be called the

parent of Drury Lane Theatre as it now stands. It

was burnt in 1671-2, rebuilt by Sir Christopher Wren,
and opened in 1674, with a prologue from the pen of

Dryden, from which time it stood till the year 1771.

There had been some alterations in the structure of this

theatre, which are said to have hurt the effect contem-
plated by Sir Christopher Wren, and perhaps assisted

its destruction ; for seventy years is no great age for

a public building. Yet Old Drury, as it waj} called, was
said to have died of a ' gradual declire.' It was rebuilt

and bepame Old Drury the second ; underwent the

usu';.l fate of theatres, in the year 1809 ; and was suc-

ceeded by the one now standing.

It is customary to divide the eras of theatres accord-

ing to their management ; but, as managers become of

little consequence to posterity, we shall confine our-

selves in this as in other respects to names with which
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posterity is familiar, xii Shakespeare's time, Drury
Lane appears to have been celebrated for the best pro-
ductions of the second-rate order of dramatists, a set
of men who would have been first in any other age. We
have little to say of the particulars of Drury Lane at
this period, no memorandums having come down to us
as they did afterwards. All we can imagine is, that—the
i'hoenix being much out of the way, with fields and
country roads in the interval between court and city, and
the performances taking place in the day-time—the com-
pany probably consisted of the richer orders, the poorer
being occupied in their labours. The court and the rich
citizens went on horseback ; the Duke of Buckinghamm his newly-invented sedan. In the time of the Puritans
we may fancy the visitors stealing in, as they would
mto a gambling-house.
The era of the Restoration, or second era of the Stuarts,

18 that of the popularity of Ben Jonson's and Beaumont
and Fletchers plays, compared with Shakespeare's,
though Davenant tried hard to revive him ; of the plays
ot Dryden, Lee, and Otway ; and finally of the rise
ot comedy strictly so called, in those of Wycherly,
Longreve, Farquhar, and Vanbrugh. AU these writers
had to do with Drury Lane Theatre, some of them
almost exclusively. Nineteen out of Dryden's twenty-
seven plays were produced there ; seven out of Lee's
e even

;
all the good ones of Wycherly (that is to say,

all except The Gentleman Dancing-Master) ; two of Con-
greve s, The Old Bachelor and Double Dealer, and all
D arquhar s, except The Beaux Stratagem. Otway's best
pieces came out at the Duke's Theatre; andVanbrugh's
in the Haymarket.i This may be called the second era
ot Drury Lane, or rather the second and third ; the
former, which is Dryden's and Lee's, having for its
principal performers Hart, Mohun, Lacy, Goodman,
^eil Gwynn, and others ; the latter, which was that of
Oongreve and Farquhar, presenting us ^-ith Gibber,
Wilks, Booth, Mrs. Barry, and Mrs. Bracegirdle. The

' See Baker, passim.
'hi

4
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^s

two, taken together, began with the Restoration and
ended with George II.

Sir Richard Steele and the sentimental comedy camo
in at the close of the third era, and may be said to con-

stitute the fourth ; which, in his person, did not last

long. Steele, admirable as an essayist, and occasion-

ally as humorous as any dramatist in a scene or two,

was hampered in his. plays by the new moral ambition
now coming up, which induced him to show, not so
much what people are, as his notions of what they ought
to be. This has never been held a legitimate business

of the st^ge, which, in fact, is nothing else than what
its favouVite metaphor declares it—a glass of men and
manners, in which they are to see themselves as they
actually exist. It is the essence of the wit and dia-

logue of society brought into a focus. Steele was
manager of Drury Lane Theatre, and made as bad a
one as improvidence and animal spirits could produce.

The sentimental comedy continued into the next or
fifth Drury Lane era, which was that of Garrick, famous
for his great reputation as an actor, and for his trium-

phant revival of Shakespeare's plays, which have in-

creased in popularity ever since. Not that he revived

them in the strictest sense of the word; for the attempt
was making when he came to town ; but he hastened
and exalted the success of it.

The last era before the present one was that of

Sheridan, who, though he began with Covent Garden,
produced four out of his seven pieces at this theatre ;

wl re he showed himself a far better dramatist, and a
still worse manager, than Steele.

We shall now endeavour to possess our readers with
such a sense of these different periods, as may enable
them to ' live o'er each scene,' not indeed of the plays,

but of the general epochs of Old Drury ; to go into the
green-room with Hart and Nell Gywnn ; to see Mrs.

Oldfield swim on the stage as Lady Betty Modish ; to

revive the electrical shock of Garrick's leap upon it, as

the lively Lothario ;—in short, to bo his grandfather
and great-grandfather before him, and make one of
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thf« ^,^. 1
^^S^'^t^- ,

I>'d we introduce him to all

but wo his
'"' '^°"^^- 'P"^^ ^'^^ ^««« confidenceftut -we have a succession of playgoers for his ac-

Slvrs'o'ris'^nJv*^^"
"^^^^ ^'^ ^^"»>* whether he

^Unli u
"."^ 5'^ """^ ancestor, so surely shall theyplace him beside them in the pit

^
Pen^"^ ^Tn /h'

the immortal" and most play-going

mpn-TAft-
*^®

u''!?*^^^
''^ thi« jol'iest of Govern-mentofjcers we shall consign our reader and oursll^sdurinj, the reign of Charles II ; and if we are not all

ther^irnol^itir'^"^^^-^^^
^^^ D^" Than'm^tnere is no faith in good company. By Old Drury weunderstand both the theatres ; the Cockpi or PhSnTx

of ?^n.l'^"'''. ^"* ^l ^"''g^^^^' which took theTtle

cl courft^lTf IK'V^' ^ ^°^^P^t ^' Whitehall!

bnt «?fi. '• ° "^^'""^ ^^Py« occasionally alludes •

but after trying m vain to draw a line between such ofhis memorandums as might be retained and omitted wehere give up the task as undesirable, the whoriarmon

SaintXT'.' ° *h^^t"«^l gossip, and maki™sacquainted coUateraUy even v.ith what he is not srJak-

weVave 'LosT
'°'' "'"''' "^^'^^^ ^^^^^-^^ '^

\Ve now, therefore, pass Drury House, proceed unthe lane by my Lord Craven's g^rde, a^d turn intS

locks, and adies with curls a la VaUiere. Some of themare m masks, but others have not put thdrTon Weshall see them masking as the house grows fuU It isearly in the afternoon. There press a crowd of gallants

bmtriW ''IfKT""^^ -"- Here, as faft as'heumbering coaches of that period can do it, dashes up
vifi V T iT ^^'^ ^"'^^ ^^ Buckingham, bringing

on r ^"S^h"'-^* ^nd Sedley. There comes aSterthough at that time a humbler man, to wif JohSI yden, in a coat of plam drugget, which by and by

Blioit and stout with a roundish dimpled face and a

^
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«plrklingeye; -^^ «--?!? X^'fo? tt tape's
'Warn' ^ves. a ^i^^^^*'^ ^^^'fthie Hordes and
of the stage were so «^*^*^«4

.^^^^^^^^Xhere a sedan ;

coaches throng the
P^^^f'JJ^^^e gn^tha^ king and

and, by the pulling off of hats, we ^^^n^ t^ »
^ ^^

his brother James have arrived, ineior

his people as « ^e anti.^^^^^^^^
^^^'^e'ureisTrtch.

of the play ; ^^^^/^"^^^^^^^^ as the king passes
but does not do it very well, a

^^^^ ^
in there is a squeeze and a scuffle ,

a

drawn, and
^'^-.^^f« ^^H^uTn^el S^^ king',

to esca^. .Another scuffle IS s^^^^^^^

entrance, which also maKes xne »" ^ • ^ ^^.^

at no period were they so loud Th« ^lo^ ^« n"

large, nor very ^^l ^PP9;^„3VJT^ and all parties

mask themselves in the pit and boxes ana au p

prepare for a play %«^^ ^/^^^^^^^^^ 'f" nch

front of the pit with their backs to the «tj«;-
Jj j^,

criticisms on the last nej piece onthel^^^^^^^^

libel, or new mode. Oiur ".^enxi repj^

everywhere, tells all who is who, or asKs «;»",,
reI^{;boursWnk him a most a^ee^ e f^

maS. The curtam rises
: e^^^^^^^f^^ ^lakes all

pretty woman, and speaks a P^olog^e ^^^ ^he house
L/dies hurryon the. ma^^^^^^^

with laughter. Mr. repys uu u
, merry

help ,taghi„g too ,a„d c^te
.tt«J^\^aiife„nce7£

jollity of his expectations.



RULES FOR THEATRICAL CRITIC 283

RULES FOR THEATRICAL CRITIC
[Critical Eaaaya on the Perfor.nera of the London Theatres]

In the first ;^cc.—Never take any notice whatever
of the author of a play, or of the play itself, unless it bea new one : if the author be living, it is most probableyou will have no reason to speak of him more than once,ana if he be not living you have no reason to speak ofmm at ail, for dead men cannot give dinners.
&econdly.~Indulge an acquaintance with every dra-

matic writer, and with every actor, and you wUl havea noble opportunity of showing your fine feelings andyour philanthropy, for you wiU praise every play that
10 acted, and every actor that plays ; depend upon it,
the world will attribute this praise to your undeviatinc
benevolence, which is a great virtue.
Thirdly.—U an audience shouldnotpossess thisvirtue

equally with yourselves, but should barbarously hiss anew piece merely because it could not entertain them,say in your next day's criticism, that it would have been
infamtely more entertaining if a little had been added,
or a little had been taken away, a probability which fewwiU dispute with you. No man of real feeling wiUtnmg of damnmg another merely because the latter
cannot succeed in every attempt to please him. If the
exclamation bravo ! will make a man enjoy his supperand put a few pounds into his pocktt everv winter, whowould not cry out hravo ? Suppose an ugly, whimsical
tellow were to accost you in the streets and to say, '

Sir,

•
*^*/jk you to tell me I am handsome, or I shall b^

miserable for months to come,' you would undoubtedly
say, bir, I am enchanted with your appearance, and
eatreat you to be perfectly happy.' In the same manner
t IS easy to say to Mr. Reynolds, or Mr. Dibdin, or Mr.
Lnerry, Your play was excel.cnt,' and the poor fellowV 111 be as comfortable as if it were really the case.
DourtUy.—II yon do not exactly understand how to

conceal your evil opinion of men's writi-gs or perform-

4 1

•t >
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^:

ancss, hut find yourself occasionally apt to indulge in

maliciously speaking the truth, always say the diirect

contrary of what you think. The following little glos-

sary, collected from the most approved critics, may be

of service to you in this case ;
you will of course make

use of the first column :

—

A crotoded house—a theatre on the night of a perform-

ance, when all the back seats and upper boxes

are empty.
An amusing author—an author whose very seriousness

nsiakes us laugh in spite of himself.

A successful author—an author who has been damned
only four times out of five.

A good author—the general term for an author who
gives good dinners.

A respectable actor—an insipid actor ; one who in general

is neither hissed nor applauded.

A fine actor—one who makes a great noise ; a tatter-

demalion of passions ; a clap-trapper :
^
one in-

tended by nature for a town-crier. This appel-

lation mav on all occasions be given to Mr. Pope,

who has the finest lungs of any man on the stage.

A good actor—the general term for an actor who gives

good dinners.

A charming flay—a play full of dancing, music, and
scenery ; a play in which the less the author has

to do the better.

Oreat applause—applause mixed with the hisses of the

gallery and pit.

Unbounded and universal applause—applause mixed
with hisses of the pit only. This phrase is fre-

quently to be found at the bottom of the play-

house bills in declaring the reception a new piece

has met with. The plays announced in these

bills are generally printed in red ink, an emblem,
no doubt, of the modesty with which they speak

of themselves.

There was onc3 a kind soul of an author who could

not bear to use a harsh word, even when speaking of
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villains; he used to call highwaymen tax-gatherers,
pickpockets coUectors, and ravishefs men of gallarUru
Ihis gentleman would have made an excellent theatrical
critic

;
he would have called Re.ynolds Congreve, and

Cherry Shakespeare, and everybody would have ad-
mired his mvention.

Fifthly, and /cwtfy.—When you criticize the perform-
ance of an old play, never exceed six or seven lines,
but be sure to notice by name the fashionables in the
boxes, for such notices are mdispensably requisite tosound criticism

; there is a choice coUection of sen-
tences which have been in use time immemorial with
newspaper critics, and are still used bycommon consent
just as we universaUy allow one style for a note of hand
or a visiting letter. Your observations, therefore, will
generally be such as these :—
Druey Lane.—Last night the hmutifvl comedy of The

Etvals was performed with great eclat to an over-
flomng house : Bannister was excellent—Mrs. H. John-
ston looked beatdifid. Among the company we observed
the Duchess of Gordon, the Duke of Queensbeny, Lady
tlamUton, and many other amiable and beautiful per-
sonages. Thece was a quarrel in the pit.
What can be more concise, more explanatory, moro

critical, than such a criticism ? Grammarians under-

u , ^^i®^^*^
» language in five months, musicians, thewhole theory of music in five weeks, and dancinc-

masters all sorts of steps in five hours, but by these
rules a man may be a profound critic in five minutes.
Let Aristotle and Quintilian hide their huge volumes indismay, and confess the superiority of a criticism,
which, like the magic wordSesame in theArabian Nights
opens to us a thousand treasures in a breath !

'
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STAGE COSTUME

[Crittcdl Essays on the Performers of the London Theatres}

The majority of an audience were certainly never

deluded into a belief that events represented on the

stage were reaUties. The best actorg, who are the most

likely to produce such a delusion, are always the most

applauded ; but it is evident they would gain no ap-

plause were their assumed character forgotten ;
for in

common life we do not clap any incident that pleases

us in the streets, nor cry out ' bravo ' at a pathetic

circumstance in a room. A rustic, perhaps, who knew

nothing of the machinery and trick of the stage, might

be momentarily deceived ; but the dream would soon

be removed by the frequent cessations of the entertain-

ment, and particularly the alteration of scene, so badly

managed at the theatre, where you see two men running

violently towards each other with half a castle or a

garden in their grasp. Though it is impossible, however,

and indeed generally considered it would be unpleasant,

to maintain this impression of reality, the imitation of

life and manners should be as exact as possible, for the

same cause that we are pleased with our just resem-

blance in a glass, though we are convinced that it is

a mere resemblance. But the most consummate actor

gains but half his effect, if his eloquent imitation is not

assisted by the mute imitations of dress and of sceneij.

A man, for instance, who in his countenance and his

action could display to perfection the mind of the great

Alfred, would make a singular impression if his dress

were made after the fashion of the reign ofGeorge the

Third, and his room after that of Queen Elizabeth s.

Yet the .'hronological absurdities of the present stage

are scarcely less laughable than such a compound.

Alexander, indeed, does not rave now in a cocked hat

and jack-boots ; Timoleon does not frown m a profusion

of periwig ; nor does Cleopatra wanton in an enormity

of hoop-petticoat. But though times and countries are
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not set at this open defiance, their proprieties are un-
accountably neglected.

hZ^f!!T. ^^^11 '* °*°* * ^^^« performer who knowshow to dress with perfect propriety.except Mrs.Siddons.

Mr FS„?''"'"i'^'*^J'''l\
""^ j"«* '^ this respect.

Mr. Elhston and Mr. Kemble and his brother Charles
are more attentive to their apparel than the generality
of actors

; but the second is at all times too fond of 'a
glare of ornament, and we have seen both the brothersm the parts of modem gentlemen, flaming in court
dresses on the most common occasions. As to the other
actors, their absurdities in dress are innumerable, and
are observable every night of a performance. Old men ofthe present da> are hardly ever without the laced coatsand flapped wa-stcoats of the last century. The ladieswear spangled gowns and ostrich feathers upon all occa-
sions, and the beaux appear in the streets with frogs in-steadof plambuttons,cocked hats instead of roundonesand swords when nobodywears a sword but at court. Of
all beauish dressers, however, Mr. Lewis is the most
faulty and the least excusable, because he is an actor of
great experience as well as genius ; this gentleman
seems to dehght m uncouth habiliments, and not un-
frequently astonishes the audience by appearing as abeau in a coat chequered with ribs and enlivened with
variegated colours: of what age or of what country
such coat may be we know not ; all that we can dis-

ffrf^'w ** 'M' ""T "^^ th^ '^^^^^ of «n ancient
French footman than of a modem English gentleman
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ITALIAN DANCING

[Autobiography]

Ai Turin -WM the fmeat dancer I had ever seen, a girl

of the name of De' Martini. She united the agility of

the French school with all that you would expect from

the Italian. Italian dancers are in general as mediocre

as the iVench are cehbrated ; but the French dancers

in spite of their high not'ons of the art and the severity

of their studies (perhaps that is the reason), have no

mind with their bodies. They are busts in barbers'

shops, stuck upon legs full of vivacity. You wonder

how any lower ejctremitics so lively can leave such an

absence of all expression in the upper. De' Martini was

a dancer all over. Her countenance partook of the

felicity of the limbs. When she came bounding on the

stage, in two or three long leaps like a fawn, I should

have thought she was a Frenchwoman ; but the stylo

undeceived me. She came bounding in front, as if she

would have pitched herself into the arms of the pit

;

then made a sudden drop, and addressed three enthusi-

astic courtesies to the pit and boxes, with a rapidity and

yet a grace, a self-abandonment yet a self-possession,

quite extraordinary, and such as, to do justice to it,

should be described by a poet combining the western

ideas of the sex with eastern licence. She was

beautiful, too, both in face and figure, and I thought

was a proper dancer to appear before a pit full of those

fine fellows I have just mentioned. She seemed as

complete in her way as themselves. In short, I never

saw anything like it before, and did not wonder that she

had the reputation of turning people's heads wherever

she went.
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MRS. JORDAN
[A utobingraphy]

Mrs. Jordan wan inimitable in exemplifyine the con-

1.1 J Romps ,n Hoydens, and in Wards on whomt e mercenaiy have designs. She wore a bib andtucker, and pmafore, with a bouncing nronrictv fit to

JnfsVo'r IT''W°^ "'^""«d at^tfeXfo^'bringmg such a household responsibility on his .houlderiTo see her when thus attired shed Rubbering ears f";some disappointment, and eat all the while a grea? thick

munch n'L'"'"^"^
'""?' "^^'P'"^' '^"d moLing and

worth nT^T ^ ^^''°" "8^'"''* ^"l «nd appetiteMorth a hundred sermons of our friends on board the

Sn^; Tr^i °"i^' l'^"'
''^"^' *^T ^°"ld assuredly have

«n imnr ^^'^."f
^'"« ^* all calculated to make suchan impression m favour of amiableness as she did, when«he acted in gentle, generous, and confiding character,Th^ way m which she would take a friend by thecSand kiss her, or make up a quarrel with a lover or coaxa guardian mto good-humour, or sing (without accom-paniment) the song of 'Since then I'm doom'd!°orIn the dead of the night,' trusting, as she had a right

i ffect of her sweet, mellow, and loving voice-the reader
will pardon me, but tears of pleasure and regret comento my eyes at the recollection, as if she iSsonifiTd

ha. rnriri^^p?7 ^^jj^* ^^'^ ^^ "^^^^nd which

iZF f }^^?f' ^^ ^^^ «o"nd of the little

Sandr'"^ J"'^ ^'TJ^' ''P^ <*^^ abbreviation ofiinsband), as she packed it closer, as it were in the

ZT:1'^' ""v
P""^1^* "P ^^'*»^ fondnessfn he man':face taking him at the same time by the chin was awhole concentrated world of the power of lovl"g.

1. HINT IT

ri

r. ;-HP-
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MR. POPE

[Critical Esmys on tlic Performen of the London Thcatrea]

When 1 place Mr. Pope immediately after Mr».

Siddons. everybody will sec I do not criticise the acton*

according to their rank. But it is for the b \ke of con-

trast. If we have just had an example of almost

perfect tragedy, we have now an instance of every fault

that can make it not only imperfect but disgustmg.

Mr. Pope has not one requisite to an actor but a gooa

voice and this he uses so unmercifully on all occaHion9

that its value is lost, and he contrives to turn it mto a

defect. His face is as hard, as immovable, and as void

of meaning as an oak wainscot ; his eyes, which should

endeavour to throw some meaning into his vociferous

declamation, he generally contrives to keep almost shut

,

and what would make another actor merely serious is

enough to put him in a passion. In short, when ishake-

Bpeare wrote his description of 'a robustious feUow.who

tears a pas.^ion to tatters,' one v.>v. <. suppor^c that he

had been shown, by some supernatural means,the future

race of actors, as Macbeth had a prophetic view of

Bannuo's race, and that the robustious phantom was

Mr Pope. Here is an actor, then.without face, expression,

or delivery, and yet this complication of negative

qualities* linds means to be clapped in the theatre and

mnegyrized in the newspapers. This ^ncons^tency

must be explained. As to the newspapers, and their

praise of this gentleman, I do not wish to repeat all

L prevailing stories. Who does ?«/
.^bow their cor-

,

ruptions '! There is, however, an infallible method o

obtaining a clap from the galleries, and there is an art

Liown at the theatre by the name of clap-trapjnng

which Mr. Pope has shown great wisdom in studying.

It consists in nothing more than gradually raising the

voice as the speech draws to a conclusion, making an

alarming oute.^ o" H- last four or five Imes, o^^^^f-^^y

dropping them into a tremulous but energetic undertone,



MR. POPE 8»1

and with a vigorous jork of the right arm rushing of! the
atage. All thw astoniahes the galUries ; thoy are per-
auaUed it must be aomething very fine, because it is so
important and so unintelligible, and they clap for the
Bake of their own reputation.
One might apt to wonder at Mr. Pope's total want

of various expression, when his merit as an artist is
considered. It should seem that the same imitative
observation, which gives so natural an elegance to his
portraits on canvas, should enliven and adorn hib por-
traits on the stage

: that the same eligHnt conception
Which enables him to throw grace into the attitudes
and meaning into the eyes of others, should inspire
his action with variety and his looks with intelli-
gence.

It is in the acknowledgement of gesture and attitude,
but more particularly in the variation of countenance,
in the adaption of look to feeling, that the actor is best
known. Mr. Pope, in his general style, has but two
gestures, which follow each other in monotonous alter-
nation, like the jerks of a toy-shop harlequin : one is a
mere extension of the arms, and is used on all occasions
of candour, of acknowledgement, of rcnionsfrn p.ce, and of
explanation

; the other, for occasions of vehemence or
of ^andeur, is an elevation of the arms, like the gesture

u- uPj**®^'^ ^*' ^^^^ preaching at Athens, an action
which becomes the more absurd on common occasions,
from Its real subUmity. If Mr. Pope, however, is con-
fined to two expressions in his gesture, he has but two
expressions in his look : a flat indifference, which is
used on all sober occasions, and an angry frown, which
[8 usecl on all impassioned ones. With these two looks
he undertakes to represent all the passions, gentle as
well as violent

; he is like a quack who, with a phial m
each hand,undertakes to perform everyposnible wonder,
while the only thing to be wondered at is his cheating
the mob. The best character he performs is Othello,
because he performs it in a mask : for when an actor's
face is not exactly seen, an audience iseont«nt to supply
by Its own imagination the want of expression, just as

IT 2
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IT

i

fit

in reading a book we figure to ourselves the countenance
of the persons interested. But when we are presented
with the real countenance, we are disappointed if our
imagination is not assisted in its turn ; the picture pre-
sented to our eyes should animate the picture presented
to our mind ; if either of them differ, or if the former is

less lively than the latter, a sensation of discord is pro-
duced, and destroys the effect of nature, which is always
harmonious.
The pain we feel at bad acting seems, indeed, to be

entirely the result of a want of harmony. We are pleased
when the actor's external action corresponds with the
action of his mind, when his eye answers his heart,
when all we see is the animated picture of all we feel:

we are displeased whenever the passion and the expres-
sion are at variance, when the countenance does not be-
come a second language to the dialogue, when moderate
tones express vehement emotions and when vehement
tones express moderate emotions, when, in short, Mr.
Pope is not Rolla ' or Romeo but Mr. Pope. A mu-
sician who tells us that he is going to play a melancholy
movement, and then dashes his harp or his piano in a
fury, cannot disappoint us more than this actor, when
he raises from language merely sorrowful an expression
of boisterous passion. The character of Hotspur has
been reckoned a proper one for Mr. Pope, because it is

loud and violent ; these are good reasons certainly, and
we would rather hear him in Hotspur than in Hamlet,
for noise, like any other enjoyment, is delightful in its

proper season only. But to act Hotspur well is a mark
of no great talent ; of all expressions, \ iolence is the
most easily affected, because the conception of violence
has no sensation of restraint, it has no feelings to hide
or to repress, and no niceties of action to study. The
gentler passions give us leisure to examine them, we
can follow every variation of feeling and every change
of expression ; but here we have leisure for nothing

;

everything is rapid and confused ; we are in the con-

In Sheridan's Pizarro (from Kotzf bue).
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ofi^whL*,'?'*"
^^^•^

'

^'"-- ^'"^'-^"^ to <^ount the spokesot a wheel in a char.ot-race
f"«vio

o,nrli- u\^\?^ '- -"'^^ ''^^^- unaccompanied with

S done bv a^'n

'^'^*'- '^''^'''' " " P^^^f •^^^ "^^^'h maybe done by an expressive countenance and manner withthe worst voice in the world.
But perhaps as I can say nothing of Mr. Pope as atragK. actor. I may be expected to say somethhig^of himas a comic one. for he does act in comedy. W on?however, who examines this double gift, will d^s^cove;that to act in comedy and to be a comic actor are twovery different things. Mr. Kemble performs in comedyUu who will call Mr. Kemble a comic actor ?\Z;

bILT. °° "P, *?^ "^"^« ^«t«^«' ^nd say. ' We have

If Mr Pnn/"^
^"''•'' .^^^ ^"^d«"' ^«d Kemble '?

It Mr. fope acts m sentimental comedy, what is ( lUerl

SXl'd'""'^^/ " ""*.^^"« ^-^ th^- a mixt e of

o b^ i^^lnwl'T
•'*^' °'' ^ ^'- Johnson's definition isto be allowed It is sometimes entirely tragedy, for he

"L''^Tt;" ^'^T'"''
representafion Tl'^oZ

humnr'nnc^
^"^^^^ T'^ °"^^ ^ ««^'0"« Character inhumorous comedies, such as a sober merchant, a careful

is ^kind oT?n.f
/^"'' "^'^*^^^

T^"^ ^'^^^' ^ho serve

?<!rlrfK u'^
*° * «*y ^^""o

'
but the actor who per-forms these characters never excites our livelier feelfncs

actor' LorS'T^^ f'^'l""''
^^"^°^ »^« called a cSactor. Lord Townley, for instance, in The Provoked«^f>and,is merely a tragic character who has steptdmto comedy

:
Mr. KemWe represents Lord Townley

S

much gravity and stateliness
; yet nobody in tL nif

oo'mic''
'^ V'""^ *'" '""''^''''^ 'Really^hat is ve?^

Kble to eTni?'''''^'^ ^ u^
"^^'^^ ""*°^ *^^* h^ should

b^t Mr PoS i?v°"'
laughter or at least our smiles

;

bigneaiy If w tor this reason that he has been nlacpdamong the tragedians, and that Mr. Charle^ Kemble

will be placed among them too. All these gentlemenmight undoubtedly be called comic actors, ^as Robin
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Hood's companion, who was seven feet high, was called

Little John ; or we might say such a man was as comic

as Mr. Kemble or Mr. Henry Johnston, just as we

say such a thing is as smooth as a file. But upon plam

subjects I would rather be plain spoken.

HENRY THE FIFTH

,
[The Toiler]

The play of Henry V was performed here last night *,

but to little purpose. It is a rifacimento of Shake-

speare's play, partly taken out of Henry IV, in order to

increase the dramatic effect. But the secret must out.

It is not a good acting play—at least not for these

times. In every production of Shakespeare's there

must be noble -lassagea. There are fine lines m this,

* familiar in our mouths ' (to quote one of them) as

household words.' But the historical plays of our

great poet were TVTitten, not merely as dramas, but as

chronicles. People in ordinary, in his time, were not

so well informed as they are now. They went to the

theatre, when one of these plays was performed, not

merely to see a play as we do, but to receive an historical

lesson, to hear about England and France, and take

home the legend to their children, as we carry home a

piece of news. Besides, the feeling was not what it is

now between the two countries. They affected then (as

indeed they did up to a late period) to bully and under-

value one another : Henry V was a popular prince with

our ancestors, purely because he went to France, and

read the Dauphin's insolence a terrible lesson. But

these times are over now : the French (with illustrious

reason) are no longer reckoned boasters : those even who

conquered them but a little while since may not be

popular. The English care little for quarrels between

* Drury Lane, November 8, 1830.
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kings
: audiences at a play want something better than

this prmoe and that stepping out alternately with a
flourish of trumpets—then a little huddle of soldiers,
which we are to take for an onset—then the Ent^lish
flag running in, and then the French flag—with an
occasional speech between, about St. George or St.
Denys—and a Welsh captain, who is proud because the
King IS a Welshman. Jja. a word, the play of Henry V
was written to please the uninformed subjects of p des-
potic government two hxmdred years ago, and as it
comprises little of the everlasting humanity that fills
most of the plays of Shakespeare, it falls flat on the ears
of an audience in these times of popular spirit ! Of all
the plays that could be selected, it struck us as one of
the least fit to be performed on the eve of our present
Lord Mayor's Day ! and we found it so. Mr. Macready,
though too loud in some parts, made a gallant and a gal-
lant prince too (we allude to his courtship of Katharine),
and Mr. W^ebster, in Captain Fluellen, sustained the
reputation he acaui'red as Sir Hugh Evans :—but it
would not do. niece was as flat as the water in
Tower Ditch, ai; it as noisy to no purpose rs the
beating to arms i ^^.

HENRY THE FOURTH

[The Tatler]

Last night the play of Henry IV was performed at
this theatre.' The historical plays of Shakespeare cer-
tainly do not tell as they used to do—no disparagement
to his mighty genius. He could not be expected to
render kings, and their quarrels and sophistications, as
undiminished in interest for ever as the events common
to us all. Part of the interest of these plays arose, as
we have before observed, from the paucity of books in

' Drury Lane, November 19, 1830.
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his time. We know history better now, and respect

the performers in it less. Greater matters engage us

:

but love is ever interesting, and wit, and domestic pity,

and the straggles of the will with the understanding.
In Shakespeare's time, audiences were contented with
a curtain for a scene, and a few dresses no better than
at a booth : they were content to be absorbed in those
stories of civilwars and royal successions, with the noite

of which their grandfathers' ears had hardly ceased
ringing. At present, we must dress up the historical

plays with plumes, and decorations, and real costume,
in ordei^ to amuse the eye, because the o;her interest

languishes. And we dress it very well, yet it languishes
still. Last night, Mr. Cooper's costume as Henry IV
was a real historical picture. We saw the King himself
before us, with his draperied head ; and the performer,
as he rose from his chair, and remained lecturing his son
with his foot planted on the royal stool, displayed the
monarch well—his ermined robe, stretched out by his

elbow, making a back-ground to the portrait. But the
real interest of Henry is gone, when we think so much of
this ' galanty show ' of him. For our parts, we con-
fess that we forget all he said, in thinking what sort of a
grand and half-witted wild beast of a man a king was in

those days ; and whether the day were far distant, in

which Hons and eagles would be thought fit emblems of

national sovereignty.

There is Falstaff, to be sure, in this play ; and Mr.
Dowton's Falstaff in Henry IV is better than in the
Merry Wives of Windsor. His wit is more exercised
than his enjoyment ; and Mr. Dowton lets no fancy pass
without dwelling upon and recommending it in hi,^

acutest manner. But his Falstaff is at no time th'.>

proper rolling tun of a tavern sensualist ; he is not fat

enough in the throat, nor festive enough in his general
manner : he takes his graver speeches too literally

—

does not let us see the vein of invincible self-compla-
cency running through them : and the other dramatis
personae fall into the same error. Vining makes but
a flimsy Prince of Wales, and Wallack but an ordinary
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""^t^Y'u y^i^^^'K^ ^'* P'^««»«« of all was the mode

i^ H^ «^ hrst clasped the ground, resolute and i^good dehance, without exaggeration. Mrs. C. JonSwants humour as Mrs. Quickly-we mean a vein 3particulanty-of quamt exaggeration. She is naturaland plump, and petulant, and easily placable ; but dc^a
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COUNTRY LITTLE KNOWN
ilndicator. May 24, 1820]

We have to inform the pubh'c of a remarkable dis-
coveiy which, though partially disclosed by former
travellers, has still remained, for the most part, a strange
secret. It is this ;—that there is actually, at this present
moment, and m this our own beautiful country of Great
Britain, a large tract of territory, which to nine hundred
and nmety-nine thousandths of our beloved country-
men is as much an undiscovered land as the other end
of New South Wales, or the Pole which they have gone
to fand out. We have read of places in romance which
were more shut out by magic from people's eyes,
though close to them, than if a fifty-foot wall encircled
them. It would seem as if some such supernatural pro-
hibition existed with regard to the land in question ; for
the extremities of it reach to within a short distance
from the metropolis, which it surrounds on all sides;
nay, we have heard of persons riding through it, with-
out seeing anything but a signpost or some com ; and
yet It IS so beautiful, that it is called emphatically ' The
Country.' *'

It abounds in the finest natural productions. The
more majestic parts of it are at a distance ; but the
zealous explorer may come upon its gentler beauties inan incredibly short time. Its pastures and cattle are
admirable. Deer are to be met with in the course of
half a day s journey ; and the traveller la accompanied,
wherever he goes, with the music of singing birds,
immediately towards the south is a noble river, which
brings you to an upland of the most luxuriant descrip-
tion, looking in the water like a rich-haired beauty in



300 THE COUNTRY

her glass : yet the place is in general solitary. Towards
the north, at a less distance, are some other hilly spotH

of ground, which partake more of the rudely romantic,

running however into scenes of the like sylvan elegance;

and yet these are still more solitary. The inhabitants

of these lands, called the Country-People, seem, in truth,

pretty nearly as blind to their merits as those who
never see them ; but their perceptions will doubtless

increase in proportion as their polished neighbours set

the example. It should be said for them that some
causes, with which we have nothing to do in this place,

have rendered them duller to such impressions than they

appear to have been a century or two ago ; but we
repeat, that they will not live in such scenes to no pur-

pose, if those who know better take an interest in their

improvement. Their children have an instinct that is

wiser, till domestic cares do it away. They may bo

seen in the fields and green lanes, with their curly locks

and brown faces, gathering the flowers which abound
there, and the names of which are as pretty as the shapes

and colours. They are called wild roses, primroses,

violets, the rose campion, germander, stellaria, wild

anemone, bird's-eye, daisies and buttercups, lady-

smocks, ground -ivy, harebells or bluebells, wake-robin,

lilies of the valley, &c., &c. The trees are oaks, elms,

birches, ash, poplar, willow, wild cherry, the flowering

may-bush, &c., &c., all, in short, that we dota upon in

pictures, and wish that we had about us when it is hot in

Cheapside and Bond Street. It is perfectly transport-

ing, in fine weather, like the present for instance, to

lounge under the hedgerow elms in one of these sylvan

places, and see the light smoke of the cottages fuming up
among the green trees, the cattle grazing or lying about

with a heavy placidity accordant to the time and scene,
' painted jays ' glancing about the glens, the gentle hills

sloping down into the water, the winding embowered
lanes, the leafy and flowery banks, the green oaks against

the blue sky, their ivied trunks, the silver-bodied and
young-haired birches, and the mossy grass treble-car-

peted after the vernal rains. Transporting is it to see
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^nrf^iif '
,*"^i''an«Porting to hear the Jinnets, thrusheH

-/^i,
^*°^''''?'

*i?
«^*^^ ^^^««« of the be;, and tS«tock.dove brooding oveAer own ..weet voiJe/ Andmore transporting than all is it to be in such pla^e,with a fnend tha^, tvoh like ourselves, in vvhSe £rtand eyes (especially if they have fair lids) we may seenil our own iiappmess doubled, as the landscape itselfIS reflected in the waters.

"«^»pe usejt

^

SOUTHGATE

[Autobiography]

It is a pleasure to me to know that I was even bornn so sweet a village af. Southgate. I first saw thehght there on the 19th of October, 1784. It found mecradled not only in the lap of the nature which I love

InvVK '^^Tl^^
°f the truly English scenery which ilove beyond all other. Middlesex in general^ like mynoble fnend s couiity of Warwickshire, is a scene oflrS^

andSniT'-°^
' greenery ' and nentling cottageT;and bouthgate is a prime specimen of Middlesex. It isa place lymg out of lue way of innovation, therefore it

am fnn7nJ^' 'T^ ^'' of antiquity about it ; and as Iam fond of local researches in any quarter, it mav bepardoned me if in this instance 1 /oJld fain'knowYven
the meaning of ,ts name. There is no Northgate, East

Ste%°'^'f«^*'^^,?*^^*^l?^"^=
what, thenJs South-gate? No topographer tells us; but an old map of thecountry twenty-fivemiles round London, drawn uVsomeyears previous to my childhood, is now before me^; andon looking at the boundaries of Enfield Chase, I see thatthe Chase-gate, the name most likely of the princioal

PnS'?R ' "'^
^un T^V^de of it. by North-Hall and

S ' Snn.? «V
"^^'^^ S«»thgate. which has also the nameof South Street

' ,s on the Chase's opposite border; ko

enS«lT'"f ^
V,^«"t thatSouthgatemeant the southern

entrance mto the Chase, and that the name becamethat of a village from the growth of a street. The street

1- I
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in all probability, -was the consequence of a fair held m
a wood which ran on the woHtern side of it, and which,

in the map, is designated 'Bush Fair.' Bush, in old

English, meant not only a hedge but a wood; as ^o»«

or Bosco does in French and Italian. Moses and tho

•burning bush' is Moses and the 'burning wood ;

which, by tho way, presents a much grander idea than

the modicum of hedge commonly assigned tothe celes-

tial apparition. There is a good deal more wood m tho

map than is now to be found. I wander in imagination

through the spots marked in tho neighbourhood, with

their pleasant names-Woodside, Wood Green, Palmer

Green, Nightingale Hall, &c., and fancy mv father and

mother listening to the nightingales, and loving tho

new little baby, who has now lived to see more years

than they did. . x —
nthgate lies in a cross-country road, running from

^iM .nton through Enfield Chase into Hertfordshu*.

it is in the parish of Edmonton ; so that we may fancy

the Merry DevU of that place still playing his pranks

hereabouts, and helping innocent loveis to a wedding,

as in the sweet little play attributed to Dryden. *or

as to any such devils going to a place less harmoriious

it is not to be thought possible by good Christians.

Furthermore, to show what classical grouiid is round

about Southgate, and how it is associated with the best

days of English genius, both old and new, Edmonton is

the birthplacs of Marlowe, the father of our drama,

and of my friend Home, his congenial celebrator. In

Edmonton churchyard lies Charles Lamb ; in Highgate

churchyard, Coleridge ; and in Hampstead have re-

sided Shelley and Keats, to say nothing of Akenside

before them, and of Steele, Arbuthnot, and others,

before Akenside.

But the neighbourhood is dear tome on everyaccoimt,

for near Southgate is Cohiey Hatch, where my mother

became acquainted with some of her dearest friends,

whom I shaU mention by and by. Near Colney Hatch

is Finchley, where our family resided on quittmg South-

gate ; and at no great distance from Finchley is ^lil
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Hill, where lived excollont Dr. W. M. Trindor, Vicar of
Hendon, who presented in his person the rare combi-
nation of clergyman and physician. Ho boasted that
he had cured a little child (to wit. myself) of a dropsy in
the head. Iho fact was contesttKl, 1 believe, by the lay
part of the profession; but it was believed in the
family, and their love for the good doctor waa boundless.

COLOUR
[London Journal, August 29, 1835]

In this beloved, beautiful, but sometimes foggy, and
too often not very brilliant country of ours, we are not
fond enough of cUoHr.f,~not fond enough of a beauty, of
which Nature herself is evidently wry fond, and with
which, like all the rest of her beauties, it is the business
of civilized man to adorn and improve his own well-
being. The summer season is a good t iino for becoming
acquainted with them, for it is then wo see them best,
and may acquire a relish for them against the insipidity
of winter. We remember a dyer in Genoa, who used

1 hang out his silks upon a high wall opposite his shop,
.vnere they shone with such lustre under the blue sky
(we particularly remember some yellow ones) that it
was a treat to pass that way. You hailed them at a
distance, like

another sun
Risen at noonday

;

or as if Ts^ature herself had been making some draperies
out of buttercups, and had just presented the world
with the phenomenon. It is the blue sky and clear air
of their native land which have made the Italian painters
so famous for colouring ; and Rubens and Watteau,
like wise men, saw the good of transferring the beauty
to the less fortunate climate of Flanders. One of the
first things that attracted our notice in Italy waa
a red cap on the head of a boatman. In England, where
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nobody elne wears suc-h a cap, we should have thought

of a butcher ; in Italy the Hky set it o« to such advan-

taae, that it reminded us of a scarlet bud.

The Puritans, who did us a j?reat deal of good, helped

to do this harm for us. They degraded material beauty

and gladness, as if essentially hostile to what was

spiritually estimable ; whereas the desirable thing is to

show the (ompntil)ility of both, and vindicate the hues

of the creation. Thus the finest colours m mens

dresses have at last come almost exclusively to hvery

footmen and soldiers. A soldier's wife, or a market-

woman, is the only female that ventures to wear a

scarlet cloak ; and we have a favourite epithet of vitu-

peration, gaudy, vl.ich we bestow upm all colours that

do not suit our m. J mcholy. It is sheer want of heart

and animal spirits. W.^ were not always so. Puritanism,

and wars, and debts and the Dutch succession, and

false ideas of utility, "aave all con-^pired to take glad-

ness out of our eyesight, ai wei' as jollity out ot our

pockets. We shall reco\ ei a bett^n- tafite, and we trust

exhibit it to blotter advantage than before ;
but we

must begin by having faith in as many good things as

possible, and not think ill of any one of Hetiven s means

of making us cheerful, because in itself it is cheerful.

'
If a merry meeting is to be wished,' says the man in

Shakespeare, ' may God prohibit it.' So, the more

obviously cheerful and desirable anything is, the more

we seem to beg the qu stion in its disfavour. Reds,

and yellows, and bright blues are ' gaudy' ;
we must

have nothing but browns, and blacks, and drab-colour,

or stone. Earth is not of this opinion ; nor the heavens

either Gardens do not think so ; nor the fields, nor

the skies, nor the mountains, nor dawn, nor sunset, nor

light itself, which is made of colours, and holds them

always ready in its crystal quiver, to shoot forth and

divide into loveliness. The beautiful attracts the beau-

tiful. Colours find homes of colour. To red go the red

rays, and to purple the purple. The rainbow reads

its beauteous lecture in the clouds, showing the sweet

division of the hues; and the mechanical philosopher ,

jj»i •::
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fhnr^"" l'"""*''' r"':'"
"^'^'^ "" "•' of superiority, and

made"
"''''

"
""^ '^' ''^"'""''' ^" ^'^''"'"" i»

Tho little child, like the real philoMopher,/b.r>M;« more,
for his heart leaps up.' and h«> aeknowledKes a ulad

km.w
;
and though tho purely inechanical-nnnded man

IMlnuts that Kuch immensity exista with recnrd tohimself he does not feel it ns the ehild or the wiserman does, and therefore he docs not truly i,er-
oeivc-d(«38 not thoroughly take it into his eon-
soiousness Ho V Iks and aets as if he had eome to

li? '^w'^ru 'i
'"« knowledge-and he has .„. Butbeyond the dry line of knowledge lies benuty. and

;lg[n±^J;
'^ '^""^'^"^ ^" ^-^«' «-' ^^^^ in

We feel as if there were a moral as well as materialbeauty ,n colour,-an inherent gladness,-ftn intention

herirf P^r f '^"''^
I"

^^^^^ '''^^ "« *^ P'«as"re felt by
herself. Colours are the smiles of Nature. When theyare extremely smiling, and break forth into other beauty
besides, they are her laughs, as in the flowers. Thelaughing Howers.' says the poet : and it is the business
of the poet to feel truths beyond the proof of the mecha-

nwf' ..^^^^"'•^a^^a" events, humanly speakimr, is

mthout tt. Her skies are blue ; her fields green ; herwaters yary with her skies ; her animals" minerals!
vegetables, are all eoloured. 8he paints a great manyof them m apparently superfluous hues, as if to show thodullest eye how she loves colour. The pride of thepeacock or some stately exhibition of a quality very

i'«^f^" -iJ^..* ^'x".^"'*'''
™'^"<''' o^ fact, evidently con

Tr^f^'"''^ i*- ^^^i'*^^"'
^^""'y '" *h« human being

8 partly ma^e up of it. One of the three great arts^th which Providence has adorned and humanized tho

nnS.;^
** *.^^ magnificence of empire can find

oltjinTit^r'"""'
"*^" '" P'^"^^ °^ '° ^^ ^^-^

t. UVST X m

"»*̂ ^T^^^S^ ,#--•
'"H
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Fiery opals, sapphires, ameth3rst8.

Jacinths, hard topaz, grass-green emeralds.

Beauteous rubies, sparkling diamonds,

And seld-seen costly stones of so great price.

As one of them, indifferently rated.

May serve in peril of calamity

To ransom great kings from captivity.'^

THE NIGHTINGALE

[A Year of Honeymoons]

BuT*a more wonderful bird comes in April than the

swallow—the nightingale. How different from the

other ! He all so public, so restless, and so given up to

his body ; this all so hidden, so stationary, so full of

soul ! We hear him to singular advantage where we

live. I verily believe that ours is the last house, near

the metropolis, to the garden of which he comes. It

is an old practice of mine, taught me by my father, who

was a studious cultivator of what he called ' nature s

medicine,' to open one of my chamber windows with

the dawn of light, and so let in upon my last slumbers

the virgin breath of the morning. Never shall I for

get the first time I heard the nightmgale in company

with the dear creature who is the delight ofmy life. The

tears come into my eyes to think of it. Is this from

eflfeminacy ? from weakness ? Oh, God, no ! It is

from that secret sense we feel in us of the power of man

to perceive and appreciate the wonderful beauty of the

universe, mingled with an unconscious regret of our

mortaUty—of the weakness and shortness of our being,

compared with the strength of our affections. But far

was a tear from my eyes at the time. The fullness of

the sweet burthen of beauty was on us, without the

weight. Harriet heard the nightingale first. Hark !

said she. The sound was not to be mistaken. It was

» These are some of Marlowe's ' mighty lines,* as Beu

Jonson called them.
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one of those passages of his song, not the finest, but stiU
exquisite and peculiar, in which he chucks out a series
of his duller notes, as if for the pleasure of showing how
nch he is in the common co-n of his art, as well as in the
more precious. I rose and opened the window. The
most divine of all sounds rewarded us—that low, long-
drawn, internal, liquid line of a note, the deepest and
sweetest ever heard, for which it seems as if the bird
resorted to the innermost core of his soul, and meditated
as he drew it along, over I know not what celestial
darkness of delight. It is the meeting with the extreme
of pleasure—with the gratitude which melancholy only
can express. The sound mingled with our waking
dreams,and heaven andearth seemedto enfold us in their
blessing.

Mr Coleridge, in one of those sallies of his genius, in
which he has so often startled and instructed one's
commonplaces, informed the world some time ago that
It was wrong to designate the nightingale by the title
melancholy, there being ' m nature nothing melan-

choly
; and the song of the bird being full of quick,

hurried, and lively notes, anything but sorrowful ; in
short, he concluded, we ought to say, not the melan-
choly, but the ' merry nightingale.'

I regret that I have not his beautiful lines by me to
quote.

"^

The critics, at Mr. Coleridge's direction, inquired into
this matter, and pronounced him in the right ; and it ia
now the fashion to say that the talk of the melancholy
of the nightingale is an error, and that he is a very gay,
laughing, merry feUow, who happens to be out of doors
at night like other merry fellows, and is not a whit
more given to pensiveness.

Nevertheless, with submission, I think that the new
notion is wrong, and that the nightingale of Milton,

Most musical, most melancholy,

is still the real nightingale, and that the old opinion will
prevail. Not that the bird is sorrowful, as the ancient
legend supposed, though many of his notes, especially

x2

ifc-

] i
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considering the pauses between them, which give them
an air of refiection, can never be considered as expressing

pleasure by means of gaiety, much less mirth. There is

no levity in the nightingale. We know not what com-

plication of feelings may be mixed up in the mysteiv of

his song ; but we take it for granted, and allow that,

upon the whole, it expresses a very great degree of

pleasure. I grant that to the full. But the truth is,

that this pleasure, being not only mixed up with an

extreme of gravity, as I have just been showing, but

bringing with it an idea of loneliness, and coming at

night-<ime, when the condition of the whole universe

dispoaos us to meditation, the very pleasure, bj" the

contrast, forces us more strongly upon the greater idea

of the two ; and hence the eflfect of the nightingale's

song has been justly pronounced to be melancholy. It

may be allowed to Mr. Coleridge, that in some very

energetic and comprehensive and final sense of the asser-

tion, there is ' nothing melancholy in nature,' although

to our limited faculties there mav seem to be enough

of it to contend with, as the world goes ; but upon the

same principle, melancholy itself is not melancholy, and

so we come round again to the natural opinion. Shake-

speare has made one of his characters in The Merchant

of Venice account partly for the reason why music,

generally speaking, produces a serious impression

—

* I'm never merry ' (says Jessica to Lorenzo) ' when I

hear sweet music'
'The reason is ' (says her lover) 'your spirits are atten-

tive.

For do but note a wild and wanton herd.

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts.

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud,

Which is the hot condition of their blood :

—

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound.

Or an air of music catch their ears,

You shall perceive them make a mutual stand.

Their savage eyes tum'd to a modest gaze

By the sweet power of music'
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lurea capable of attending to musical sounds. But with

fho„-T?° ^""^ *^^ consciousness is mixSl up wiTh a

mentToned""TT""rn
^'^""«^

u*°
'^' e^ct^akeld^

wnnS^hl •
^® ^^^^'"«' *" »»y real lover of musicwould be senous-voluptuous. if you please a^ enchantmg, but still full of the gravity of voSuo^ness-senous from its very pleasure.

voluptuousness

SHEEP-SHEARING AND HAYMAKING
[The Months]

The rural business of this month [June! is made un of

r'Zpr.'"'''*' ^Ti^^"* '^^^^^ at as th^^aro^:
ful,--sheep-shearmg and haymaking. Somethhi/likp «Sr.f h"S?^

"' ^'^ ^°"^- ' andTfeouth-
^ throJnf fl""^

^^^ •*'".'*°?'' ^^ ^•"^^«' i« «till kept unot throwmg flowers into the streams, an evident relicof pagamsm
; but altogether, the hoUday is but a gleam

1 anctror?"?
^'''?^

'?• '^' '^'^^ ^^^ rural time Sour ancestors. Poverty, discontent, the procress of a

stehir'""^' ""V mechanical and Sena,^spint that cannot see bevond what ia ',]««!„ 11 j

hZll A i^
°'" ^^ "'"'^^ *^« we can makfof them)have rendered many people unable to get pleasure

that arr islurr,^^
*'^

\ i ^Y .
'inconscious heads,

thingrfn tL wi"^^ ?^
tiiemselves, but of all the best

head? fhof *T ?,
• 9 successful and world-knowinglieads, that after they have used their commonpS
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ii

and ignorant passions to no real purpose, piously or

hopelessly caU it a vile world and a vale of tears, having

done their utm , st, no doubt, to make it so !
The sweetegt

sensation perhaps which even they can get, if tney

w' ad confess it. is when they ' snatch a fearful ]oy

now and then, and get out of the clutches of town and

its passions :—but ' business must be attended to,

reasonable or unreasonable, already possessmg or want-

ing more ; so must suspicion, scandal, envy, jealousy,

self-love, worldliness and other-worldliness of all sorts.

The treat is great, but let us get back to our poison

The happiness is delightful, but then we must go and

enable ourselves to complain of the want of it
!

Ihe

advicel is good, nay even pleasant, but then who made

the adviser think himself wiser than we !—But, my

good friends, he may not think himself very wise after

all.—Well, but still he thinks himself wiser than we-

wiser than we /—And so this we, in all the shapes of its

selfishness, ruins the world.
, . „ , ,

But the world is not ruined ; for is there not hope,

and perseverance, and returning imagination ? And are

not the smaUest things that persevere, stronger than

the largest which are fretted away ? And is not Jun.'

now before us waiting like a sparkling mistress to bless

and encourage the lover that journeys to see her ?

Our ancestors took advantage of every natural

holiday, to keep it long and gladly. Rural plays, or,

as Shakespeare calls them.Whitsun pastorals, succeedecJ,

after a little interval, the games of May ;
and now, in

June, a feast exclusively rural and popular took plaoc

at the time of sheep-shearing. See theWirUers Tale :

Drayton's Pastorals, eclogue 9 ; and his Pdydbton.

song 14, where he tells how

The shepherds' king.

Whose flock had chanc'd that year the earliest lamb to

bring,
. , ,

In his gay baldric sits at his low grassy board.

With flawns,curds, clouted cream, and country dauiues

stor'd

;
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And whilst the bagpipe plays, each lusty jocund swain
yuaffs sillabubs in cans, to aU upon the plain,
And to their country girls, whose nosegays they do wear :

borne roundelays do sing ; the rest the burthen bear.

*u^® ^^^^ fleeces of the sheep on these occasions,
the brown hue of the shearers, the blue of the sky, the
running silver of the waters, the green of the grass, the
various colours of the flowers, and the straw-hatted
damsels that wear them, make up a delightful picture
to the imagination.
Haymaking is more toilsome, and is performed inmodem times by less happy labourers, who chiefly come

over from Ireland for that purpose. But they have at
least line weather and a secure pay. The ladies may
practise haymaking on a smaU scale upon lawns and
pa<ldocks

; and if they are not afraid of giving their fairskms a stiU finer tinge of the sunny, nothing makes them
look better. Allan Ramsay makes his lover become

mak^T''^ *^^ ^^^ °^ ^**^®'^ Mill, while helping to

A tedding of the hay
Bareheaded on the green.
Love 'mid her locks did play.
And wanton'd in her e'en.

Nothmg is more lovely than a female head uncovered
out of doors. It looks nymph-like, and a part of the
tertile landscape.

Theocritus has used it withexquisite grace and nature
in a passage imitated by Virgil. A goatherd and
snepherd are boasting of their popularity with the
village lasses :

—

Comatas. ^dWn ^ai ^idXoitn rhv alnoXou i KXtaplara
Tag aiyas 7rapt\ain-a Koi ddv rt noTTTrvXidadti.

J^acon. Kpfii yhp & KpaTiias t6v noifUva \uos imavruv
fKfMipfi' \i7rapa de nap' aixiva atUr' fBeipa.

Idyl. V. 88-91.
Com. There 's Clearista, when my goats go by,

Pelts apples, and then hums me something sly.

4"
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Lac. And Gratis meets and maddens mo ; her hair
Siiakes at her throat in curls, with such an air.

As to a seat against a hay-cook, on the side farthest
from the sun, with the odour of the new-mown grass
perfuming all the air, and a sense of slumberous beauty
breathing from the warm sky above and the green earth
below,—it is a luxury which has still survived for the
lover of the fields ; and we accordingly nestle to it in
our fancy, and with half-shut eyes rest from our own
pleasant work.

' FEBRUARY

[The. Months]

The farmer now grapples with earth again, and
renews the friendly contest for her treasures. Ho
ploughs up his fallows, sows beans, pease, rye, and
spring wheat, sets early potatoes, drains wet lands,
dresses and repairs hedges, lops trees, and plants those
kinds that love a wet soil, such as poplars, alders, and
willows. Here is the noblest putting in of stock for a
nation,—the healthiest in its pursuit, and the most truly
rich and returning in its int&re^.

APRIL

{The Months]

Next came fresh Aprill, full of lustyhod,
And wanton as a kid whose home new buds ;

Upon a bull he rode, the same which led
Europa floting through th' Ai^olick fluds :

His horns were gilden all with golden studs.

And gamishdd with garlonds goodly dight
Of all the fairest flowres and freshest buds
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^n'sUt'
'^'^^ ^"'''^" ^°''^'

'

"^^ ^°* ^' «^^°^^d

^''^deSr*
*^'°"^^ ""^'"^ *^" ^^^^d ^°' his lore 8

* ' Spenseb.

dcrlved^rorthfw'* ?T ^^" ^*'" ^P^^»*'' ^hi^h isaenvea irom the word Aperire, to open. The alliwmn
js obvious. April is the moist budding monthrnourSwith a temate rains and sunshine. Nature afterTh«£j«unequivocal rigour of winter, seeim ofake del chl^n

toyeXS^^eTt^Ti'^r
cold and heat; but the waterinrtL ^getat "n^^^th

S} x'estedtM : ZuZz;^''^' ^r^- -r
plants visiblyjike a lady aTEeT^^indo''^

^^^^^ h-

Ma^l? w r^
^^'^

l^""« ''"^ youthfulness of the yearMarch was like an honest blustering servant brinrinahome buiis and flowers for his young mistress Ami i^

she' add? of r"'"^
forth adonfed w^Hher* To?h e

fmn^t '?
n'''' r^' ^^aring.columbines. jonquils, lad^^smocks, al silver white,' lilies of the vallev theychnis, fumitory, alysson Cretan. gentianeUas n'ulsatillas moth-mullein, ornithogalum,%axi-fr;g^^^^

enmiw ^'^'
'"™f°" P^°".>'' °^ P'^^y' one of whTch is

the iL° ^""^
^
^'^^'"« "^^^ «"d ^«^tre to twenty of

ni!
^h^^,?^crnal floAvers. Shakespeare seems to have

B^Z'ot
''°'"^'' ^'""*^ "' *^« contrast when he

Banks with pionied and lilied brims.

«i ^^*¥ f^*^°" ^^ ^^^' and the places where thev arpplanted favourable, and taken care olthe dehcate

Xm of il. H ^l^''^'' ^
*^'^ barberry, of the cheny.Pium, of the double-flowering cherry, the bird-cherrvthe sweet-scented and sweet-namedZkeysucSe.hy^rl:

I*-
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cums, the blackthorn or sloe, laburnum or gold-chain

(truly so called), the service or sorb-apple, scorpion-

Banna, privet (the ligustrum of Virgil), the apricot,

peach, and nectarine, lilacs, laurustinuses, the laurel vul-

garly so called, more properly the lauro-^erasus,* and

lastly the real laurel of old, or bay-tree, which the Greeks

associated with every species of victory, which Sopho-

cles and Epaminondas thought of with reverence, which

Caesar wore day by day, and with which Petrarch was

cro'Tied in the capitol.

The swallow, whom the Greeks used to welcome with

a popular song, reappears at the beginning of this

month. The other birds of passage follow by degrees

;

and all the singing birds are now in full life, and saturate

the trees with music. The lark, climbing up above

them in the air, with his thrilling heart, seems to be

carrying one of their songs to heaven.

Hark, hark ! The lark

At heaven's gate sings.

And Phoebus 'gins arise.

His steeds to water at those springs

On chaliced flowers that lies :

And winking marybuds begin

To ope their golden eyes :

With every thing that pretty bin.

My lady sweet, arise. ShakespbaRE.

This is a serenade, and one of exquisite delicacy. What
Shakespeare might have said to the lark, had he

addressed him in the united spirit of modem philo-

sophy and ancient poetry, a living writer has shown

us:

—

' Evelyn says that if the lauro-cerasus, or cherry-laurel,

were not always suffered to run so low and shrubby, it

would make a handsome tree on a stem, with a hea-d

resembling the orange.—Since writing this note we have

seen it so cultivated ; and the look was still handsomer and

more diffuse than what we conceive of the orange in our

chmate.
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All the earth and air
With thy voice is loud,

As when night is bare.
From one lonely cloud

Themoon rains out herbeams, and heaven is overflowed.

What thou art we know not

;

What is most like thee ?

From rainbow clouds there flow not
Drops so bright to see.

As from thy presence showers a rain of melody.

Like a poet hidden

^
In the light of thought,

Singing hymns unbidden
Till the world is wrought

To sympathy with hopes and fears it heeded not.

Like a high-bom maiden
In a palace tower,

Soothing her love-laden
Soul, in secret hour.

With music sweet as love, which overflows her bower.

Sound of vernal showers
On the twinkling grass,

Rain-awakened flowers.
All that ever was

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth ; urpasa.

Teach us, sprite or bird,
What sweet thoughts are thine :

I have never heard
Praise of love or wine

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine.

Better than all measures
Of delightful sound.

Better than all treasures
That in books are found.

Thy skill to poet were, thou scomer of the ground.

9'
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Teach me half the gladness
That thy brain must know.

Such harmonious madness
From my lips should flow,

The world should listen then, as I am listening now.'

The nightingale, this month, is recognized towards
evening, keeping up his inexhaustible song ; and, about
the middle of the month, the lover of nature, who
ventures among the hedges and fields io see how the

wild-flowers get forward, is happily startled with the

voice of the invisible cucV oo, repeating at intervals its

two fluty notes. The Greeks had songs also for tho

cuckoo ; and now that our days of poetry have returned

we too have a song for it as genuine as any of theirs :

—

O blithe new-comer ! I have heard,

I hear thee and rejoice :

O Cuckoo ! shall I call thee bird.

Or but a wandering voice V

While I am lying on the grass,

Thy loud note smites my ear !

From hill to hill it seems to pass,

At once far off and near !

The same »vhich in my schoolboy i&yA

I listened to ; that cry
Which made me look a thousac <vays.

In bush, and tree, and sky.

And I can listen to thee yet

;

Can lie upon the plain

And listen, till I do beget
That golden time again.'

April,howe^ 3r, is proverbial for its fickleness. All ita

promisesmaysometimesberetarded,sometime8 blighted,
by e return of frosty winds ; and the agriculturist,

* Prometheus Unbound, with other Poems, by Percy
Bysshe Shelley.

" Poems by Mr. Wordsworth, vol. i. p. 299.



APRIL sn
the more exuberant the season is, thinks with pr#»af«ranxiety of the next that depends ujion i^ The domesUocultivator of flowers should still tike particular care ofthem. Hardy annuals may still be planted • anemonpKS uA to'h'^"""'^ T'^' P-' Win^XuTd
bSlJ^^ . ^i,

^ preserved
; and autumnal floweringbulbs be taken up and transplanted. Shrubs on verffine days may now be brought into the babonLJ^

^n bu^thVt^'^'' "^*t *¥. «'«^^ «f the'pr^ng"^n
,

but the balconies should be defended from

leavS^n? n^f ^^ T^'^
'^^ "«^^ i« '^^ throughZ

Th2 Pl^^'^u' '^''. *^"^^ '^"d «^o'e vivid they lookThey seem to show the amber sunshine that nourshed

JULY
[A Year of Honeymoons]

liitfuTmonf?r^;»,'^'°^°'^«' ^°*' '^^3^' luxurious, de-lightful month for those who can do as thev please andw^o are pleaaed with what they do. The birds atesUent
;
we have no more cuckoo, no more nigh ingaLnature is basking in repose ; the cattle stand in thewater; shade is loved, an. .est after dinner Weun^rstand, m July, what the Spaniard means by his

^^'a ^^^ ^""^ V°^* ^^ *^« afternoon, near a tre^!

see^thrnT.??'^^^^'^ ^ P'^^^P^^* °f ^'^otter room.
^1«- T!^ foldmg-doors. in which the hot sun comesDeeping between Venetian blinds, is pleasant to Wssupmeness. T^e sensible thing is to lie on your back
gentlypiUowed'twixtheadandshoulders,the\ead^^^^^^^
mg on the end of the sofa, and to read-Hsteninrat

S^f the '^ '^Tf^ t'""'
^^"*«^' - t« tSe pi'gvisit of the bee. The thing, more sensible, is to havea companion who loves your book and you^elf anJ

ImusTn^tcCer' ^"^^'f^^
y°" can feT hef'read^

mS,r fV, k^tTT' ^° "^y afternoon before my
1? fiSf

^
't

^''^^/."^>'' ^^"8 *^^y' °^akes us think ofIt first. July and August are afternoon and evening

rM
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month.) AI \y and June are morning months; September

and Oct oh* ' are day months ; the rest are night montlw,

for firesid •«, unless we except April, and that iH lu* you

c ;l

can g< <

shr v\ !>,.

j'.ly, h(n

weakneei''.

afflufnt pj\

in p u'>lo

lily): fK«

*?ou may experience all the seasons in it,

ch the sunshine as you can, betwixt the

' er, though a lazy month, is not lazy from

f nature reposes, it is the reposf of

.- and sovereign beauty. The gardens are

and Kolri«>n. - ^d white splendour 'with the

trees (11 ill' ^est eruoerance ; the sky at it8

bl'ui - : tb. luu . full, snowy, and mountainous.

The g' nial nii v iC \e rain are collecting against the

time V »ien tl o hoi s -n shall bo too potent. The grandest

and I ' the «^uuvj t no the loveliest of the wild-flowers,

the <jnvolvulu8, is lording it in the hedges. In thi>

gard n, the nasturtium seems a flower born of firi-.

ThcK* is an exquisite flavour of something burning in it ->

taste. The daughter of Linnaeus found out that sparks

are emitted from the nasturtium in warm evcningn. It

was a piece of observation fit for the daughter of the-

great botanist, and has associated her memory with one

of the most agreeable secrets of nature. Female^ dis-

coveries ought to be in the region of the beautiful and

the sprightly. No disparagement to Miss Martineau,

who unites poetical and philosophical feeling to adegret^

hitherto displayed by none of her sex; and whose sphere

of the useful, being founded on sympathy, contains in

it all the elements of enjoyment. I mention this, be-

cause it has been strangely supposed of me. Charier.

Dalton,husband of Harriet D., that I havethrown divers

stones, yclept paragraphs, at the head of my wife's name-

sake ; which I should aa soon think of doing as being

angry with the summer sky.



OF DUMB ANIMALS

ON SEEING A PIGEON MAKE LOVE
[Wishing Cap Papers, Examiner, 1824]

Ut albulus Columbus, aut Adoneus ?—Catullus.
Which is he ? Pigeon, or Adonis 1

The French have a lazy way, in 8ome of their com-
positions, of MTiting prose and verse alternately. The
author, whenever it is convenient for him to be inspired
begins dancing away in rhyme. The fit over, ho goes
on as before, as if nothing had happened. Wo have
essays in prose and verse by Cowley (a delightful book)
in which the same piece contains both ; but with one
exception, they are rather poc^ms with long prefaces.

if ever this practice is allowable, it is to a periodica!
MTiter in love with poetry. He is obliged to write
prose

; he is tormented with the desire of venting him-
self m rhyme

; ho rhymes, and has not leisure to go on
Uehold me, as a Frenchman would say, with my rhyme
and my reason !

The following verses were suggested by a sight of »
pigeon making love. The scene took place in a lari^n
sittmg-room, where a beau might have followed a ladv
up and down with as bustling a solicitation ; he could
not liave done it with more. The birds had been
brought there for sale ; but they knew no mor(3 of thi.-
than two lovers whom destiny has designs upon. The
gentleman was as much at his ease as if he had been a
iiond Street lounger pursuing his fair in a solitary stre-^t.
1 must add, as an excuse for the abruptness of the ex-
ordium, that the house belonged to a poet of my ac-
quaintance, who was in the room at the same time. *

^ Lord Byron. The house was the Casa Saluzzi, at
Albaro, near Genoa.

>-|
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Is not the picture strangely like ?

Doesn't the very bowing strike ?

Can any art of love in fashion

Express a more prevailing passion ?

That air—that sticking to her side-

That deference, ill concealing pride,-*-

That seeming consciousneaa of coat,

And repetition of one note,

—

Ducking and tossing back his head.

As if at every bow he said,
^

' Madam, by Heaven,'—or ' Strike me dead.

And then the lady ! look at her

:

What bridling sense of character !

' How she declines, and seems to go,

Yet still endures him to and fro ;

Carrying her plumes and pretty clothings.

Blushing stare, and mutter'd nothings,

Body plump, and airy feet.

Like any charmer in a street.

Give him a hat beneath his wing.

And is not he the very thing ?

Give her a parasol or plaything.

And is not she the very she-thing ?

My companion, who had run the round of the great

•world, seemed to be rather mortified than otherwise at

this spectacle. It was certamly calculated, at first

blush, to damp the pride of the circles : but upon re-

flection, it seemed to afford a considerable lift to beaux

and belles in ordinary. It seemed to show how much

of instinct, and of the common unreflecting coiu-se of

things, there is even in the gallantries of those who

flatter themselves that they are vicious. Nobody ex-

pects wisdom in these persons ; and if they can be found

to be less guilty than is supposed, the gain is much

:

for, as to letting the dignity of human nature depend

upon theirs, on the one hand, orexpecting to bring about

any change in then: conduct by lecturing them on their

faults, on the other, it is a speculation equally hopeless.
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If a man of pleasure ' about town '
is swayed bv

anything, it is by a fear of becoming ridiculous. If hemust continue in his old courses, it is pleasant to knowlum for what he is, and that pigeons are not confined
to the gaming-table.

I once followed a young man of fashion in and out a
variety of streets at the west end of the town, through
which he was haunting a poor blushing damsel, whoappeared to be at once distressed by him and endan-
geretl 1 thought she seemed to be wishing for some-
thing to turn the scale in favour of her self-denial : and
1 resolved to furnish it. Could the consequences of his
success have rested entirely with himself, I saw enough
pt the piqeon in him not to have been so ill-bred as to
SPO" sport

; but considering, as times go, that what
18 sport to the gentleman in these cases is very often
death to the lady, I found myself compelled to be rudeand conscienti. is. In vain he looked round every nowand then, putting on his best astonishment, and cursine.no doubt, theindelicacyi the fellow.' There I wa?
^r.u'' i,'''^°^^?>T''*'°'^°K *o *"8 «kirts, wondering
whether he would think me of importance enough for a
challenge, and by what bon-mot or other iiwenious
bafflmg of his resentment I should contrive atonce to
Have our life and the lady. At length he turns abruptly
across the street, and I follow the poor girl, tiU she wm
at a safe distance. I caught but one other glimpse ofher face, which was a« red as scarlet. I fancied, when
ail was safe, that some anger against her deliverer miirhtmmg e with her blushes, and was obliged to encourage
myself gainst a sort of shame for my interference. Iwished I could have spoken to her ; but this was im-
possible

;
nay, considering the mutual tenderness ofmy virtue at that instant, might have been dangerous.

f>o 1 made my retreat in the same manner as my gentle-man
;
and have thought of her face with kindncM ever

smce.

To return to our pigeons :—the description given in
theverses is true to the letter. The reader mustnot think
>t a poetical exaggeration. If he has never witneaaed

1" HURT Y

•ft
f (
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an exhibition of the kind, he has no conception of the

high human hand with which these pigeons carry it.

The poets indeed, time out of mind, have taken amatory

iUustrations from them; but the literal courtship sur-

passes them all. One sight of a pigeon paymg his

Addresses would be sufficient to unsettle m our mmds

all those proud conclusions which we draw respiting

the difference between reason and instinct. U this is

mere instinct as distinguished from reason, if a bird

follows another birdup anddown bya simple
mechanical

impulse, giving himself all the airs and graces imagin-

abfe, excitingM many in his mistress, anduttenng every

moiient articuhite sounds which we are no more bound

to suppose deficient in meaning t.han a pigeon would be

warranted in supposing the same of our own speech

then reason itsefi may be no more than a mechanical

impulse. It has nothing better to show for It. Our

mechanism may possess a greater variety of movements,

Tnd be more ad^ted to a variety of circumstances

;

but if there is not variety here, and an adaptation to

circumstances, I know not where there is. If it be

answered, that pigeons would never make love in any

other manner, under any circumstances. wedofP*f^Z
that. Have people observed them sufficiently to Imow

that they alw^ make love equally well ?, H they have

varied at any time, they may vary agam. Our own

m^^ of coirtship axe \mdoubtedIy very numerous

:

and some of them are as different from others, as the

courtship of the pigeon itself from that of the hog. But

though we are observers o! r-rbelves, have we yet ob-

servSl other animals sufficiently to pronounce "pon the

Umite of their capacity ? We are apt to suppose that

all sheep and oxen resemble one another m the face.

The sliffhtest observation convinces us that their coun-

tenancS are a« various as those o^J^f '

.^o^
-^^J-',

to know that the shades and modifications of the r

character and conduct are not as various ? A well-S nation would hardly look more vanousin the

eves of a bee, than a swarm of bees does m our own.^ Snuter differences in our conduct would esc^F
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fei^"^*"* i the habit of observing us, and because
their own are of another sort. How are we to say that

,w ?i!^l^ i"?«^ *?^°' ^ "^ ' E^e^y fresh speculation
into the habits and manners of that singular UtSe peoplepr^uces new and extraordinary discoveries. Thebesm Buffon a time were in the habit, when they built their

mZoK P^°^1'°« /o' t ""^^^^ departure from themore obvious rules of architecture, which at a particular
part of the construction became necessary. Buflfon in-gemously argued, that because they always practised
this secret geometry, and never did otherwSe, theirapparent c^eparture itself was but another piece of in-
stinct

;
and he concluded that they always had done so

iTif^^t^^^^^/J-
^^^iWytheywiU; buttheconcZion

IS not made out by his argument. A being who knows
?w t ^"^^^ *^?^^ *^*" ^« d« °^gl^* a«^well assertthat because we have not arrived at certain parts of hi^

S^\'^^ never shaU. Observe the^vast timewhich it takes us, with all our boasted reason, to attainto improvements m our own arts and sciences : thinkhow httle we know after all ; what Uttle certainty wehave respecting periods which are but as yeste^vcomparea^th tfie mighty lapse of time ; Jnd judgehow much nght we have to say. This we never did!
-Ous we shall never be able to do.

iJJ'ri''^^
°^ some beavers, that when they were putmto a situation yery different from their orSLary one.and incited to builrfa house, they set about theifwwkm a style as ingeniously adapted as possible to their newwrcumstances Buffon might sa3rthey had been in

this situation before ; he might also a^ue thaTthey
were provided with an instinct against the emergencyUne argument appears to me as good as the other. Butunder the circumstances he might tell us that thevwould probably act with stupidity. And whSi is doneby many human beings? Is our reason as good for us
aJl on one occasion as another ? The individuals of thesame race of ammaJs are not all equally clever, any morethan ourselves. The more they come under our Lpe^
tion (as m the case of dogs), the more varieties we^.

y2

\'i
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cem in their characters and understandings. The most

philosophical thing hitherto said on the subject appears

to be that of Pope.
' I shall be very glad,' said Spence, ' to see Dr. Hales,

and always love to see him, he is so worthy and good

a man.' Pope. ' Yes, he is a very good man ; only

I'm sorry he has his hands so much imbrued in blood.'

Spbncb. ' What ! he cuts up rats ?
' Popb. ' Aye,

and dogs too ! ' (With what emphasis and concern,

cries Spence, he spoke it.) ' Indeed, he commits most

of these barbarities with the thought of being of use to

man ; but how do we know that we have a right to kill

creatmr^s that we are so little above as dogs, for our

curiosity, or even for some use to us ? ' Spbncb. ' I

used to cairy it too far : I thought they had reason as

well as we.' Popb. ' So they have, to be sure. All

our disputes about that are only disputes about words.

Man has reason enough only to know what is necessary

for him to know, and dogs have just that too.' Spbncb.
' But then they must have souls too, as imperishable

in their nature as ours ? ' Popb. ' And what harm

would that be to us ?

'

All this passage is admirable, and helps to make us

love, as we ought to do, a man who has contributed so

much to the entertainment of the world.

That dogs, like men, have ' reason enough only to

know what is necessary for them to know,' is, of course,

no argument against their acting in a new manner under

ncrel circumstances. It is the same with us. Necessi-

ties alter with circumstances. There is a well-authenti-

cated story of a dog, who, having been ill-treated by a

larger one, went and brought a still larger dog to avenge

his cause, and see justice done him. When does a

human necessity reason better than this ? The greatest

distinction between men and other animals appears to

consist in this, that the former make a point of culti-

vating their reason ; and yet it is impossible to say that

nothing of the kind has ever been done by the latter.

Birds and beasts in general do not take the trouble of

going out of their ordinary course : but is the ambition
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of the common run of human beings any ereater '
Have not peasants and mechanics, and even those whoflounsh and grow learned under establishments, anequal tendency to deprecate the necessityof innovation'

with h?«^ojr "* «° T "7*^ ^'' °^^ P'°"8h, a weaverwith his old loom, and a placeman with his old opinions,
to all eternity, if ,t were not for the restlessness of indi-
viduals

; and these are forced to battle their way
against a thousand prejudices, even to do the greatest
good. An established critic has not always a right totnumph over the learned pig. ^ **

We have been told that the ' swinish multitude ' are
better without books. Now the utmost which the
holders of this opinion can say for the superior reason
of their species 18, that pigs dispense already with a

SfpZf^^'^'''t'"^ ''.
"''^J

'°^ °^^"- They teU uJ, never-
theless (and I receive the text with reverence), that aday shall come when the lion will lie down with thelamb

; and yet they will laugh in your face if you
suspect that beasts may be improvable creaturesf oreven that men mav deserve to be made wiser. Butthey will say that this great event is not to be brought
about by knowledge. Some of their texts say other-

,wC .^.^^.^ye that all which they know of the matter
is, that It will not be brought about by themselves.

JBut we must not be led away from the dignity of our
subject by the natural tendencies of these gentlemenHuman means are divine means, if fhe end be divine.
Without controverting the spirit of the text in question.
It would be difficult, from what we see already of thepower of different animals to associate kindly with each
other(8uch as lions with little dogs, cats and birds in thesame cages, &c), to pronounce upon the limits of im-
provabihty in the brute creation, as far as their organs
Tnllallow.Iwouldnotventure to assert that, in thecourse
Of ages, and by the improved action of those causes
Which give rise to their present state of being, the oreana
themselves will not undergo alteration. There is alartm the pectoral conformation of the male human beinKwnich IS a great puzzle to the anatomists, and reminds

f' I
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us of one of Plato's reveries on the original state of

mankind. When the Divine Spirit acts, it may act

through the medium of human knowledge and will, as

well as any other,—as well as through the trunk of a

tree in the pushing out of a blossom. New productions

are supposed to appear from time to time in the rest of

the creaturea : old ones are supposed to have become

Be this as it may, wc are not to conclude that the

world always was and always will be such as it is, simply

because the Uttle space of time during which we know

of its existence offers to us no extraordinary novelty.

The humiUty of a philosopher's ignorance (and there is

more humility in his very pride than in the ' prostration

of intellect ' so earnestly recommended by some persons)

is sufficient to guard him against this conclusion, setting

aside Plato and the mammoth.
With respect to other animals going to heaven, our

pride smiles in a sovereign manner at this speculation.

We have no objection, somehow, to a mean origin ;
but

we insist that nothing less dignified than ourselves can

be immortal. I wish I could settle the question. I

confess (if the reader will allow me to suppose that

I shall go to heaven, which does not require much

modesty nowadays) I would fain have as much company

as possible; and He was of no different opinion who

told us that a time should come when the suckmg child

should play with the asp. We see that the poet had

no more objection to his dog's company in a state of

bliss, than the ' poor Indian,' of whom he speaks in his

Essay.^ We think we could name other celebrated

authors, who would as Uef take their dogs into the next

world as a king or a bishop, and yet thev have no ob-

jection to either. We may conceive much less pleasant

additions to our society than a flock of doves, which,

indeed, have a certain fitness for an Elysian state. We
would confine our argument to one simple question,

which the candid reader will allow us to ask him :—

* Pope's Essay on Man, Ep. i. 1. 99.

—

Ed.
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'Does not Tomkins go to heaven ?' Has not the veriest
bumpkin of a squire, that rides after the hounds, an
immortal soul ? If so, why not the whole pack ? It
may be said, that the pack are too brutal and blood-
thirsty : they would require a great deal of improve-
ment. Well, let them have it, and the squire along
with them. It has been thought by some that the
brutal, or those who are unfit for heaven, will be annihi-
lated. Others conceive that they will be bettered in
other shapes. Whatever be the case, it is difficult to
think that many beasts and birds are not as fit to go
to heaven at once as many human beings,—people who
talk of their seats there with as much confidence as if
they had booked their names for them at a box-office.
To our humble taste, the goodness and kindness in the
countenance of a faithful dog are things that appear
almost as fit for heaven as serenity in a human being.
The prophets of old, in their visions, saw nothing to
hinder them from joining the faces of other animals with
those of men. The spirit that moved the animal was
everything.

It was theopinion of a late writer, that theimmortality
of the soul depended on the cultivation of the intellect.
He could not conceive how the sots and fools that
abound on this earth could have any pretensions to
eternity

; or with what feelings they were to enter upon
their new condition. There appears to be too much of
the pride of intellect in this opinion, and too little
allowance for circumstances ; and yet, if the dispensa-
tion that is to take us to heaven is of the exclusive
kmd that some would make it, this is surely the more
noble dogma. The other makes it depend on the mere
will of the Divinity, or (to speak plainly) upon a system
of favouritism, that would render a human tyranny
unbearable. I am not here speaking of the mild tenets
inculcated by the spirit of the Church of England, but
of those of certain sects. In neither case would the
majority of us have much better pretensions to go to
heaven than the multitude of other animals; nor,
perhaps, a jot more, if we knew all their thoughts and

:^= ml
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feelings. But I wander out of our subject, and grow

more positive than becomes a waking dream.

To conclude with the pleasant animals with whom
we commenced, there is a flock of pigeons in the

neighbourhood where we are writing,* whom I would

willingly suppose to be enjoying a sort of heaven on

earth. The place is fit to be their paradise. There is

plenty of food for them, the dovecots are excellent, the

scene full of vines in summer-time, and of olives all the

year round. It happens, in short, to be the very spot

where Boccaccio is said to have laid the scene of his

Decameron. He lived there himself. Fiesole is on the

height ; the Valley of Ladies in the hollow ; the brooks

all poetical and celebrated. As we behold this flock of

doves careering about the hamlet, and whitening in and

out of the green trees, we cannot help fancying that they

are the souls of the gentle company in the Decameron,

come to enjoy in peace their old neighbourhood. We
think, as we look at them, that they are now as free from

intrusion and scandal as they are innocent ; and that

no falcon would touch them for the sake of the story

they told of him.'

Ovid, in one of his elegies,' tells us that birds have a

Paradise near Elysium. Doves, be sure, are not omitted.

But peacocks and parrots go there also. The poet

was more tolerant in his orni-thedogy than the priests i?i

Delphos, who, in the sacred groves about their temple,

admitted doves, and doves only.

* At Maiano, near Ficrence.
" The well known and beautiful story of the Deeameran.

Mr. Procter has touched it in a high and worthy strain o£

enthusiasm in his Dramatic Sketcltea.

' Amorum, lib. ii. eleg. 6.
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THE ANXIETIES OF PIGDRIVING
[Companion, J^Iarch 26, 1828J

From the perusal of this article we beg leave to warn
t!^ "°i.!!5y

°1**" Companions (who aiS doubt esT?™
readers of all denominations, whether of the 'infat

Jh^'J' '^^ r'^"'
Wam-did we say ? We S^vethem off

;
for Horace tells us that they, as wells as Dimare to be so treated. Odi profanum VL/^ "aAc^

Smifh w1.° !?r.'"°l*H"« '"' gSeXdc^'ol
' eve^hL i. ;a'f

* ™*^^ thy bear-Ieader denounce
hXT *^-" ** ^""^

' *^** thou. Bickerstaff. who
?n^ IT-

^^*°'^? "P°° publichouses and puppet-shows"

thatSt"^/*^^"'
^^°" ^^^ g'^^t RichaXn, lesHnthat mat er (and some others) than thyself, did accuseof vulganty.because thou didstdiscem Batumi genSy

LLn^ ""*?' *"5 y^*7*«* "°t to be taken in by theairs of Pamela and my Lady G.
"^

The title is a little startling ; but ' style and sentiment.' as a lady said. ' can do anything? Rememllrthen, gentle reader, that talents are not to beXsSsS
muddV'^'^1:?^°i"'^• Wewilladd.norTtS^
muoaiest. Ihe other day we were among a set nf
spectators, who could nothelp stopping to Idmire thepatience and address with which a pigrdriv^Zdd ed

'W dT^-il TT^ *^il^^°^«
of ^ccommoda?^^

eieves down a street m the suburbs. He was a borngenms for a manoeuvre. Had he originated in a hi^Ssphere, he would have been a general, or a Semanager, or at least the head of a set of monkr Con-«»ctmg interests were his forte : pig-headed wlls and

SST^TowT^"" Toseethe^^nrf^ftbwLich'Se

vet inmnS? *^°r""?' /^* ^™ '
*»o^ encouraging.

^SotShS^ V ^T !"1^^*'^« °^ the space on "achs«ae of him. and yet of the line before him ; how ceneral

&r'heid''-.TP^^^^S' No barber's cou'l^urerabout a head with more lightness of apprehension ,•
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no cook's pat up andproportion the side of a pastywith

a more final eye. 'Die whales, quoth old Chapman,

speaking of Neptune

The whales exulted under him, and knew their mighty

king.

The pigs did not exult, but they knew their king.

UnwiUing was their subjection, but * more in sorrow

than in anger.' They were too far gone for rage.

Their case was hopeless. They did not see why they

should proceed, but they felt themselves bound to do

so ; foVoed, conglomerated, crowded onwards, i"Mist-

ibly compelled by fate and Jenkins. Often would they

have bolted under any other master. They svie^ed

and grunted as in ordinary ; they sidled, they shuffled,

they half stopped ; they turned an eye t« aU theJittle

outlets of escape ; butmvam. There they stuck (for

their very progress was a sort of sticking), charmed mto

the centre of the sphere of his action, laying their heads

together, but to no purpose ; looking aU as if they were

shrugging their shoulders, and eschewmg the Up-wid of

the whip of office. Much eye had they to their left leg ;

shrewd backward glances ; not a little anticipative

sQueak, and sudden rush of avoidance. It was a super-

fluous clutter, and they felt it ; but a pig finds it more

difficult than any other animal to accommodate himself

to circumstances. Being out of his pale, he is in the

highest state of wonderment and inaptitude. He is

sluBBish, obstinate, opinionate, not very social ;
has no

desire of seeing foreign parts. Think of him m a multi-

tude, forced to travel, and wondermg what the devil it

is that drives him. Judge by this of the talents of his

We beheld a man once, an inferior genius, inducting

a pig into the other end of Long Lane, Smithfaeld. He

h^ got him thus far towards the market. It was

much. His air announced success in nine parts out ot

ten. and hope for the remainder. It had been a happy

morning's work : he had only to look for the tenmna-

tion of it ; and he looked (as a critic of an exalted turn
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of mmd would gay) in brightness and in joy. Thenwould he go to the pubUc house, and indul^T^ porter

a? fi«? T"^* "^""'^ ?*'^^*P* ^^^'^o^W nSt saymuchat first, beuiK oppressed with the greatness of hissuccj^
;

butW degrees. especiaUy if inteSogat^ howould open, Uke Aeneas. intVall the circuSSton^ ofhis journey and the perUs that beset him. SSHnd

S^i'^^ii'^ "^ ^. P'°«^«« '
glorio'". though wuTi;quickened puke, his triumphal entry. DeUcate had

:^ u *t.^"T We saw him with the radiance ofeome such thougU on his countenance. Heww^u^t

?a^ A H ^^"^^'yfo^^oy into this his LMt thorough

Snn„ K ?^
'"°''*^ ^.^ »"*« * ""le agitation, darting

Ji^^&ir "*^i?
"^""."'^ *^ ^°'^««' °ot without a happ?

Sm^h TK*'^''^™l?n"'
^^ ^" "'^ *»^« borders^ o^

rnT&K^^?'^ still required care. It was evidenUy
P»« ^tj all the peculiar turn of mind of his soecies •

frM^r
*»^'^*70'^<i°ot niove faster than he S,Jdhelp

'

SfS'" ^^^l^^^^V Pi^^king objections, and proSe

hu^l^V * ''^'^P ^^K"" ^^'^^^'^^y *o take every p^?h^t^tBe pioper one. and with a sidelong tact Xr the

He bolts

!

He's off ! -Evasit, erupU.

aeaSst ^TtlA «f
°l*™ed the man. dashing his handagamst his head, hftmg his knee in an agonv andscreammg with aU the weight of a prophecy whkh th«

u^?^i^fl7 '.
'"'' ^^""^ °' ^'" «o^ sometimes, drivingup Duke Street, and not to be comforted in BarbicM?

If
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ELEPHANT AND GIRAFFE

[From • A Visit to the Zoological Garden*,' New Monthly

Magazine, August, 1836]

Th« elephant would seem to be more comfortably

situated than most. He has water to bathe in, mud to

stick in, and an area many times bigger than himself

for his circuit. Very interesting is it to see him throw

bits of mud over himself, and to see, and hear him, suck

the water up in his trunk and then discharge it into his

great red throat ; in which he also receives, with sage

amenity, the biscuits of the ladies. Certainly, the more

one considers an elephant, the more he makes good hw

claim to be considered the Doctor Johnson of the brute

creation. He is huge, potent, sapient, susceptible of

tender impressions ; is a good fellow ; likes as much

water as the other did tea ;
gets on at a great uncouth

rate when he walks ; and though perhaps less irritable

and melancholy, can take a witty revenge ; a« witness

the famous story of the tailor that pricked him, and

whom he drenched with ditch-water. If he were su( -

denly gifted with speech, and we asked him whether he

liked his imprisonment, the first words he would utter

would unquestionably be—' Why, no, sir.' Nor is it

to be doubted, when going to dinner, that he would

echo the bland sentiment of our illustrious countryman

on a like occasion. ' Sir, I like to dine.' If asked his

opinion of his keeper he would say, ' Why, sir, Hipkins

is, upon the whole, " a good fellow,"-like myself, sir

(«mt7tn^),—but not quite so considerate ; he knows 1

love him, and presumes a little too much upon my for-

bearance. He teases me for the amusement of the by-

standers. Sir, Hipkins takes the display of allowance

for the merit of ascendancy.'
, i *i

This is what the elephant manifestly thought on the

present occasion ; for the keeper set a little dog at hiii),

less to the amusement of the bystanders than he fancied;

and the noble beast, after butting the cur out of the way.
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and taking care to spare him as he advanced (for one
tread of his foot would have smashed the little per-
tmaciouB wrotch as flat as a pancake), suddenly madea stop and. in rebuke of l)oth of them, uttered a high
indignant scream, much resembling a score of cracked
trumpets.
Enter the three lady-like and mimt curious eirafles.

probably called forth iy the noise ; which they toothowever, with great calmness. On inspection, their
faces express insipidity and imLlferBnce more than any-
thing else-at least the one that wt- looked at did : butthey are interesting from thrir d <velU, and from asingular look of cleanliness d.-licacy. and ulinement
mixed with a certain gaucht^iti. ari, ing from their 1 .njr'

f^r^'^/n^K-
V?"^ the disparity of 1, ng.n b.(,veen theS

fore and hind egs. They look like young' ladies ofanimals, naturally not ungraceful, but witli bad habits
Iheir necks are not on a line with their fore leg«. perpen-
dicular and held up ; nor yet arched like horses' necks ;but made a feeble-looking, obtuse angle, completely an-

;rfr«
^ '^rj^o^d • poking.' The leis come Sp so cJe

to the necks, that in front they appear to have no bodies;
the back slopes like a hill, producing the singuUr dis-
parity between the legs ; and the whole animal, being

fit 7:i l?^*'''°'°"'*^'
*"^ ^^^ Ke^t'*"' «L^es you aS

Idea of delicacy amounting to the fragile. iThe le*g8 lookas If a stick would break them in two. Hke glass. Add
U) this, a slow and uncouth lifting of the legs, as they
walk, as if steppmg over gutters ; and the effect is justsuch as has been described,-the strangest mixture inthe world of elegance and uncouthness. The people incharge of them seemed to be constantly curry-combingthem after a gentle fashion, for extreie cleinliness ifnecessary to their health ; and the novelty of the
spectacle is completed by the appearance of M. Thibaut

Z u^fu^ ^^^ *"^ beard.-the Frenchman whobrought them over. The one we spoke of, moving its

E* " the expression of its countenance, helpedUse f to amouthful of feathers out of a lady's bon^eLaa It stooped over the rails.
^

.5

^'**>

in
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BEARS

[TMerTalk}

It is natural in bear-hunters, who have witnessed tho

creature's ravages, and felt the peril of his approach, to

call him a ferocious animal, and gift him at times with

other epithets of objection; but we who sit in our

closets, far removed from the danger, may be allowed

to vindicate the character of the bear, and to think that

Bruin, who is only labouring in his vocation, and is not

more ferocious than hunger and necessity make him,

might, with at least equal reason, have advanced some

objections against his invader. Ho might have said,

if he possess^ a little Aesopean knowledge of mankind,
' Here, now, is a fellow coming to kill me for getting my
dinner, who eats slaughtered sheep and lobsters boiled

alive ; who, with the word " ferocity " in his mouth,

puts a ball into my poor . i, just as the highwayman
vindicates himself by abusing the man he shoots ; and

who then writes an account of his humane achievement

with a quill plucked from the body of a bleeding and

screaming goose.'

Or, knowing nothing of mankind, he might say,

* Here comes that horrid strange animal to murder us,

who sometimes has one sort of head and sometimes

another (hat and cap), and who carries another terrible

animal in his paw—a kind of stifiE snake—which sendd

out thunder and lightning ; and so he ^oints his snake

at us, and in an instant we are filied with burning

wounds, and die in agonies of horror and desperation.'

There is much resemblance to humanity in the hear. I

woiild not make invidious comparisons ; but travellers

as well as poets have gi^en us beautiful accounts of the

maternal aflfections of the bear ; and furthermore, the

animal rraembles many respectable gentlemen whom
we could name. When he wishes to attack anybodhjr ho

rises on his hind legs, as men do in the House of Com-

mons. He dances, as aldermen do, with great solemnity
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and weight

;
and his general appearance, when vou seehim walUg about the streets with his keeper isCrdvhke that of many a gentleman in a greattJo^t whosjenormity of appetite and the recklessness with whS homdulges It. entitle him to have a keeper also

TURKEYS

[Table-Talk]

It is amusing to see the turkey strutting and gobblingabout the homestead. He looks like a burlesque on thfpeacock. Good old Admirals.! How sor^\e ^as tohear the simile
; and ^hat good things he had to sav

Zot 7^.^ °^ *"'^"y^ ^" «^°«^^>' «^d of a forces

iSil*^^ '*^p'^ particular. But is it not true ?

hS J^^n ' or*T?^' **
nT* *°u«^^ "P ^ sensation withnis tail, or what is called such. Look at the short-coming size of It. the uncouth heaviness of his body, the

?nSihiJT''''^'''l°^^''.^°^°^«' *^<1' «bove allfthat

nSt ?r°« ^*^^ °^ *^^ ^^^^ «^d throat into anntensity of the arrogant and self-sati.fied ! He look*

liLt
^°^"^«t fop in a paroxysm of conceit. John

^o^Z Zr^^u ^i^^ "^^'•*"*^^ °^ MarmadukeSi f
^^^^^' 7^^^ ^^ «^°»Ped the ground in a

hl^iT J 5°™P ^l^ ""^""'^y- ^""^^ Doddington mighthave looked so. when he first put on his peer's rob~r8

o^fiSbh ?t^^r'^^ ^^r * l^^l^'ng-glass!^ The name
?n W? /^^ turkey-hke. The bird's familiar name
BuK T l*"* n'^^'l'y

expressive of its appearance, isBubbiy Jock. Goethe says that Nature haTa lurking
sense of comedy in her, and sometimes intends to bejocose

;
and it is not difficult to imagine it when one

considers that she includes art, and comedy itseff? and
13 the mventress of turkeys.
The turkey is a native of America, and Frank]ir>

recommended it for the national symbol !

'"^''^^'''

I

i!
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THE WEATHER
A NOW. OP A HOT DAY

[Indicator, June 28, 1820J

surround her, and eoes Venid Stwu"""''* v^poms to
can

; till Phoebu8^?omTnll^i^-*^t'? ''' ^°°g ^^ «he

everythingoutoftheskv and^nn "I
^'' P°^^^' '""J^^

empire frL hil\tS' ^fb'^ms^'Xth^'^^P*^^begins to make his swppn.-nr *
-^^^ *^® mower

resorts oftener to fheS^N^ortl' ""T ''l'^^^^^''
^"^

of his load of hay.orploS withZ t^ T^^l '^''^P« «-t^P
looking out with eve, wiri^^^^'^'^^^h^^^Jio^Wer,
andwithahilchunCdof nn^ T^T.^> ^^^^'"g hat
the little girl at he?randi.nri?

'?'' ""{ ^'^ '"^"t'^- Now
the coach!s that gol^v w^r?"' K '°??g^ ^°°^ ^^^ches
sunny forehlaS NoVlaLtZ^T^^^'^^?^ °^'^^ ^^^^^

their white shirts aUhedoor^Xr«I,^ '''''"« '"

an elm is fine there with « ^^^l %^ alehouses. Now
drink out of thMrouJh st..f.?* "??r ^^ '' '^"d horse,
with loosened colS' and thl"? "

^'""^'"^ "^^'^"^

glass of ale, havingTe^n vSthotf o'^7"''
'^"^ ^^^ h>«

minutes
; knd his Ce^t«nl "^ ^?' "'^'"^ ^^^^ t^"

givingsharpshiv^ersoThis k?n an^^^^^
^'/'^" "'^''

his ineflFectual docked tiil T„S'
a^d moving to and fro

the host's daughtcT!lmi^tream?n^.^^
go^vn and earrings, caTvfnlw^f^'J^

^°''? '" *» ""^ered
«ng.rs the foamfng gZV fi whll ".?^ ^f ^^"^*''^"'

has drank it.she refcfvcs wi^hI i'/*^""
^^'^ ^''''''^^^'^

jmotherway.thelaXtwo^^^^^^^^^
the traveller, nodding his ruddv faJ 1 ° '^^' ""'^•'''

oomphment to her bffo e hfdrTnt sudfL' M'^^^^^m you, my dear, than thftumbler^ or .ViP*^^'for you, my Jove, if you'll marry mo ''• ~^' \^J. ^^1'.
L. HUNT ».

y ^^
.
upon -vrhjcn, jr

f I

li:

'i^_^!fM--4^v-i'3^>A_'Hiiit'.':v^|;-,'*»i»i^^^
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the man is good-looking and the lady in good-humour,

she smiles and bites her lips, and says, ' Ah—men can

talk fast enough '
; upon which the old stage-coach-

man, who is buckling something near her, before he sets

off, says in a hoarse voici?, ' So can women too for that

matter,' and John Boots grins through his ragged red

locks, and dotes on the repartee all the day after. Now
grasshoppers ' fry,' as Dryden says. Now cattle stand

in water, and ducks are envied. Now boots and shoes,

and trees by the roadside, are thick with dust ; and

dogs, rblling in it, after issuing out of the w at«r, into

which they have been thrown to fetch sticks, come
scattering horror among the legs of the spectators. Now
a fellow who finds he has three miles further to go in a

pair of tight shoes is in a pretty situation. Now rooms

with the sun upon them become intolerable ; and the

apothecary's apprentice, with a bittcruesw bej'ond aloes,

thinks of the pond he used to bathe in at school. Now
men with powdered heads (especially if thick) envy

those that are impowdered, and stop to wipe them up
hill, with countenances that seem to expostulate with

destiny. Now boys assemble round the village pump
with a ladle to it, and delight to make a forbidden

splash and get wet through the shoes. Now also they

make suckers of leather, and bathe all day long in rivers

and ponds, and follow the fish into their cool corners,

and say millions of ' My eyes
!

' at ' tittlebats.'

Now the bee, as he hums along, seems to be talking

heavily of the heat. Now doors and brick walls are

burning to the hand ; and a walled lane, with duat and

broken bottles in it. near a brick-field, is a thing not to

be thought of. Now a green lane, on the contrary,

thick-set with hedgerow elms, and having the noise of

a brook ' rumbling in pebble-stones,' is one of the

pleasantest things in the world. Now youths and

damsels walk through hay- fields, by chance ; and the

latter say, ' Ha' done then, William '
; and the over-

seer in the next field calls out to ' let thic thear hay

thear bide '
; and the girls persist, merely to plague

* guch a frumpish oiu fehow.'
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.J^,T' '"^ *"""'"' ^"'"''P^ ^^^ "lore than ever to oneanother, m rooms, in doorwavs and n»t Z L- a
always beginning ti.o convorsat';on'v^4'«:UgZuhe
5^ « overpowering. Now .blinds are iST^ and

with ti„.„„ister. that l^i^^Ut^S^l^riZthe water-cart, jumbiing along the middle of Utt ,trSr

d^vrefht/r;\°o%iif,h'tr!. "-'-•"?

\ olume. Nowfruiterers' shops and dairies look oleasant

Now Sfi' loite?t^ h'ir
^'^

*i°^^
^^° e^n g^tS:

offlowers and J.?n
'^'

'
/"^ P^°P'^ make%resent8

Hin«^ ! ' ^ ^ '"^ '^ P"^ »nt" Jce
; and the afti^r

£^^7t;r-oro?iofeSejs.r'-«

c.»chhatethesi,th^at™rwhol.t'r„gta"„d",S

and cooks are aggravated
; and the steam of a avem

jrr,=irr;[r;XnrSd'h^H

U..7 .
•

• '^ '"''"'' " '"' "'e'r l«Ppet« unpinned

na..^ .r„ atru.d „,.=.^ i„„k ,.„ig„|y hot; and the author,
z 2

I I
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who has a plate of strawberries brought him, finds that

be has come to the end of his writing.

We cannot conclude this article, however, without

returning thanks, both oa our own account and on that

of our numerous predecessors who have left so large a
debt of gratitude unpaid, to this very useful and ready

monosyllable
—

' Now.' We are sure that there is not

a didactic poet, ancient or modem, who, if ho possessed

a decent share of candour, would not bo happy to own
his acknowledgements to that masterly conjunction,

which possesses the very essence of wit, for it has the

talent qf bringing the most remote things together.

And its generosity is in due proportion to its talent, for it

always is most profuse of its aid where it is most wanted.

We must enjoy a pleasant passage with the reader on

the subject of this ' eternal Now ' in Beaumont and
Fletcher's play of The Woman Hater.—Upon turning to

it, we perceive that our illustrious particle does not make
quite so great a figure as we imagined ; but the whole
passage is in fo analagous a taste, and affords such an
agreeable specimen of the wit and humour with which

fine poets could rally the commonplaces of their art,

that we cannot help proceeding with it. Lazarello, a
foolish table-hunter, has requested an introduction to

the Duke of Milan, who has had a fine lamprey pre-

sented him. Before the introduction takes place, lie

finds that the Duke has given the fish away ; so that

his wish to be known to him goes with it ; and part of

the drollery of the passage arises from his uneasiness

at being detained by the consequences of his o^vn re-

quest, and his fear lest ho should be too late for the

lamprey elsewhere.

Count. {Aside to the Duke.) Let me entreat your Grace

to stay a little.

To know a gentleman, to whom yourself

Is much beholding. He hath made the sport

For your whole court these eight years, on my know-
ledge.

Duke. His name ?
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Count. Lazarello.

anithou Bhalt be^^SU ^th W^'f
"'"^ '"' *'"^-

he« u'pSVusS. '"™^' ""-^ ' """ »' --»"y stay

Laz. How must I speak to him ?

to^wIyo^Tt^fL'!:?"^'^' °^- ^" "^-* "-t talk

it please yrCrtl^'Lltiil';^^^^^^^^^ ?^; !
^^

three o'clock, so please my sove^eigll ''lor thus
:''

TT^°^5'''^
""''^y '^^"««» tl^^ro doth dwellUpon the sweet banks of the learned we 1And just so many strokes the clock hath kruck ' •

TdJcription. *^"' ^'^^ ""^^ '^^^ -^ tJ^- enter i^to

Laz. I hope I shall do it.

J^z. 1 Kiss the ox-hide of your Grace's fontCount. (^5*rfe to Laz.) Very Aveir-.W II vn„. r-
queation him a little ?

^ ''' ^°"^ ^^^^^^

Duke. How old are you ?

H<rf
\*^'" eicrht-and-tweiity several almanacsHave been compiled, all for several ye^rsSmce first I drew thin breath. Four^premieoshinsHave I most truly served in this v^Zl^'"'^^'^^^'^

*f
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And eight-and-twenty times hath Phoebiu car

Run out his yearly courae, since

DuKX. I understand you, sir.

Lucio. How like an ignorant poet he talks !

DuKB. You are eight-and-twenty years old ? What

time of the day do you hold it to be ?
, . , .

I AZ. About the time that mortals whet their knives

On thresholds, on their shoe-soles, and on stairs.

Now bread is grating, and the testy cook

Hath much to do now : now the tables all

Du^E. 'Tis almost dinner-time ?

Laz. Your Grace doth apprehend me very rightly.

A NOW. OF A COLD DAY

[London Journal, Dec. 3, 1834]

A FBiBND tells us, that having written a 'Now,'

descriptive of a hot day, we ought to write another,

descriptive of a cold one ; and accordingly we do so.

It happens that we are, at this minute, in a state

at once fit and unfit for the task, being in the con-

dition of the little boy at school, who, when asked

the Latin for ' cold,' said he had it ' at his fingers'

ends ' ; but this helps us to set off with a right taste

of our subject, and the fire, which is clicking in our

ear, shall soon enable us to handle it comfortably m
other respects.

Now, then, to commence.—But first, the reader who

is good-natured enough to have a regard for these papers

may choose to be told of the origin of the use of thi^^

word Now, in case he is not already acquainted with it.

It was suggested to us by the striking convenience it

affords to descriptive wi'iters, such as Thomson and

others, who are fond of beginning their paragraphs with

it, thereby saving themselves a world of trouble m
bringing about a nicer conjunction of the various parts

of their subject.

Now when tho first foul torrent of the brooks—
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Aow when the cheerless empire of the sky^

When now

—

Where now

—

For now—, &c.

or ^\7erteS'ilfn/?hV°'?^T"« '^^^'^^ ^'^'^om,

to thpm «« 11 '
^^^'^^ ^^^''''' '^hich was as usefuto them on all occasions as the And so of the Si

taJb, or to eommit some other piece of ullri^vivMrtTqh_« «cu«. . „a„ f™„ tl nicer propriS'S
But to begin.

n^rlS^^ilf
"""^^n* P««Pl« wake in the morning thevS with 'th
°''^^- ^''*^ '}''' ^^^' though Zyarlvvarm with their bodies, and exclaim, ' Here 's a dav

"

Tlf:ie^ P^;«"^^ «TP' and'the'bVwifh^tho

and LtW^n* ^ anybody can go to a cold ditch,

u^ h!
water-cresses, seems marvellous. Perhau^x.e hear great lumps in the street of soraeth nfffaK

the neighbouring houses thick with^ow. The brSth^sv^ible, issuing from the mouth as we lie. Now wThate
fn onel"£^^^^

^^"^ !?'^^^'*«' *"<J ^^^ the empty grat^m one s bedroom, and water freezes in ewers and vonmust set the towel upright on its on-n hard^^"' andS
Henus a aujj, brazen beam into one s room : or.

I I

3i

%
i
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if it is fine, the windows outside are stuck with icicles

;

or a detestable thaw has begun, and they drip ; but.

at all events, it is horribly cold, and delicate shavers

fidget about their chaml>ers, looking distressed, and
cherish their hard-hearted enemy, tlie razor, in their

bosoms, to warm him a little, and coax him into a con-

sideration of their chins. Savage is a cut, and makes
them think destiny really too hard.

ifow breakfast is fine ; and the fire seems to laugh

at us as we enter the breakfast-room, and say, ' Ha

!

ha ! h^re 'b a better room than the bcd-chambi r
!

' and

we ahiays poke it before we do anything cIro ; and
people grow selfish about seats near it ; and little boys

think their elders tyrannical for saying, ' Oh. ifou don't

want the fire ; your blood is young.' And truly that

is not the way of stating the case, albeit young blood is

warmer than old. Now the butter is too hard to spread;

and the rolls and toast arc at their maximum ; an^J He
former look gloriouH as they issue, smoking, out of the

flannel in which they come from the baker's ; and
people who come with single knocks at the door are

pitied ; and the voices of boys are loud in the street,

sliding, or throwing snowballs ; and the dustman's

bell sounds cold ; and wc wonder how anybo<ly can go

about selling fish, especially with that hoarse voice

;

and schoolboys hate their slates, and blow their fingers,

and detest infinitely the no-fire at school ; and the

parish- beadle's nose is redder than ever.

Now scunds in general are dull, and smoke out of

chimneys looks warm and rich, and birds are pitied,

hopping about for crumbs, and the trees look wiry and

chee.less, albeit they are still beautiful to imaginative

eyes, especially the evergreens, and the birch with l)oughs

like dishevelled hair. Now mud in roads is stiff, and

the kennel ices over, and boys make illegal slides in

the pathw^ays, and ashes are strewed before doors ; or

you crunch the snow as you tread, or kick mud-flakes

before you, or are horribly muddy in cities. But if it

is a hard frost, all the world is buttoned up and great-

coated, except ostentatious elderly gentlemen, and pre-
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man forocioiw H« i i
™*r"8 *^o Humane-Soc ety

doathrfrom which %LT^t '°"^^ «^^^ *»^«» *»>•"» **oni wnicii It 18 his business to savo thnm

chariot -^ 1 f^^f °"* ^ "P^*'^ '° ^ Countess in her

haUe.« «n3 ^^ J^^^^F *"^ effeminate pastiy-cookHatless and aproned, ,vnd with his hands in his breeches-
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pockets (as the graphic Cruikshank noticeth in his

almanac) stands outside his door, chilling his house-

hold warmth with attending to the ice which is brought

him, and seeing it unloaded into his cellar like coals.

Comfortable look the Miss Joneses, coming this way

•with their muffs and furs; and the baker pities the maid-

servant cleaning the steps, who, for her part, says, she

is not cold, which he finds it diificult to believe.

Now dinner rejoiceth the gatherers together, and cold

meat is despised, and the gout defieth the naorrow,

thinking it but reasonable, on such a day, to inflame

itself with * t'other bottle ' ; and the sofa is wheeled

round* to the fire after dinner, and people proceed to

bum their legs in their boots, and little boys their faces ;

and young ladies are tormented between the cold and

their complexions, and their fingers freeze at the piano-

forte, but they must not say so, because it will vex their

poor comfortable grand-aunt, who is sitting with her

knees in the fire, and who is so anxious that they should

not be spoilt.

Now the muflfin-bell soundeth sweetly in the streets,

reminding us, not of the man, but his muffins, and of

twilight, and evening, and curtains, and the fireside.

Now playgoers get cold feet, and invalids stop up every

crevica in their rooms, and make themselves worse

;

and the streets are comparatively silent : and the wind

rises and falls in moanings ; and fires bum blue and

crackle ; and an easy chair with your feet by it on a

stool, the lamp or candles a little behind you, and an

interesting book just opened where you left off, is a bit

of heaven upon earth. People in cottages crowd close

into the chimney, and tell stories of ghosts and murders,

the blue flame affording something like evidence of the

facts.

The owl, with all her feathers, is a-cold,'

» Keats, in The Eve of St. Agnes. Mr. Keats gave us

some touches in our account of the ' Hot Day '
(first

published in The Indicator) as we sat writing it in his com-

pany thirteen or fourteen years back. We have here made
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or you think her so. The whole country feels like a
petrifaction of slate and stilhiess, cut across bythewind-
and nobody in the mail-coach is warm but the horses'who steam pitifuUy when they stop. The ' oldest man '

makes a point of never having ' seen such weather.'
People have a painful doubt whether they have anvohms or not

; ears ache with the wind ; and the wae-
goner goes puckering up his teeth, and thinking the time
will never arrive when he shall get to the Five Bells.
At night, people get sleepy with the fireside, and

long to go to bed, yet fear it on account of the different
temperature of the bedroom ; wh.ch is furthermore apt
to wake them up. Warming-pans and hot-water bottles
are m request

; and naughty boys eschew their niiiht-
shirts, and go to bed in their socks.

' Yes,' quoth a little boy, to whom we read this
pweage, and make their younger brother go to bed

A RAINY DAY. I

[Indicator, ^une 21, 1820]

TJiB day that we speak of is a complete one of its
kind, teginnmg with a dark wet morning and ending in
a drenching night. When you come downstairs from
your chamber, you find the breakfast-room looking
Clark, the ram-spout pouring away, and unless you livem a street of traffic, no sound out of doors but a clack
of pattens and an occasional clang of milk-pails. (Do
you see the rogue of a milkman ? He is leaving them
open to catch the rain.)
We never see a person going to the window on sucha morning, to take a melancholy look at the washed

Houses and pavemen* but we think of a reanimation
which we once beheld of old Tate WUkinson. But

&nr!1?"*!,*^ T ' ^^^ ^*y-' '"»" it « to haveimmortal friends, whose company never forsakes us.
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observe how sour things may run into pleasant tastes

at last. We are by no means certain that the said

mimetic antique, Tate Wilkinson, was not patentee of

the York Theatre, wore a melancholy hat tied the wrong

way, and cast looks of unutterable dissatisfaction at a

rainy morning, purely to let his worthy successor and
surpasser in mimicry, Mr. Charles Mathews, hand down
his aspect and countenance for the benefit of posterity.

We once fell into company with that ingeniovis person

at a bachelor's house, where he woke us in the morning

with the suspicious sound of a child crying in another

room. It was having its faced washed ; and had we
been 6i a scandalizing turn, or envied our host for his

hospitality, we should certainly have gone and said that

there was a child in his house who inherited a sorrowful

disposition from somebody, and who might be heard

(for all the nurse's efforts of a morning) whming and
blubbering in the intervals of the wash-towel ;—now
bursting into open-mouthed complaint as it left him to

dip in the water ; and anon, as it came over his face

again, screwing up its snubbed features and eyes, and

making half-stifled obstinate moan with his tight mouth.

The mjTstery was explained at breakfast ; and as it hap-

pened to be a rainy morning, we were entertained with

the reanimation of that * living dead man ' poor Tate

aforesaid,—who had been a merry fellow too in his day.

Imagine a tall, thin, withered, desponding-looking old

gentleman, entering his breakfast-room with an o\(\ hat

on tied under his chin the wrong way of the flap,—^a

beaver somewhat of the epicene order, so that you do

not know whether it is his wife's or his -m. He
hobbles and shrinks up to the window, grun ^ gently

with a sort of preparatory despair ; and having cast up

his eyes at the air, and seen the weathercock due east

and the rain set in besides, drop the comers of his

mouth and eyes into an expression of double despon-

dency, not unmixed (if we may speak unprofanely) with

a sort of scornful resentment ; and turns off with one

solitary, brief, comprehensive, and groaning ejaculation

of ' Eh—Christ ! '—We never see anybody go to the
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be handed do^ uFa^c^iZT^-^^-^^' ""^ ^''"«*'^
for their edificSirJwfn facsimiles to posterity,

cultivated mucrClcL^H^^"'f^^^^ '
^°' Tate had

time.andbSnasad^fillnwf''^*'^^ knowledge in his

took to it fits mS^nchS;o^ "'"^ ""^^ ^^^^ ^«

-oltr%'::^S^,l''l^^^^^y - town is certainly

those whJSTTSherhSiS *^® .'^''''^^' eapeciaUy for

their ow^ s^shi^e i*^*^
°°' imagination to make

8treets,^hicnmadeS?by3S.oS '^T^ ^^ ^^«
it,-the window-DanL dln-^i? J^

knowmg the cause of
like so mrnJhriSess chl^^^^^^^^ ^^^ ever-streaming.

and at this season of7»,'.r*t^ darkened rooms,-

not how much nleasanfrir nol v'^"^^' _,
^^^ we know

A fire is a mn^tow^^^T"^^^ "^^"^ ^^ Protest.

go out because the n^e rf Th^"" ^^f? cold
;
not to

Besides, the sound ofThpfi f
'^°''*> *^«^« ^^^h J.

rain. It £ iuX rall^H „ ^ *° dissipate that of the
in our facel • Tt t^lk« l^

companion. It looks glad
it ^?^ifies iA V^'T^l'^vr''^'^'''''''''-^^^^^
comfort in The roS' A JIS i'^n'

*°.^
u^^'™*^' ^^d

that he leaves tKhstttu^eLl""'^ '' ^"""^^ *° «««
goes out. especiaUy t?a Sv I'^'^'^Pf.'^y^'^^" ^^
tableinachillrnnm^^ u ^J ^*^°^^ soUtaiy work-
refuge We iiorTC 'ffV ^^y ^' l""'^ meknchcly

i
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fender and one's eyes o: a book, and suddenly discover-

ing that there is no fire in the grate. A grate that ought

to have a fire in it, and gapes in one's face with none

is like a cold grinning empty rascal.

There is something, we think, not disagreeable m
issuing forth during a good honest summer rain, with

a coat well buttoned up and an umbrella over our heads.

The first flash open of the umbrella seems a defiance to

the shower, and the sound of it afterwards over our dry

heads corroborates the triumph. If we are m this

humour, it does not matter how drenching the day is.

We despise the expensive effeminacy of a coach ;
have

an agreeable malice of self-content at the sight of

crowded gateways ; and see nothing in the furious little

rain-spouts but a lively emblem of critical opposition,

—weak, low, washy, and dirty, gabbling away with

a perfect impotence of splutter.

Speaking of malice, there are even some kinds of legs

which afford us a lively pleasure in beholding t*iem

splashed.

Lady. Lord, you cruel man !

Indicator. Nay, I was not speaking of yours, madam.

How could I wish iU to any such very touching stockings?

And yet, now I think of it, there are very gentle and

sensitive legs (I say nothing of beautiful ones, beca-use

ali gentle ones are beautiful to me) which it is possible

to ^hold in a very earthy plight ;—at least the feet and

^\liY. And pray, sir, what are the very agreeable

ciroumstances under which we are to be muddied ?

INDICATOB. Fancy, madam, a walk with some par-

ticular friend, between the showers, in a green line

;

the sun shining, the hay sweet-smelling, the glossy .eaves

sparkling like children's cheeks after tears. Suppose

this lane not to be got into, but over a bank and a

brook, and a good savage assortment of wagon-ruts.

Yet the sunny green so takes you,and you are so resolved

to obUce your friend with a walk, that you hazard a

descent down the sUppery bank, a jump over the brook,

a leap (that wiU certainly be too short) over the ploughed
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mud. Do you think that a ffood thinh »,.,jj j .and a splashed instop would^ot h^^e a "l^f*^- "^u^barbarous eves hnvrvnri ^„ ^u ® * ™®'^i* 'n his

Spanish leaS and ?h/« "k*!^ ^^^^ °"*"«^ «f the
stocking ? Ask Wm.

'^^^^^^''^^l whiteness of the

J-ADY. Go to your subject, do.
INDICATOR. Well T a,; 1 1 V

whether a person wisL you a nW "'^^^ ^'^^^^ ^«°^
adventure/by the pleasurfo" paft^w''' ""P'^^^nt
pany. If he would h*. »;*k P**".^® has »n your com-
Uke to know tl nWnTsftr.-

^'"^'^^ ^^"^ ^ «h°"ld
one, if a share of it^^L'Ti'^^ °'* ^"^^^ *^« Painful
would not have a i^omanwirhl"/!"*'^''^' '" ^^''^^ ^«
that aU the mischiefZ JT^K ^' ^°" ""^^ '««^ ^^s^red
At the sameTme if tLr« ^' ^^'^ ''• ^^''^ harmless.--

could wisHl eTen to aTad^f f"^^^^^^ ^ ^^^^h one
stockings which i? is^ si^e ^Vn''''^ ^'?. ^"«« *°d
upon a very different pSple ^""'^ ^ell-splashed

1^ZfJ^\F'^y' «'^' ^hose may they be 'INDICATOR. Not yours sir v„uu^u \y,.'
trouser. and that careless ve^' Inl ^^ '*?'u°^**'

«°^ «'
There is a humanfty ^t^e ffr Sit

''*'^
°"^*^f

*°«-

at the same time manlv b^T*u '~? graceful but
beside it. I allude sir to n^^^i"/

"^'^^ *^« ^^^P^^
which belong to an ove^JXoni^T.^^'*""*^"^ ^^'
methodist ^rson who has dS'^H •

*^'"' ''^ *° * *»"%
him by his hearers Vn„t«?? ^^'"'''^'"^ 8°* "P for

MUce J:nto thT^I^ of^'S ^gTonlVffrger'^^Sb
'' ^

I do not mean everv kinH r^f i«l„ i

•'^ ^® ' Observe,
is not the sameSg i^ ever^?n>-. ^" '^T ^^°«
that profound ap^pitLgm.'^Za illZr/'''\"^'Itself, may become very charmfna l^f SJ^^^^''*

'«

charming owner • sn a™» Jlu ™i"8. " it belongs to a
of in a nfan ft LcomelmoT^'' '.* '' °^ *¥ ''^^^ ^^ «P««k
ing to his n^turranSeZenToff

""P^^^^*'^* accord-
at the leg of an ordi^i^'^X^^^^^^^^^

not carping
as well as good living h«j^ * i

'
^"^^^ S^^d temper

^sPij

rif.

11
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hebetudinous, ' gross, open, and palpable ' leg, whoso

calf dares upon you Uke the ground-glass of a post-

chaise lamp. In the parson it is somewhat obscured

bv a black stocking. A white one is requisite to dis-

play it in all its glory. It has a large balustrade calf
,
an

ankle that would bo monstrous in any other man, but

looks small from the contrast, a tight knee well buttoned,

and a seam inexorably in the middle. It is a leg at onco

aross and symbolical. Its size is made up of plethora

and superfluity ; its white cotton stocking affects a

propriety ; its inflexible seam and side announce the

man of clock-work. A dozen hard-worked dependents

ao at least to the making up of that leg. If in black,

it is the et ence of infinite hams at old ladies i^unday

dinners. ^;ow we like to see a couple of leg» of this

sort, in white, kicking their way through a muddy street,

and splashed unavoidably as they go, tiU thoir hornd

dare is subdued into spottiness. A lamphghters ladder

is of use, to give them a passing spurn t upon which the

proprietor, turning round to swear, is run against in

front by a wheelbarrow ; upon which, turmng round

acain, to swear worse, he thrusts his heel upon the

beginning of a loose stone in the pavement, and receives

his final baptism from a fount of mud.

Our limits compel us to bring th?s article to a speedier

conclusion than we thought ; and to say the truth, wo

are not sorry for it ; for we happened to break off here

in order to write the one foUowing, and it has not lett

ufl in a humour to return to our jokes.
, ,.

We must therefore say little of a world of things we

intended to descant on,—of pattens,—and eaves,—and

hackney-coaches,—and waiting in vain to go out on a

party of pleasure, while the youngest of us insists every

mmute that 'it is going to hold up.'-and umbreUas

dripping on one's shoulder,—and the abomination of

soaked gloves,—and standing up in gateways, when you

hear now p id then the passing roar of ram on an um-

• breUa,-ana glimpses of the green country at the eiid

of 8treets,-and the foot-marked earth of the country

roads,—and clouds etemaUy foUowing each other from



the west,-—
—and the
lightning,-
and last of
wet things,

your gown
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and the scent of the luckless new-mown hay

ISJ^^Jl'jr''"^-.'^ 8'°"°"« thunde? and

;irtf«^'?^>
*'*'"« ^ «° ^°°^« «»* night._

all the delicious moment of taking off vour

A RAINY DAY. II

[London Journal, Aug. 1, 1835]

off'~Zl^ZL^i' !. There is no hope of its leaving

^vnn mTf 1
^* *"™'"8 *^»y from the window-

JS1 ""^^^ "P y°"' ™»°d' I-o««a. to stay athome'and lose your romps, and have a whole froci to s^rfn
'r ™'r^ ^ very unhappy wiTh mamSa '

° "' ^°

Ao^/^iriTk^'tL^"*^
but don't you think it wiU

nn^+i!L
/^ok—the kennels are not quite so bad-

I??«a«?f?
clouds-they are not so heavyw they w^e'It IS gettmg quite light in the sky.' ^ ®"

looking fondly mto hers, which are a Utt e wet) hnf

'o the window. " • '«'""«
' No, my dorling

; it is »e« t'ti for a rainv dav It l.„

«Lw"f "" *'" r"^« = '» » nXTfS'oo "and
.
~™'

-^
i™''' no chance whatever.'

•^IJF

- .1-

i
^
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* But hark !
* says tho lady ;

' there '* a furious dasli

of water against the panes.

'

*T/U^ (moth the little giri against her teeth;
* dear me ! It 's very bad indeed ; I wonder what

Charles and Mary are thinking of it.'

* Why, they arc thinWng just as vou are, I dare say ;

and domg just as you are, very likely,—making their

noses flat and numb against tho glass.'

The little girl laughs, with a tear in hei eye, and

mamma laughs and kisses her, and says, ' Come ; as

you csinnot go to see your cousins, you shall have a

visitor yourself. You shall invite me and Miss Nayler

to dinner, and sit at the head of the table in the little

room, and we will have your favourite pudding, and no

servant to wait on us. We will wait on ourselves ; .»nd

I will try to be a very great, good, big little child, and

behave well ; and you shall tell papa, when he comes

home, what a nice girl I was.'
* Oh, dear mamma, that will be very pleasant. What

a nice, kind mamma you are, and how afraid I m to

vox you, though you do play and romp with me.'
* Good girl ! But—Ah,

;,
-r need not look a^; the

window any more, my poor Louisa. Go, and tell cook

about the pudding, and we will get you to give us a glass

of wine after it, and drink the health of your cousins,

BO as to fancy them partivking it with us ; ana Miss

Nayler and I wiU make fite speeches, and return you

their thanks ; and then you can tell then about it, when

you go next time.'
* Oh, dear, dear, dear mamma, so I can ; and how

very nice that will be ; and I'll go this instant about

the pudding ; and I don't think we could go as far as

Welland's now, if the rain did hold up ; and the puddles

are worse than ever.'

And so, off runs little fond-heart and bright-ejes,

happy at dining in fancy >vith her mother and cousins

all at once, and almost feeling as if she had but ex-

changed one holiday for another.

The sight of mother and daughter has made us forget

our rain." djiry.—Alas ! the lady was right, and the little
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iiSeed^ w^*^!!^^^'*
^""^ mterestmg pudies are not

otS^^..*!?"^ *^*^ ^''^'" ^^°^ suddenly hurried andexasperated, w if dancing with rage at the flocj^nffgiven them: they are worse oven than that! forX?are everlastingly the same :-the same full, tw tterin/dancing, circle-making overflowings ox guttei"w3
Itl l*''" ^'\!.^"'

'^^°« fi^« ^^ the momiS^r^d^S^
^«Sf?" *\*^' apparently. UU five to-morrow,

and H^iL' "^J '^'^} ' J^° window-panes, weltering,and dreary, and rapid, and misty with the rain, are Ulfe

but Sh' •
^ * °T^ °^u^ ^^° " ^'^'^id to make a nohe!but who 18 resolved to be as nggravatinu ' as nossibSwith the piteous ostentation of hiVwetcheek«.-Sn«

riJtV,^* ^L°V«u^*'
^°^ breathing, with wide o^Zmouth, a sort of huge, wilful, everlasting sigh, by ,^vof accompaniment. OccasionaUy, he puti hiihand-S

ll^ZT'~:''''^°^'~^ ^^^''^^ b« feared to touch it,his master having given him a gentle pinch : and at thS

«h^!lH
°'®''^' ^^ stoo^ with bent head and shrugged

shou^oers, and one lifted knee, as if in the enduranffof
a wnthing anguish.
You involuntarily rub one of the panes, thinking to

.ee the better into the street, and forgetting that themist 13 made by the rain on the other siL-Oa goes thewet as ever, rushing, streaming, running down. Angling
i.^BOit and washy channels ; and now and then comes

wind
°^ against the glass, made by a gust of

Clack, meantime, j^oes the sound of pattens ; andyou do ^, you eee the street almost deserted,
--a sort of lay Sunday. The rare carriages drive as fastas ley can; tne hackney-coaches lumber along, clossv(on such occasions only) with the wet, and loSkSig asold and rb umatic as the poor coachmen, whose hat and
egs are bound with straw .—the rain-spouts are sputtermg torrents

; messengers dart along in oil-skin capes :

tes1e'c^?ous^'""P"^"^^^«^°^^^^ ^
the postman's

If you are out of doors, woe betide you should you

M' r

Aa2
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have gone out unprepared, or reiving on a coach.
Your shoes and HtockingH are wet through, the latter

almost au muddy as the dog that ran by just now with-
out an owner ; the rain washes your face, gets into the
nape of your neck, makes a spout of your hat. CIokc
by your ears comes roaring an umbrella, the face under-
neath it looking astonished at you. A butcher's boy
dashes along, and contrives to come with his heel plump
upon the exact spot of a loose piece of pavement,
requisite for giving you a splash that shall embrace the
whole of your left leg. To stand up under u gateway
is impossible, because in the state you are in, you will

catch vour * death o' cold
' ; and the people underneath

it look at you amazed, to think how you could havi'

come out ' such a day, in such a state.' Many of those
who are standing up, have umbrellas ; but the very
umbrellas are wet through. Those » ho pass by thf
spot, with their oil or silk-skins roaring, rh above (a

sound particularly distressing to the non-possessors),
show that they have not been out of doors so long.
Nobody puts his hand out from under the gateway, to
feel whetli - it is still raining. There can be no question
of it Tlr.; only voluntary person visible in the street
is a little errand-boy, who, because his mother has told
hjm to make great haste, and not get wet feet, is amusing
himself with double zest, by kicking something along
through the gutter.

In private streets the pavement is washed clean ; and
80 it is, for the moment, in public : but horrible will

be the mud to-morrow. Horses are splashed up to the
mane ; the legs of the rider's overalls are as if he had
been sitting in a ditch ; poor girls with bandboxes rij)

patiently along, with their wet curls over their eyes, and
a weight of skirt. A carriage is coming down a narrow
street ; there is a plenitude of mud between you and
the wheels, not to be eschewed ; on dash they, and give

you three beauty spots, one right on the nose.
Swift has described such a day as this, in lines which

firgt appeared in the Toiler, and which hearty, m\-

envying Steele introduces as written by one 'who
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ZTl7Z^'u P'^T"' °««« than bSIT . .Xnow
,
but here follows the greater part of his veraei^

^Vreful observers may foretell the hour

U'hnn"! P''T'°'*i''' *'^^" to d^^ad a shower-^hile ram depends, the pensive cat gives oV-r

n you be w,8e. then go not tar to dine,

A .^n^'^"? "" coac^-hire more than save in wineA coming shower your shooting corns presage '

Old ach.8 w;,ll throb, your hollow t^tf wfll r^reSauntenng m coffeehouse is Dulma^ seln •

^
He damns the climate, and complains of spleen.

Meanwhile the south, rising -ith dabbled winwA sable cloud athwart the v in flings
^'

Brisk Susan whi^ her linen from the rope,
*

While the hrst drizzling shower is borne aslooe •

Ynn fl^ y^'^/'^T ^^^ "^P- ^"* not so clean

Tol^i^' T""^^ *^® «°^«
'

then, turning, stop

fiSt ^fH!5\^"f.' ^"^
^^^'^^^^^ the uneqStrife.But, aided by the wind, fought stiU tor life •

'^w ' '^''^^llT}*^^*^
^°« l^y Solent gust 'Twas doubtful which was rain and which was dust

men Sf! """i'
""^y I^t seek for aid.

^*

When dust and ram at once his coat invade '-
^V^^^ «0(|t.-where dust confused with ra/nRoughens the nap, and leaves a mingled stSn?
Now in contiguous drops the flood comes down.Threatcnmg with deluge this devoted town '

fretend to cheapen goods, but noth' buv

til
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The Templar spruce, with every spout abroach,

Stays till 'tis fair, yet seems to call a coach.

The tucked-up sempstress walks with hast;|p' strides,

While streams run down her oil'd umbrella's sides.

There various kinds, by various fortunes led.

Commence acquaintance underneath a shed.

Triumphant Tories and desponding Whigs

Forget their feuds, and join to save their wigs.

Box'd in a chair,* the beau impatient sits.

While spouts run clattering der the roof by fits ;

And lever-and-anon with frightful din.

The leather sounds ; he trembles from within.

So when Troy chairmen bore the wooden steed.

Pregnant with Greeks, impatient to be freed

(Those bully Greeks, who, as the modems do.

Instead of paying chairmen ran them through),

Laocoon struck the outside with his spear.

And each imprisoned hero quaked for fear.

The description concludes with a triumphant account

of a gutter, more civic than urbane.

How to make the best of a bad day has been taught by

implication in various pages throughout our Journal,

especially in those where we have studied the art of

making everything out of nothing, and have delivered

immense observations on raindrops. It may be learnt

in the remarks which appeared a few weeks ago on

a 'Dusty Day.' The secret is short and compre-

hensive, and fit for trying occasions of all sorts. Think

of something superior to it ;—make it yield entertaining

and useful reflection, as the rain itself brings out the

flowers. Think of it as a benignant enemy, who keeps

you indoors, or otherwise puts your philosophy to a

trial, for the best of purposes,—to fertiUze your fields,

to purify your streets agamst contagion,—to freshen

your air, and put sweets upon your table,—to furnish

life with variety, your light with a shadow that sets it

off, your poets with similes and descriptions. When

* A sedan.
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gie summer rains. Heaven is watering your plants
±ancy an msect growling at it under his umbreUa of
rose-leaf. No wiser is the man who grumbles under his
gateway; much less over his port wine. Very hich-
bred ladies would be startled to learn that they are dome
a very vulgar thing (and hurting their tempers to boot^when they stand at a window, peevishly objecting to
the ram ^nth such phrases as ' Dear me ! how tire-
some ! —My lady's maid is not a bit less polite, when
she vo\^ and purtests ' that it is ' guile corUrdry '

;

—as If Heaven had sent in on purpose to thwart her
ladyship and her waiting-woman ! By complaint we
awmdle and subject ourselves, make ourselves little-
minded, and the slaves of circumstance. By rising
above an evil, we set it at a distance from us, render it
a small object, and live in a uobler air.
A wit, not unworthy to be named in the same page

with the Dean of St. Patrick's, has given a good lesson
on the subject,—Green, in his poem on the ' Spleen,'—
a teacher the fittest in the world to be heard upon it
because he was subject to what he writes about, and
overcame it by the cultivation of sense and good-temper.
Some bookseller with a ta8te,-]VIr. Pickermg, or Mr.Van Voorst,—should give us a new edition of this
poem, with engravings. Mr. Wilkie, Mr. Mulready.
and others might find subjects enough to furnish a
design to every page.

ii rainy days keep double guard,
^spleen will surely be too hard

;

^f^tch, hke those fish by sailors met.
Fly highest when their wings are wet.
In such dull weather so unfit
To enterprise a work of wit.
When clouds one yard of azure sky
That 's fit for simile deny,

A *^®u ™^ ^*°® ^*^ studious looks.
And shorten tedious hours with books •

But if dull fogs invade the head,
That mem'ry minds not what is read.

4

f-il
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I sit in windows dry as ark.

And on the drowning world remark

:

Or to some coffee-house I stray

For news, the manna of the day.

And from the hipp'd discourses gather.

That politios go by the weather

;

Then seek good-humoured tavern-chums,

And play at cards, but for small sums

;

Or with the merry fellows quaff.

And laugh aloud with them that laugh ;

Or drink a joco-serious cup
^With souls who've took their freedom up.

And let my mind, beguiled by talk.

In Epicurus' garden walk.

Who thought it heaven to be serene ;

Pain, bell ; and purgatory, spleen.

A DUSTY DAY

[London Journal, July 11, 1835]

Among the 'Miseries of Human Life,' as a wit

pleasantly entitled them, there are few, while the rascal

is about it, worse than a Great Cloud of Dust, coming
upon you in street or road, you having no means of

escape,and thecarriages, or flock ofsheep, evidentlybeing
bent on imparting to you a full share of their besetting

horror. The road is too narrow to leave you a choice,

even if it had two pathways ; which it has not :—the
day is hot ; the wind is whisking ; you have come out in

stockings instead of boots,not being aware that you were
occasionally to have two feet depth of dust to walk in :

—

now, NOW the dust is on you,—you are enveloped,—you
are blind ; you have to hold your hat on against the

wind ; the carriages grind by, or the sheep go pattering

along, baaing through all the notes of their poor gamut

;

perhaps carriages and sheep are together, the latter

eschewing the horses' legs, and the shepherd's dog

driving against your own, and careering over the woolly
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w£aJ rJSp •T^"* " ^T'^^ •' ^Vhat a blinding !

look\i:^%^^^^J^-'^^-^-^; you stop; yfu
faculties, after 4oCw*^to ^hf''' ?,**' °°**' *"^
whom you have 'CXd '^anS ^t

««^"e«ian against

the happier for vourT£^loa^rS'°J^°^' ^°* ^"^^^ » Wt
in you?LTr in your sC^nd Itt^'' ''-^ ^^"^ «y««'
cloth, in your mouth ^^^^,f

'^^ stockmgs, m your neck-
and find^hem Sy ^°" ^^^^ ^^"-^ ^^^^h in dismay,

yoSiw^rtre^'sroT^hr°T« ^

to be master of ?^ wtt 11,- T^' T^ "^'"8 '^solveS

towards the waU or Si^ '"i^""'
^°"°'' *""^ ^^"<^

way accordlndv anlhl ^'
fu""*

/"""P""^ *° °^ake vour
instead of iito'^t' wS:„\'^^^^^^^

^^^«d your back
ca^otsee. YouW tektin^lunr/S"^' ^^^

can tuC wStu'rn.^ ^*"«*' ^'^^"^^^ you
out of wLidandT«f^f

'"'**' '^P^^' ^^^"^^^"g *« get
you discover that the l.nH^'''^'

•'^^^"' ""fortunately,

compass^Ind that insZn '%^^^"?« *« a" Points of the
is a readV made and ?nf

°^ f^O'dmg the dust, there

act of S^s^^nt fnin^"'"
collection of it, then in the

a di^t irt? ^ ^^^' ^^ *^^ attendants on

dust^ftE'id^^sTlr/'S "^"^'^u' '^«^«P'«
*"

T^.fioki
"cages m the roads are horriblv duat^r

nnot suddenly reconcile ourselves, we think of some
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delightful friend, perhaps two hundred miles off,—in

Northumberland, or in Wales. When dust threatens

to blind us, we shut our eyes to the disaster, and contrive

to philosophize a bit, even then.
• Oh, but it is not worth while doing that'

Good. If so, there is nothing to do but to be as jovial

as the dust itself, and take all gaily. Indeed, this is the

philosophy we speak of.

•And yet the dust is annoying too.'

Well—take then just as much good sense as you

require for the occasion. Think of a jest ; think of a

bit of verse ; think of the dog you saw just now, coming

out of the pond, and frightening the dandy in his new

trousers. But at all events don't let your temper be

mastered by such a thing as a cloud of dust. It will

show, either that you have a very infirm temper indeed,

or no ideas in your head.

On all occasions in life, great or small, you may be

the worse for them, or the better. You may be made

the weaker or the stronger by them ; aye, even by so

small a thing as a little dust.

When the famous Arbuthnot was getting into his

carriage one day, he was beset with dust. What did he

do ? Damn the dust, or the coachman ? No ;
that

was not his fashion. He was a wit, and a good-natured

man ; so he fell to making an epigram, which he sent

to his friends. It was founded on scientific knowledge,

and consisted of the following pleasant exaggeration :—

ON A DUSTY DAY.

The dust in smaller particles arose.

Than those which fluid bodies do compose.

Contraries in extremes do often meet

;

It was 80 dry, thai you might call U wet.

Dust at a distance sometimes takes a burnished or

tawny aspect in the sun, almost as handsome as the

great yeUow smoke out of breweries ; and you may

amuse your fancy with thinking of the clouds that pre-

ceded armies in the old books of poetry,—the spears
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X'7 °^.^^ ?*°8 Richard, or the Lilies of France

T^al^ ^7 ^?y *^^ °^ "°'°« *«"«' and more harmless

nSt;irt?^'f t^*^ ^"^"^ «*^ ^^^^ horsemen ofantiquity hked to kick up at the Olympic eames or as

-wSch aTunsL^'r"^*' 'colleS^WS';"i;i
'!.]«?•

punster of our acquaintance translated

philosophic vem mdeed, you may think of man's deri

thoughts from gloom by the hopes beyond dust 3
uponftlLXT^'^ri^ ""^ th^affecSsW'sS
w?th Jhftin! V\^^ ^r^'if ''P°^ grave8,-lamenting

Tp l„t!
'''*®' Petrarch, that 'those eyes of whicHbe spoke so warmly.' and that golden hair, and 'the

&K3!*^**T^ ''^^'' andaUthoseother ^autTes

-^t.w \^4f
a lover 'marked out from among men,»-a bemg abstracted 'from the rest of his snecies '--

are now ' a little dust, without a feeling C.
^'®''

Poca polvere son che nulla senie—

spearC^n^'^bM ^"*^^;:^^^^^ *^^ ^^'' o^ '^^ Shake

th^::sserb;ir:ic^^^^^^^^^^^

death's final conquest.
The glories of our blood and state
Are shadows, not substantial things :

liiere is no armour against fate
;neath Uya his icy hand on kings :

oceptre and crown
Must tumble down,^in the dust be equal made

With the poor crocked scythe and spade.

^TnfT T^^ rr^ ,™*y "^^^P tl^e fieldAnd plant fresh laurels wher« they kill ;iJut their strong nerves at last must yield.
J^ney tame but one another still.

irl

: Id

I
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Early or late

They stoop to fate.

And must give up their murmuring breath,

When they, pale captives, creep to death.

The garlands wither on your brow,

Then boast no more your mighty deeds ;

Upon death's purple altar now
See where the victor-victim blejJs :

All heads must come
To the cold tomb •

Only the actions of the just

Smell sweet, and Uossom in the dust.^

Most true ;—but with the leave of the fine poet (which

he would gladly have conceded to us), Death's conquest

is not 'final '
; for Heaven triumphs over him, and Love

too, and Poetry ; and thus we can get through the cloud

even of his dust, and shake it, in aspiration, from our

wings. Besides, we know not, with any exactitude,

what, or who. Death is, or whether there is any such

personage, even in his negative sense, except inasmuch

as he is a gentle voice, calling upon us to go some

journey ; for the very dust that he is supposed to deal

in, is alive; is the cradle of other beings and vegetation

;

nay, its least particle belongs to a mighty hfe ;—is

planetary,—is part of our star,—is the stuflE of which the

worlds are made, that roll and rejoice round the sun.

Of these or the like reflections, serious or otherwise,

are the cogitations of the true pedestrian composed ;—

such are the weapons with which he triumphs over the

» See p. 76 of the first volume of Sot.gs of England and

Scotland, edited by Mr. Cunningham, jun., a welcome book,

and of hereditary promise. But it might have been much

improved. We ought to have had more of Sedley, Suckling,

Herrick, and others, and a great deal more of Beaumont and

Fletcher (the truest lyrists in the language), and other old

dramatists; also more of Dibdin, Barry Cornwall, and

various writers ' about town ' in the last century. There

is even no O'Keefe,—a great omission in a song-book.

His muse was as frojh as a dairymaid.
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most hostile of his clouds, whether material nr «,«
phorical

;
and. at the end of his dusty wall htfS, Ti fu

secret of the reconcilements of this life to -k HniJ

sati fl^cWonT'
^' '^ ^ ^^."^^ '^ te/SeT' fs fsatisfaction—a crowning and ^measureless contenf '

which we hope no one will enjoy who does not aUo^fai^play between the harmless lights and shadows ofTxi^J'

onfn;'^?^.*"^***^^'
dust with respect. WedTfyhfm toenjoy ,t. at any rate, like those who do. His ilUeZ«r

l^f7r?'^'i^ ^'" "«« ^" retribu ion aga nst h^''and find dust on his saddle of mutton.
'

If.*

FINB DAYS IN JANUARY AND FEBRUARY
[Companion, Jan. 30, 1828]

We speak of those days, unexpected, sunshiny cheerful even vernal, which come towSds the end of Janufrvand are too apt to come alone. They are often 86?^

l^foreSend" tTetrr" buTin theTaJr
^'^^^^

days are still winter dayt;' whereas fn Jet ''"' H^

quTres th. l^J-^^^'^g ?^ «PW In the streets aid

fmn^f. f V, • " y""" ^^» ^ear anything but noise

"c pleasure tney shall have in eettintr nnf ' tu^

T^e&"
S
".""" '°*^ grein a^„ "tie s^^ana the bnck wall has a warmth in it Thon ir^ til

"uuseoacK J What promenadine • What «hr^nn;»»and giving good day f Bonne^fncoiX boleTf-?:

II
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all the Mi88 WiUiamses meet aU the Miss Joneses ;
and

everybody wonders, particularly at nothine. T^^f^^
windows, putting forward their beat, may be said to be

in blossom. The yeUow carriages flashm the sunshine ;

footmen rejoice in their white calves, not dabbed rpon,

as usual, with ram ; the gossips look out of their three

pair )f-Btair8 windows; other windows are thrown

Spen; fr rers' shops look weU, sweUmg with full

baskets; pavements are found to be dry; lap-dogs

frisk under their asthmas ; and old gentlemen issue

forth, peering up at the region of the north-east.

Then in the country, how emerald the green, how

open-lcoking the prospect! Hone^ucldes (ajiame

alone with a garden in it) are detected in blossom ;
the

hazel follows ; the snowdrop hangs its white perfection,

exoQisite with green ; we fancy the trees are abeady

thicker ; voices of winter birds are taken for new ones ;

and in February new ones come—the thrush, the enai-

finch, and the wood-lark. Then roohs begin to pair

;

and the wagtail dances in the lane. As we -vrite this

article, the sun is on our paper, and chanticleer (the

same, we trust, that we heard the other day) seems to

crow in a very different style, lord of the ascendant, and

as willhig to be with his wives abroad as at home. Wc

think we see him, as in Chaucer'a homestead

:

He looketh, as it were a grim \eoiin ;

And on his toes he roameth up and down

;

Him deigneth not to set his foot to ground

;

He clucketh when he hath a com yfounu.

And to him runnen then his wives all.

WiU the reader have the rest of the picture, as Chaucer

cave it ? It is as bright and strong as the day iteclt,

IdsL as suited to it as a fe.lcon to a knight s fist. Hear

how the old poet throws forth his strenuous music

;

as fine, considered as m.jre music and versification, as

the description is pleasant and noble.

His comb was redder than the fine corMl,

Embatteled, as it were a castle wall.
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Hw biU was black, and as the jet it shone

;

Like azure were his ieggds and his tone

;

1 18 nail^, whiter than the lilly flower,
And like the bumdd gold was his colour.

Hardly one pause like the other throughout, and vet

tLTSf^'^tT''' ThepuseonthethirdsylkSe^L
the last hne but one, and tkt on the sixth in the lasttogether ^th the deep variety of vowels, make a beauti^ful concluding couplet ; and indeed the whole is a study
for versihcation. So Uttle were those old poets unaw^
Ko m/fA ' ** T"^ *5^ *P^ *° «"PP08e them

: and
JLi"^l^^''^

"^^^""^ ^^"^^ tl^at they surpass.

d

them 'n their own pretensions. The accent, it is tTbe
f« «'^*l'i,"'

^^"^ concludmg words, as coral and coUmr,

Colbr, ca^drc, and Caaucer's old Anglo-Gallican word
IS a much nobler one than our modem cidour. We hnvl

W^rirf?J S!"^ ""^ ^y *^«^« ^^^^ the accent!

^n^Li ""^i^^f P*"^°^ ^°' *^ digression, if it had

?.^I^° ^"^ *'!,°"', ^derstood a^eement with thereader to be as desultory as we please, and as befitsCompanions. Our very enjoyment of the <2ty we awdescnbmg would not let us do otherwise. It k also waold fancy of ours to aasociate the ideas of Chaucer withthat oi any early and vigorous manifestation of Ught and
pleasure. He is not only the 'morning-star' of o^poetry, as Denham called him, but the momina itselfand a good bit of the noon ; and we couldrs^nffi
hpln "^^-1^^ f

^
t^^

beginning of the year, as we couldhelp wishmg to hear the cry of primroses, and thinking
of the sweet faces that buy them. *

ti

£11
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TO ANY ONE WHOM BAD WEATHER
DEPRESSES

[I.tdieator, Nov. 10, 1819]

If you are melancholy for the fir«it time, you will find

upon a little inquiry, that others have been melancholy

many times, and yet are cheerful now. If you have

been molancholy many times, recollect that you have

got ov T all those times ; and try if you cannot find

out new means of getting over thouj better.

Do njot imagine that mind alone is concerned in your

bad spirits. iTie body has a great deal to do with these

matters. The mind may undoubtedly affect the body ;

but the body also affects the mind. There is a mutu«il

reaction betwef n them ; and by lessening it on eithei*

side, you diminish the pain on both.

If you are melancholy, and know not why, be assured

it must arise entirely from some physical weakness ;

and do your best to strengthen yourself. The blood

of a melaucholy man is thick ana slow. The blood of a

lively man is clear and thick. Endeavour therefore to

put your blood in motion. Exercise is the best way to

do it ; but you may also help yourself, in moderation,

with wine, or other excitements. Only you miwt take

care so to proportion the use of any artificial stimulus,

that it may not render the blood languid by over-

exciting it at first ; and that you may be able to keep

up, by the natural stimulus only, the help you have

given yourself by the artificial.

Regard the bad weather, as somebody has advised

us to handle the nettle. In proportion as you are

delicate with it, it will make you feel ; but

Grasp it like a man of mettle.

And the rogue obeys you well.

Do not the less, however, on that account, take all

reasonable precaution and arms against it,—your boots,

&c., against wet feet, and your great coat or umbrella
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T?.« «^* *^^.***^' "°* P'OP®' *nno"r ^p the battleThe first wiU lavyou open to defeat, on the leMt aUackA proper uje ofthe latter wUl only keep youTtr^nVfo;

Jaid k w^. '"'*' *
*i'8*^

°P^"»«« o' owrc«e.?hat he»aid It was a cure even for a wounded conscience. Noris thw opinion a dangerous one. For there is no sWtemoven of superstition, however severe or croeTinThe;

riihw«i •^J^^T '"**°'" Nature will work out it«

25«.^
fnd?*» kindness some way or other, through the

gencies. The conscience may have been wounded bvartificial o. by real guilt ; bit then she willTeiritZthose extremities, that even the real guih may ha^been produced by circumstances. It is her ki^ckiJ.

voS®m!i«^*^*'**'^®°" ?*'"^'' *°<^ pastimes. Diminbh
Kw? ® '^*"?' as much as possiK whether youarench or poor: for the rich mSifs wants, increaJ^SJ byindulgence, are apt to outweigh even th;abunS o^his means

;
and the poor man's diminution of themwnders his means the greater. Do not want moneyr?^

^r«?f •
'^^^^on'^y « sake. There is excitement in thi

?thZ ;„d''t±'.^'"^^ ^*^ ^^^^ *^°«Wes than mo8?others, and gets less happiness at last. On the other

ment ""^T^ **" ^^^^ "**"'*1 «°d healthy enjoy'

mnS^i, f^^'
tl»e company of agreeable childreiL

has eSh?;. ?f
""^^ *^^^' *^°y ^°°°^«^* P^«ti^^ foolish,has eitheryet to grow wiser or is past it. In the one casehis notion of being childish is itself a childM no«o„

i cist fct^'^P^^*'^"^^ ^,°*
'P

^^^^« and hollow

pieces.
''° °'°''® ^°' '^^'^ °^ tumbling to

fntrf^'^'^i'^
?"'"^' ^^"^ ^°^^ as ^eU as any man howto unite mdustry with enjoyment, has set an excellenT

!<• HCKT , b

ii

l\
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example to thou who o»n afford the leUure, by taking

two Sabbaths every week inaiead of one :—not Metho-

distioal Sabbaths, but days of rest which pay true

bumage to the Supreme Being by enjoying his creation.

Ho will be gratified at reading this paragraph on his

Moond Sun<»y morning.

One of the Dest pieces of advice for an ailing spirit u
to go to no sudden extremes,—to adopt no great and

extreme changes in diet or other habits. They may
mi^ a man look very great and philosophic to ms own

mind; bat they are not fit for a nature to which

custom has Wn truly said to be a second nature.

Dr. Qheyne (as we remember reading on a stall) may
tdl us that a drowning man cannot too quickly get

himself out of the water : but the analogy is not good.

If the water has become a second habit, he might almost

as well say that a fish could not get too quickly out of it

Upon this point, Bacon says il A we should discon-

tinue what we think hurtful by little and little. And

he quotes with admiration the advice of Celsus,—that
* a man do vary and interchange contr»ries, but rather

with an inclination to the more benign extreme.*

' Use fasting,' he says, * and full eating, but raiher full

eating ; watching and sleep, but rather sleep ; sitting

and exercise, but rather exercise, and the like ; so shall

nature be cherished, and yet taught masteries.'

We cannot do better than conclude with one or two

other 'iMsages out of the same Essay, full of his usual

calm wisdom. ' If you fly physio in health altogether,

it will be too strange for your body when you need it.'

(He means that a general state of health should not

make us over-confident and contemptuous of physic

;

but that we should use it moderately if required, that

it may not be too strange to us when required most.)

* If you make it too familiar, itwill have no extraordinary

efieH when sickness cometh. I commend rather some

diet for certain seasons, than frequent use of phyeic,

except it be grown into a custom : for those dieta alter

tiie I'ody mcT, and trouble it hem*
* As for the passions and studies of the mind,' says
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he, 'avoid envy, anxioua fean. anger frettinff inwards

!^^K T not communicated • (for aa he says finely

jevea, are cannibal, of their own hearts '). 'Enter-tarn honei; mirth rather than joy' (that ia to mvcheerfuinew rather than what we cil Stater "us me^!
wnni^ '

^rie^y °'dolighUratherthan.urftkSt"em :

ll?t fiS Vl^ •^P'r'i^"'
«?d therefore novelties ; studTei;

M histeriL^ Tu ^'^-P^^ndid »«d iUustrious objecS^M histories, fables, and contemplations of nature.'

THE SUN

[TabU-Talk]

No mystery in creation need sadden us, as lona aa

iLMr*' "°i^"^ °'. *^« ^°^"We world inferiOT Swhat the VMible proclaims. Life and geniality pr^
tT^^^J

death is brief; pain fugitive fbiauty S-
to^ow'?hI?r"°""*il"^

everlasting. What a sWito know that the sun, the great visible object in omuniverse, combines e.iual gen ],ness with jTwe^i^"does us nothmg but good, and .t the same tSIto <2Sto think worse of its Maker I

^^

Ml

I'K
:
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AT HOME
A CAT BY THE FIRE.

[London Journal, Nov. 26, 1834]

drnw^lh^WH '
^ ^f«^/"«' candles lit and curtainsdrawn, the kettle on for tea if rich, you may have aSilver ke tie and so partake the pleasures of the pJor)and finally, the cat before you, attracting your ffi-'

a moTwdT''?' ""^"^ everybody likesl^less he hasa morbid aversion to cats; which is not common
make uneasy compansons of cats with does —to sav

mJ Ar^BuV'^'^^'i^^* *^ty P-^- the h?use toZman, &c But agreeably to the good old maxim thatcompansons are odious,' our rladers, we hoS wHlcontmue to like what is likeable inan^W for?S own

Lto^v'trsoSh^- *^ T^^^ '' -Uk^from itsTlenonty to somethmg else,—a process by which we
ttft isTtT?'^ '°^*"^!. '° P^^ «°°^ i«t« eve^ dilh

«w», «f.*
^fore us, and to reject one thing afteranother, till we were pleased with nothing. Sfre is aS r!n%'"^ ' '"\*'^ ''

^
^"d ^* ^°«ld be ou?own

fireside w^nfn^Tf *° ^"°,*^^^ ^°^«« ^«d another

us fcr "1°? *f^ ''^''^ *'^^<^ *^^ cat removed with

do if1™ M ^l""^
*° ^^' ^°^"« ^f g««ds, as men

us we C«fT ^.^''^ T^l""' considlrate towards

vcZd nf
^ f towards them. It is not to be ex-

should stln'^''^^^' ^r^,"Pcd or biped, that they

dorir f^ ° T ? '^'^ ^^ °"^ wa^t "f merit, like a

Sd of .^f^"^'"''^"''^ r«'- .
^^'^^^' «t«^ries have been

such L th.v?.?'"'^ *° *^*^ "'"^^^ «f th^i'- benignity
;

Sin?.f !
^°"o^«g a master about like a dogwaiting at a gentleman's door to thank him for some

I

;. t

i

^ "ST J
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obligation over-night, &c. And our readers may re-

member the history of the famous Arabian Godolphih.

upon whose grave a cat that had lived with him m the

stable, went and stretched itself, and died.

The cat purrs, as if it applauded our consideration,

—and gently moves its tail. What an odd expression

of the power to be irritable and the will to be pleased

there is in its face, as it looks up at us. We must own,

that we do not prefer a cat in the act of purring, or ot

looking in that manner. It reminds us of the sort ot

smile, or simmer {simper is too weak and fleeting a word)

that is apt to be in the faces of irritable per .e, when

they We pleased to be in a state of satisfaction. We
prefer, for a general expression, the cat in a quiet un-

pretending state, and the humi 3ountenance with a

look indicative of habitual grace ^nd composure, as if it

were not necessary to take any violent steps to prove

its amiability,—the
' smile without a smile, as the poet

beautifully calls it.^

Furthermore (in order to get rid at once ot all tnat

may be objected to poor Pussy, as boys at school get

down their bad dumpling as fast as possible, before the

meat comes) we own we have an objection to the ^ay

in which a cat sports with a mouse before she kills it,

tossing and jerking it about like a ball, and letting it^go,

in order to pounce upon it with the greater reUsh. And

vet what right have we to apply human measures of

cruelty to the inferior reflectability of a cat ? Perhaps

she has no idea of the mouse's being alive, in the sense

that we have,—most likely she looks upon it as a

pleasant movable toy, made to be eaten,—a sort ot

lively pudding, that oddly jumps hither and thither.

It would be hard to beat into the head of a country

squire, of the old class, that there is anycrueltym hunt-

ing ca hare ; and most assuredly it would be still harder

to beat mouse-sparing into the head of a cat. You

might read the most pungent essay on the subject into

her ear, and she would only sneeze at it.

» Knowles, in The Beggar of Bethnal Green,
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As to the unnatural cruelties, wUch we sometJmes
read of, committed by cats upon their ofiFsprini?, thev
are exceptions to the common and beautiful rules of
nature, and accordingly we have nothing to do with
them. They are traceable to some unnatural circum-
stances of breeding or position. Enormities as mon-
strous are to be found among human beings, and arguenothmg against the general character of the species.
Jiven dogs are not always immaculate ; and sages havemade shps. Dr. FrankUn cut off his son with a shilling
for differing with him in politics,
Butcats resemble tigers ? They aretigers in miniature?

Well,—and very pretty miniatures they are. And what
has the tiger himself done, that he has not a right to hi3
dinner, as well as Jones ? A tiger treats a man much
as a cat does a mouse;—granted; but we have no reason
to suppose that he is aware of the man's sufferings or
means anything but to satisfy his hunger; and what
J? 5*^6_^utcher and poulterer been about mean-

while ? The tiger, it is true, lays about him a little
superfluously sometimes, when he gets into a sheepfold.
and kills more than he eats ; but does not the Squire or
the Marquis do pretty much like him in the month of
September ? Nay, do we not hear of venerable judges,
that would not hurt a fly, gorg about in that refreshing
month, seeking whom they may lame ? See the effect
of habit and education ! And you can educate the
tiger m no other way than by attending to his stomach,
i^ill that, and he will want no men to eat, probably not
even to lame. On the other hand, deprive Jones of
his dinner for a day or two, and see what a state he will
be in, especially if he is by nature irascible. Nay, keep
him from it for half an hour, and observe the tiger pro-
pensities of his stomach and fingers,—how worthy of
Killing he thinks the cook, and what boxes of the ear
he feels inchned to give the footboy.

Animials, by the nature of things, in their present
state, dispose of one another into their respective
stomachs, without any ill-will on any side. They keepaown the several populations of their neighbours, till

m
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the time may come when superfluous population of any

kind need not exist, and predatory appearances may
vanish from the earth, as the wolves have done from

England. But whether they may or not, is not a

question by a hundred times so important to moral

inquirers as into the possibilities of human education

and the nonsense of ill-will. Show the nonsensity of

that, and we may all get our dinners as jovially as we
can, sure of these three undoubted facts,—that life is

long, death short, and the world beautiful. And so we
bring our thoughts back again to the fireside, and look

at the cat.

Poof Pussy ! she looks up at us again, as if she

thanked us for those vindication ~ of dinner ; and sym-
bolically gives a twist of a yawn, and a lick to her

whiskers. Now she proceeds to clean horself all over,

having a just sense of the demands of her elegant

person,—beginning judiciously with her paws, and
fetching amazing tongues at her hind-hips. Anon, she

scratches her neck with a foot of rapid delight, leaning

her bead towards it, and shutting her eyes, half to ac-

commodate the action of the skin, and half to enjoy the

luxury. She then rewards her paws with a few more
touches ;

—^look at the action of her head and neck. Low
pleasing it is, the ears pointed forward, and the neck

gently arching to and fro. Finally she gives a sneeze,

and another twist of mouth and whiskers, and then, curl-

ing her tail towards her front claws, settles herself on
her hind quarters, in an attitude of bland meditation.

What does she think of ?—Of her saucer of milk at

breakfast ? or of the thump she got yesterday in the

kitchen, for stealing the meat ? or of her own meat, the

Tartar's dish, noble horse-flesh ? or of her friend the cat

next door, the most impassioned of serenaders ? or of

her little ones, some of whom are now large, and all of

them gone ? Is that among her recollections when she

looks pensive ? Does she taste of the noble pre-

rogative sorrows of man ?

She is a sprightly cat, hardly past her youth ; so

t ^ppening to move the fringe of the rug a little with our
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foot, she darts out a paw, and begins plucking it and

piay, or something hvely enough to be eaten What
IJS'^!'^

^*^°^ °^ '^**^°o^ o^ h«^. between del^y
Sjf^'^J'^'^'-^T^'"^"* something of a thrust out^

St«« wr'iV**"^- '^^''^ «««°^ «^«^sometS of a

co^a«e and ''ii« 'I' ^M^ ^"«* f^^^^S^ *° P'^^^e her

W?H w ^"^^
u®''

.*^® excitement of a sense of

aSS; n,^%'T,^°'^r.^^'^«
°^"°^ *°»"««d with seeing

fH« ^?™*^^«/% making a series of experiments upoS

fatten mn^??. ^ P°''*'''^ "^^^^^ ^^^^ t»^«°»P8. The
Ste^of Z LV' ^^^jy P^ooient. gave her a knock or aoite of the tail

; and then ran back aeain to rppnmmence the assault. The mother sat loSg at her as

l^tTthp^''^T ^"^ ^^^^^^ion, to see Sow fS'Z
11^ \.?^

**^® ^*°"ly was inherited or improved bv h.

Se 'Lf'P"^"«; ^} ^«"«*^' howeve^r.The 'kittle

her nL^o T'^^i *°? ^*^' ^«d the "bother. Ufting up

«aveW n^t!?/!^"'^ ^^r
^* **^« ^e^y ^i^'k of the moment!gave her one of the most unsophisticated boxes of thn

rJom^'anrrn^^l?'
'' ^^"* ^^^ '«"'^« h'^""ve Jhe'room, and made her come to a most ludicrous pause

medit^tn"''^^*
""'^ ^°°^ °^ P--^- -<i -Sg

on?s humS'tf-°l
*^^ "'"'' °"* °' *h« «^"cer is what

as if thZ Ii^^^'k'^'"''''^
sympathize with. It seemsas If there could be no satisfaction in such a seripa

andlw-^ ^?^\ ^'' '^' «^^««^ is soon emptied

Pkshb^
a refreshment to one's ears in that soSid of

whfoh 1 ^'^- '^^'^'^ *h^ ^^*^o^ i« accompanied, and
mouth ^ indicative of a like comfort^to Pussy's

with thJilf' ^^T/^^'
^« con^'non to other quadrupeds

he^nft^ouXv''''
not therefore, more particularly

tricH^ ^ i?« Pn!^^
consideration. Not so the elec-

hu^y ?; ^°**' "^h^^h gives out sparks under the

e^i ifon^rT'^V^ ^' valeriaS(did "he reUer
^in„„i % V

'^^^ *° ^* ^ ^* is a mad sight) and othersmgulardehcacu, of nature, among which lirhapsYs to

:ri

ii



378 AT HOME

be reckoned its taste for fish, a creature with whoso

element it has so little to do, that it is supposed even to

abhor it ; though lately we read somewhere of a swim-

ming cat, that used to fish for itself. And this reminds

us of an exquisite anecdote of dear, dogmatic, diseased,

thoughttul, surly, charitable Johnson, who would go

out of doors himself, and buy oysters for his cat, because

his black servant was too proud to do it ! Not that wo

condemn the black, in those enslaving, unliberating

days. He had a right to the mistake, though we should

have thought better of him had he seen farther, and

subjected his pride to affection for such a master. But

Johnson's true practical delicacy in the matter is beau-

tiful. Be assured that he thought nothing of ' conde-

scension ' in it, or of being eccentric. He was singular

in some things, because he could not help it. But he

hated eccentricity. No : in his best moments he felt

himself simply to be a man, and a good man too, though

a frail,—one that in virtue as well as humility, and in a

knowledge of his ignorance as well as his wisdom, was

desirous of being a Christian philosopher ; and accord-

ingly he went out, and bought food for his hungry cat,

because his poor negro was too proud to do it, and there

was nobody else in the way whom he had a right to ask.

What must anybody that saw him thought, as he turned

up Bolt Court I But doubtless he went as secretly as pos-

sible—that is to say if he considered the thing at all.

His friend Garrick could not have done as much ! Ho
was too grand, on the great ' stage ' of life. Goldsmith

could ; but he would hardly have thought of it. Beau-

clerc might ; but he would have thought it necessary

to excuse it with a jest or a wager, or some such thing.

Sir Joshua Reynolds, with his fashionable, fine-lady-

painting hand, would certainly have shrunk from it.

Burke would have reasoned himself into its propriety,

but he would have reasoned himself out again. Gibbon !

Imagine its being put into the head of Gibbon ! ! He
and his bag-wig would have started with ail the horror

of a gentleman-usher ; and he would have rung the bell

for the cook's-deputy's-under-assistant-errand-boy.
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nf^j!!***/''®u'1?
^ve luxuriously, and are the pictureof comfort

;
but lest they should not bear their ^rtion

.

being hable to be shut out of doors on cold nichtsbeating from the 'aggravated' cooks, over-p^

S

pulled about m that manner by some great patronizing
giants ?). and last, not least, horrible, merciless tramples
of unconscious human feet and unfeeling legs of chairs
Elegance, comfort, and security seem the order of theday on all sides, and you are going to sit down to dinner,or to music, or to take tea, when aU of a sudden the cat

fir« tW*i? i ^\ -^ ^^t
""*? "^^'^^

'
*^d you are notsure that the fact is otherwise. Yet she gets in the way

again, as before
; and dares aU the feet and mahoganym the room. Beautiful present sufficingness of a cat'simagination

! Confined to the snug cirde of £er ottn
sides, and the two next inches of rug or carpet.

TEADRINKING
[From essays on ' Breakfasts,' London Journal, July 9

1834] ' *

We allude to China and the Chinese. The very word
fco^so petty, so infantine, so winking-eyed, so expressivesomehow or other of something inexpressibly minute,and satisfied with a little {tee I), resembles the idea onehas (perhaps a very mistaken one) of that extraordinary
people, of whom Europeans know little or nothing,
except that they sell us this preparation, bow back
again our ambassadors, have a language consisting only
of a few hundred words, gave us China-ware and the
strange pictures on our tea-cups, made a certain pro-
gress m civilization long before we did, mysteriously
stopped at it and would go no further, and if numbers,and the customs of ' venerable ancestors ' are to carry
the day arc at once the most populous and the most
respectable nation on the face of the earth. As a popu-
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lation they certainly are a most enormous and wonder*

•ful body ; but as individuals, their ceremonies, their

trifling ediota, their jealoury of foreigners, and their

tea-cup representations of themselves (which are the

only ones popularly known) impress us irresistibly with

a fancy, that they are a people all toddling, little-eyed,

little-footed, little-bearded, little-minded, quaint, over-

weening, pig-tailed, bald-headed, cone-capped or pa*

foda-hatted, having childish houses and temples with

ells at every comer and story, and shuffling about in

blue landscapes, over ' nine-inch bridges,' with little

mysteries of bell-hung whips in their hands,—a boat, or

a house, or a tree made of a pattern, being over their

heads or underneath them (as the case may happen),

and a bird, as large as the boat, always having a circular

white space to fly in. Such are the Chinese of the tea-

cups and the grocers' windows, and partly of their own
novels too, in which everything seems as little as their

eyes,—little odes, little wine-parties, and a series of

little satisfactious. However, it must be owned, that

from these novels one gradually acquires a notion that

there is a great deal more good sense and even good
poetry among them, than one had fancied from the

accounts of embassies and the autobiographical paint-

ings on the China-ware ; and this is the most probable

supposition. An ancient and great nation, as civilized

as they, is not likely to be so much behindhand with

us in the art of living as our self-complacency leads us

to imagine. If their contempt of us amounts to the

barbarous, perhaps there is a greater share of barbarism

than we suspect in our scorn of them.
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[Indicator, Jan. 12, 1820]

the clothes at hS ear and fit^T ^"^ K*^" *» "^eep,

distant crevice
^"^ ^'""^ moaning in some

It is a delicious mo^rcSlt 'Tf ^if *
"^^^J^-*

nestled in bed,-andf«?lina^htf^'"~i^f,*?* ^«« ^eM
Jleep, Thegoo^^istr^Cnofp'^liH^^^^^
been just tired enough to render thf rll •^^ ^'^^^

posture delightful : the labm,r ^ il "J^^^^S in one
gentle faUure of the wrceDtS„^^ ^ ^^ " "^^^^^ ^
one :-the spirit of coSo?8„«?-h'^*'"'^* ""^P^"? °^«'
and more, -wSth slow a^d h.^«Kr J^^'^S^es itseffmore
detachingC hand from tw«,^ "^« » "bother
the mind seems to havH ^mvltV^^^^^ '^^^ '-
the eye ,—'tis closing • ^V^^™^ lid closmg over it, like
The mj^terioussPfa;; Lrto't^r?.* 'T'*^ '^^^

It is said that deetH/?S!fV^^®**^*^ rounds.
Nature herseiriithTer'dX^/?:^^^^^^ = ^^^
mforms us so. There inL^tlt^ .

chilling dews,
betimes

: for it fa ^veS /i^'^f ?'«°^8 *« ^^
late in the morninTi^TilLf^'''!^^8^^ *^** ^^ing
least, it is neverfou?,d in n*^

^ shortener of life. At
also tends to make ^S^""^ "1*^ ^^^^S^^^^y- I*
matters belong rXer Ttt ^^^" «»»*• «"* these
than of sleep. ^ *^® ^"^J®°* of early rising,

piVaitbito^r^LXte"^^^^^^^^ ^f -

S^^srLVhr£i* « ST'ot^^^
of ' t' othOT do^ ' !k ^

we deny the seducing merits

Uke the rS of^I'eto^rBuTThr '"«'* ^ '

day and your sleen th« n«vf „;A.
®°your sleep the next night.

Je up,
you cut up tho

I!!
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IB the coarse of the d»y, few people think of sleeping.

K»i,'s o\"thf^.iU'/re^^^^^^^^^^^

SS"ihe^rrtErriXtrx'»a
careworn rand it should be weU understood, before rt

tot'^nToi a-S J^rtna "d'«"et ; or to assent ^tJ

tovoirti^Jnod. tS all that you have iust •»»?''P"''W

i? noVso weU : much less, to sit :.oddmg and tottering

SesSe .°U<ty , or to be in danger ot dropping your head

i^;l:S"siJ?i^^'t,rs/•?ot'l>x^oti^^^^^^^^^^

iriis:s?^rrpC\Tei'Si'0'V'^'^?n5:

f^S^BstSeSTesrrasetsr;

TirUe do^ and ?0 Slleep at noon-day. when

Sfots^:^:wSr,:rnS4H s^wS.:
dignity ot sjnerm^,

that may often account for

S.rW no solitary sensation so exquisite as that of

KTring on the^grass or hay, shaded from the ho

stTw a tree, with the consciousness of a fn:sh bu.

S^t a^r nmning through the wide ;;t™?«f^^«;^f^^J^

sky stretching far overhead upon ail sides. Earth, and
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heaven, and a placid humanity, gecm to hav« ti.
creation to theniHelves. There is n^hL b^tv.^„ tC

mediately, gives great zest to the unwillinifness tomovi

chair and ha f reclining. It is curious however to findhow long an inconvenient posture wiU be home for thesake of this foretaste of repose. The worst of it i« t hnfon going to bed the cha^m SometimesZshesi^hLifrom the colder temperature, of the chamber^ for^Jfireside is a great opiate.
' *

Speaking of the painful positions into which a sIppi.vlounger will get himself, it is amusing to thSik of th«more fantastic attitudes that so oftci tike rface in bid

iir ^"^*^ *
-f ^!!y*^^"8 *° th« numberless thTngs that

vZl JjL"po^nt''?r'
'^'^P ^^*^« P^*«' '* --'d be

Kuer I mn; ,-n
t^P ""^r^'

'^°^« ^^'"^^^ a greater

Ifrnni / 7^^ ^^ ^'^ '^'^^'"S momcnts may look asproud and self-possessed as he pleases. He may wa?k

SZ^^' \^ "^^y
"L*

P^^^^ly- h^e may eat h?s dinner

superiority
,
m a word, he may show himself erand

2v^ t^"* "i^T'^^
"^°^* triflingoccasions. But

S

plays the petrifymg magician. He arrests the proudTst

bed wfthonf w«l' ^l"^
'°"^^ ^'^^ ^ g^^^dee from hisDea without waking him, no limb-twisting fool in a

StTf'. •^°"S/'''^*^
^"^^^ i*"«hter* Se to?with the strmg between its legs is hardly a posti^master more extravagant. Imagine a JSJ,? iSedTp

ii .

1^
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to the gftM of hU valet., with hw eyei shut, huimouth

o^n, hi left hand under his right ear. hi. other twisted

a^ hanging helplessly before him Uke an idiot s, one

knee liftfd Sp. and thJ other leg stretched out. or both

knees huddlJd up together ; what a scarecrow to lodge

""^i^t SirpTkiSily. ev, n in his tricks ;
and the poeta

have treated him with proper reverence. According

to the ancient mythologists, he had even o"* of the

Graces to wife. He had a thousand sons, of whom

the chief were Morpheus, or the Shaper ;
Icelos. or the

Likely ; Phantasus, the Fancy ; and Phobetor. the

Terror. His dweUing some writers place m a dull and

darkling part of the earth ; others, with gre'^r com-

pliment, Ui heaven ; and others, with "pother kmd of

Propriety, by the seashore. There is a good descnp-

tton of it i/ovid; but in these abstracted tejks of

poetry the modems outvie the ancients ; and there is

SoSSy who has built his bower for hjm so fineW as

Soenser. Archimago in the first book of the latry

^e^e (Cau^ 1 t. 39) scrds a Uttle spirit down to

Morpheus to fetch him a dream.

He, making speedy way through spersed ayrc.

And through the world of waters, wide and deepc.

To Morpheus' house doth hastily repamj.

Amid the bowels of the earth full steepe,

And low. where dawning day doth never peM)e.

His dweUing is. There. Tethys his wet bed

Doth ever wash ; and Cynthia still doth steepo

In silver dew his ever-drouping hed,

WhUes sad Night over him her mantle black doth

spred.

And more to luUo him in his slumber soft

A trickling streame from high rocke tumbhng downc,

And ever-dringling raine upon the loft>

Mixt with a murmurinK winde. much like the soune

Of swarming bees, did cast him in a swoune.

No other noise, nor people's troublous cryes.
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wJSft in «f
"*

**?,H"**'
**"' <»^le88e Quiet lyes.W»pt in oternaU sUence, farre from enimyes
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(Jaucer has drawn the cave of the same cod withgreater simpUcitv
; but nothing can have a more decoand suUen e§ect tlianhisciiffs andcold-runni^g water. ]?seems as real as an actual solitude, or some qSoldpicture m a book of travels in Tartary He k Sll^n^

I^at'^?' ^Fu"^^ ""^'y^^^' « th7iK>em calffS?
IJ«am. Juno teUs a messenger to go tSMorpheu. andbid him creep into the body' of the tCwK^lfniTto let his wife tnow the fatal^vent brhS^p^rition.^'

J^is messenger tooke leave, and went
Upon his way ; and never he stent
Till he came to the dark valley,
That stant betweene rockes twey.
There never yet grew come, ne gras,
«e tree, ne nought that aught was,
Beast, ne man, ne naught else

;

Save that there were a few wells
t^me running fro the cliffs adowne.
That made a deadly sleeping soune.
And runnen downe right by a cave.
That was under a rocke ygrave.
Amid the vaUev, wonder-deepe.
^ere these goddis lay asleepe,
Morpheus and Eclympasteire,
^at was the god of Sleepis heire.
That slept and did none other worke.

Where the credentials of this new son and heir. Eclym-
pasteire, are to be found, we know not ; but he Stsvegr much, it must be allowed, like an heir presumpttve!m sleepmg, and doing ' none other work.' ^ '

We dare not trust ourselves with manv ouotatinnB

X:lTf?^^°"^'^r^ ^^^^-esonu^LrtTswU
t?on^ Ji f

• ^® "^""^ ''?''^°* our&.lves with men-

th« P]?7 f^
*""

«
two most favourite passages are one inthe Phtlocteiea of Sophocles, admirable for its contrast to

!• IICKT C C
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a scene of terrible agony, which it closes ;

f
nd the

other the following address in Beaumont and Fletcher a

tragedy of ValetUinian, the hero of which is also a

sufferer under bodily torment. He is in a chair,

sruXring ; and these most exquisite lines are gently

sung with music.

Care-charming Sleep, thou easer of all woes.

Brother to Death, sweetly thyself dispose

On this afflicted prince. FaU like a cloud

In gentle showers : give nothing that is loud

Or painful to his slumbers : easy, light.

And as a purling stream, thou son of Night,

Pass by his troubled senses : sing his pain

Like hollow murmuring wind, or sUver rain

Into this prince, gently, oh gently slide ;

And kiss him into slumbers, like a bride.

How earnest and prayer-like are these pauses !
How

lightly sprinkled, and yet how deeply settling, l^e ram.

the fancy ! How quiet, affectionate, and perfect the

^^SleepIS most graceful in an infant; soundest, in

one who has been tired in the open air ;
completest

to the seaman after a hard voyage ; most we come, to

the mmd haunted with one idea; most touching to

look at, in the parent that has wept ;
hghtest, m the

playful child ;
proudest, in the bnde adored.

"-«
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CCTTING UP ON COLD MORNINGS
[Indicator, Jan. 19, 1820J

that thoaTrroubCr ^nd^^SS^^^g^^^^^^^were created for our ann^?,-^^^*?^® ^"^« animala
certainly notiXSnt^JSS'^'^t^^t they were
may dispute this SSe of th^f^^*

We of the North
hand, it is as clear Mth«-n^°^i ^^^ '^^ *^e other
Adam was not S^Z fL

'•'^ **''. **»^ ^ouse-tops, that
that when Eve Zti out ofT"!?,?^-

^^'^^g' *«d
did not step uponte1C'2fch:s fhtr^ ^--' ^^

the resolution
; and thlfhl^I'F ^^ y°"' *» t«ke

very true ; iust i« * It *^°8,^ done. This may be

floSing.lna'thS^g'S^otr"'^^^^^ *« ^-^-
made up our mindk «tv.« • j*^

^® ^*^« ^^o* at all

pleasant exewisTSfSisSfV •
^'l*

"^^ ^^ »* » ^e'y

r get up. iSs at iZt i« n^ri^"' ^*^*^y' I'^fore
be lying. It affords ITL^

^ot idling, though it may
ask hoi lyiii^n bed c^n S'"!?*, *°i^«' ^ ^^^^^ who
being.->a^Sna^crra?uS "ho^T^ ^Sf * '^---I?
argumentcalmlyatworkin^^ 'T^ ^y ^'*^ the
over one's sh^^er Oh-it ?«

' S"^'"'^ *^« ^^^^^^^^
a sensible, impartial half hoiJr

"^"^ °' '^^^^K

gt oS^^rtr&Trg"!^^^^^^^^^ would

a bitter morW and n«^? '°^'* *""*'* "^^ «^
ought to h^''tth\iZ^\'''th^t/^' '^^^y
and out If *h^ ^ ' ^^e oed, the inside
their o™ .£,uthSfom'^''t" "'-«1-»"S
the fault of Uio^ who" „j!^.''?".o^ .o, it is not
MWe by the eMioto^ .^.' „. "'' '^ » "o™ P"Ue<i

cc2
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Candid inquirers into one's recumbency, besides the

^^a^^ or less privUeges to be allowed a man in propor-

S^ohS'SmTof kiping early hours thew^^^^

hS faculties. &l will at least ^once^^^^^^^^'fi' ?

to such representations as the following. ^^^^^^
Dlace savs the injured but calm appealer.I have Deen

S^S aKight. and find my system in a state perfectly

Sle to! warm-blooded animal To get out of t^3

atate into the cold, besides the inharmonious ana un

fiiSii abniptness of the transition, is so unnatural to

such a cSe. that the poets, refining «Pon/he tor-

"iiLf, TuS of this symptom. Then I turn my

EkTtirt. Then the servant eomes m. B^
very eold this

""'ft'?
'

^T'-'VeM InSed.

™»fh,r '• (Here the servant's wit and good nature

r^t'/o a Sderabje t^^^^ 'hein''S''«
i1?

tween the departure of *».»»"'?' ^i? ^t ' no
the hot water ; durmg which, of oourae, it » "

me' to ml up. The hot water comes.
"f
" 9™

,

i^'
' '-'f-V.ii7;?!!'r r 'I '^^'iS^do.'

rTrreTl o%ii^^ proSyTom.tjm».J ofic^»^

ied of virtue, a Uttle troublesome.) Oh-the shirt
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you must air my clean shirt :-linen gets very damn

weS M^ L^-°^
at the door. ' Oh, the shirt-very

L .v^^
8tocking8-I think the stockings had better

I Jni ^\*®°8**» everything is ready, except myself.I now, contmues our incumbent (a happy word bv

thfnk^;a'^oo5/T*'I
^-')-I now^SnTot helj

«.n^?? * ^ °^ deal-who can ?-upon the unnecessai?

S?.niw^'^T *^'",*^°» ""^ «^^^ng
= it is a thing so uS^

hnmi^ri ^w *^ « °«e'-)-^o effeminate (here I recoU

Nn^nn^"°l°if¥1^*^^^^*° ^^« ^°^de^ part of the bed).-No wonder that the Queen of Prance took part with the

Th« Fm^^^ ?T-
'°'*'°*^ VisageWith aface like her own.

^An^n-^r^f/''^^''
never showed the luxuriance of hisK T^w^'^T^TJ*^^^ i^ '^^^^"g the flowing

Wl'o'^^ T*^^^f^°*^ ?.^°?^°'« Picture-at MichaelAngelo s-at TitianV-at Shakespeare's-at Fletcher's

Tn^liX''^®""** Chaucer's-at Alfred's-at Plato's.

Th?nlrn/iT^ ^^^1^' *.«^*^^ *^d otiose people.-

S nk n# w'*';?"^S^"^'^ ^^^ Bed-ridden £ssan.-Think of Wortley Montague, the worthy son of hismother, a man above the prejudice of his time.-Lookat the Persiaa gentlemen, whom one is ashamed ofmeeting about the suburbs, their dress and appearanceare so much finer than our own.-Lastly, think of the

bed—how cold, how edgy, how hard ! how utterly

amXde! wLr^'^^ ''^ ^'^ "^^"^ '^^^ -^«°«

Sweetly recommends itself
Unto our gentle senses.

Add to this, benumbed fingers, which may help you to

«wl7?.T /'•* 'l^i^T^g ^^y> a frozen towelf/nd anewer full of ice ; and he that says there is nothing to
oppose m all this, only shows, at any rat«, that he ha«no ment in opposing it.

^ »
»•

I i
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Thomson, the poot, who exclaims in his Seasons—
Falsely luxurious I Will not man awake ?

used to lie in bed till noon, because he said he had no
motive in getting up. He could imagine the good of

rising; but then he could also imagine the good of lying

still ; and his exclamation, it must be allowed, was
made upon summer-time, not winter. We must pro-

portion the argument to the individual character. A
money-getter may bo drawn out of his bed by three

and foTJirpence; but tliis vill not suffice for a studenU

A proud man may say * What shall I think of myself,

it I don't get up ?' but the more humble one will be

content to waive this prodigious notion of himself, out

of respect to his kindly bed. The mechanical man
shall get up without any ado at all ; and so shall the

barometer. An ingenious lier in bed will find hard

matter of discussion even on the score of health and

longevity. He will ask us for our proofs and precedents

of the ill effects of Ijdng later in cold weather ; and
sophisticate much on the advantages of an even tem-

perature of body ; of the natural propensity (pret<^y

universal) to have one's way ; and of the animals that

roll themselves up, and sleep all the winter. As to

longevity, he will ask whether the longest life is of

necessity the best ; and whether Holbom is the hand-

somest street in London.
We only know of one oonfoimding, not to say con-

founded argument, fit to overturn the huge luxury,

the ' enormous bliss '—of the vice in question. A lier

in bed may be allowed to profess a disinterested in-

difiference for his health or longevity ; but while he is

showing the reasonableness of consulting his own, or

one person's comfort, he must admit the proportionate

claim of more than one ; and the best way to deal with

him is this, especially for a lady; for we earnestly

recommend the use of that sex on such occasions, if not

somewhat over-persuasive ; since extremes have an

awkward knack of meeting. First then, admit all the

ingeniousness of what he says, telling him that the bar



GETTING UP ON COLD MOHNINGS 391
has been deprived of an exceUent lawyer. Then lookat him m the most gooc' natured maS Li the widd
^ce aKu hfmX?* "'^^ ''^^"^ ^ ^^^^ '<^^^-
f?,^ 4.U * ^™ *^** yo" ^J"® waiting breakfast for

thS'v^^* ^,r
"«^^'.lite to breakfast^withourhimthat you reaUy want it too ; tha* the servants wS^ttheirs

; that you shaU not know how to l^the h^use
TnuUA^^'^''^^'' ^^ "«^«

'
*«d that yoS are sii^ hevould do things twenty times wo/se. even than g^ina

and 1 ^l^^^T ^1' *° P'^* *^«°^ ^" into good humoS?
?hrnw ? ^*,?^ '°'"^°'*- ^«°' *fter having saidXsthrow m the comparatively indifferent matter to

fn^iW***".*
hi« health; but tell him thaTIt S noindifferent matter to you; that the sight of h2^ iU°ness makes more people suffer than one ; but thatif nevertheless he really does feel so very sleenvand so very much refreshed by Yet sTav Seh^nUy know whether the frailt/of a—Ye7VJ^

and ti^ ,r*^-' ""^ ^"?*^ ^^t"^ o« the one hand
tali ii^

"^^
•'^'^f.^

°n the other, should lead him to

l^^^rfoT^i'- °^n°K^ *^^^' good-humoS^nd
are iJm tlT ^ irresistible unction at last ; and

Other little helps of appeal may b« thrown in as

tnat lymg m bed makes people corpulent ; a father

he «irv,^''t?r *° eon^Plete the fiAe man^y example

Wool ^'l '^'P^° '
* ^*^y' that she wiU injure herbloom or her shape, which M. or W. admires s. Vuchand a student or artist, that he is always so glad tohavedone a good dav's work in his best manner.

yo^r^f^-tfe^^^'-^^-^-'^-^^oy- behave

ad^sew;''^*-
^^' °'*^°'' P^'^^^tly. of course; like all

dofs^'nofl'ol*^'
1"^°"^ *^** y°"' °^«^e o^ argument

kS^« • •

^°o^ Ji"i^ «o Buspicious as the old way ofsermonizing and severity, but I have my doubta,e«^^

fl
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If I shoulii look in

ally from that laugh of yours.

to-morrow morning ,
, , . , , n,. „«««.

Indicator. Ah, madam, thelook mof aface Uke yours

does anything with me. It shall fetch me up at nme,

if you please six, I meant to say.

CHRISTMAS

\ [Monthly Repository, December, 1837]

So many things have been said of late years about

Christmas, that it is supposed by «ome there is no

saying more. Oh they of Uttle faith ! What ? do they

suppose that everything has been said that can be said,

about any one Christmas thing ?

About beef, for instance ?

About plum-pudding ?

About mince-pie ?

About holly ?

About ivy ?

About rosemary ? ...
About mistletoe ? (Good God ! what an immense

number of things remain to be said about mistletoe 1)

About Christmas-eve ?

About hunt-the-slipper ?

About hot-cockles ?

About blind-man's-buff ?

About shoeing the wild mare ?

About thread-the-needle ?
, , . . -

About he-can-do-little-that-can t-do-this T

About puss-in-the-comer ?

About snapdragon ?

About forfeits ?

About Miss Smith ?

About the bellman ?

About the waits ?

About chilblains ?

About carols ?

About the fire 7
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About the block on it 7

About schoolboys ?

About their mothers?
About Christmas-boxes }
About turkeys ?

About Hogmanay 7

About goose-pie ?

About mumming ?

About saluting the apple-trees 7
About brawn ?

About idum-porridge 7
About hobby-horse 7

About hoppings 7

About wakes ?

About ' Feed-the-dove * 7
About hackins ?

About yule-doughs 7

About going-a-gooding 7

About loaf-stealing ?

Abou julldaps ? (VVho has exhausted that subject,
we should like to know ?)

About wad-shooting ?

About elder-wine ?

About pantomimes 7

About cards ?

About New-Year's day 7

About gifts ?

About wassail ?

About twelfth-cake 7

About king and queen 7

About characters ?

About eating too much 7

About aldermen ?

About the doctor ?

About all being in the wrong 7

About Charity 7

About all being in the right 7

About Faith, Hope, and Endeavour 7
About the Greatest Plum-pudding for the Greatest

Number 7
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Etlo perpdua; that is. Faith, Hope, and Charity,

and Endeavour ; and plum-pudding enough, by and by,

all the year round, for everybody that Uket it. Why
that should not be the case, we cannot see,—seeing that

the earth is big, and human kind teachable, and
God very good, and inciting us to do it. Meantime,
gravity apart, wo ask anybody whether any of the above
subjects are exhausted ; and we inform everybody,
that all the above customs still exist in some parts of

our beloved country, however imintelligible they may
have become in others.—But to give a specimen of the

non-exhaustion of any one of their topics.

Beef, for example. Now we should like to know who
has exhausted the subject of the fine old roast Christ-

mas piece of beef,—from its original appearance in the

meadows as part of the noble sultan of the herd, glorious

old Taurus, the lord of the sturdy brow and ponderous
agility, a sort of thunderbolt of a beast, well chosen by
Jove to disguise in, one of Nature's most striking com-
pounds of apparent heaviness and unencuoCibered ac-

tivity,—^up to its contribution to the noble Christmas
dinner, smoking from the spit, and flanked by the out-

posts of Bacchus. John Bull (cannibalism apart) hails

it like a sort of relation. He makes it part of his flesh

and blood ; glories in it ; was named after it ; has it

served up, on solemn occasions, with music and a hymn,
as it was the other day at the royal city dinner :

—

Oh ! the roast beef of old England

;

And oh ! the old English roast beef.

* And oh !
' observe ; not merely * oh !

* again ; but
* and ' with it ; as if, though the same piece of beef,

it were also another ;—another and the same ;—cut,

and come again ;—making two of one, in order to ex-

press intensity and redup4ication of satisfaction :

—

Oh ! the roast beef of old England

;

And oh ! the old English roast beef.

We beg to assure the reader, that a whole essay might
be written on this single point of the Christmas dinner

;
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18 feV« wl J^
.'''"'''^

J'J^^ <»* universal cCldhood

miUion of money. He fthe^old Z^:AJ.'^'^tilt)
Puts in his thumb,

videlicet, into his pocket.

And pulls out a plum.
And says what a * good man* &m I.

2i!S7®*i,*
""^^ ^y ** * Christmas dinner, and his

flimdanty there is between them. How hope in oneand retrospection in the other, and appeStTii^b^Jh*

at r^J^t"T^T^ of Pudding,rd und^rsS
Lu- J^^% ^°^ *^« ^^'"O'' banters the little bov

H^ wiT? r^^^es that day as weU as the senior.

HOW the httle boy is conscious of the Christmas-box

nute^'* ^"^^Jr^^^ *^« grandfather^ose^y
Ll^-? "* "^1^

' f'^**
^^'^ *»»« grandfather is quite

Z.VT'?^ "^^ *^« P^^' o'^ part of a plum, or wha^

Se . i«H S^^ ^ jove monev and good dinners aU his

his ad^rf
*»°Tiete"^ned tfc Uttle boy is to abide by

and miSr'^*? * 'f't*
^^'^^^o" ^ ^a^o« of hoUdajJ

seniors mind, on the side of trips to Hastings, and a

I2%^l^^i' ^^^^"y'the old^gentleman^s hisown face m the prettv smooth one of the child ; and if
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the child is not best pleased at his proclamation of the

likenefls (in truth, is horrified at it, and thinks it a sort

of madness), yet nice observers, who have lived long

enough to see the wonderful changes in people's faces

from vouth to age, probaUy discern the thing well

enough ; and feel a movement of pathos at their hearts,

in considering the world of trouble and emotion that

is the causer of the changes. Thai old man's face was
once like that little bov's ! That little boy's will be one

day like that old man s ! What a thought to make us

al! loVe and respect one another, if not for our fine

qualities, yet, at least, for the trouble and sorrow which

we all go through !

Aye, and joy too ! for all people have their joys as well

a. troubles, at one time or another ; most likely both

together, or in constant alternation ; and the greater

Eart of troubles are not the worst things in the world,

ut only graver forms of the requisite motion of the

universe, or workings towards a better condition of

things, the greater or less violent according as we give

them violence for violence, or respect them like awful

but not ill-meaning gods, and ente them with a

rewarded patience.—<Jrave thoughts, ^ .- will say, for

Christmas. But no season has a greater right to grave

thoughts, in passing; and for that very reason, no

season has a greater right to let them pass, and recur

to more light ones.

So a noble and merry season to you, my masters

;

and may we meet, thick and threefola, many a time and

oft in blithe yet most thoughtful pages. Fail not to

call to TAind, in the course of the 25th of this month, that

the Divinest Heart that ever walked the earth was born

on that day, and then smile and enjoy yourselves for the

rest of it, for mirth is also of Heaven's making, and

wondrous was the wine-drinking at Galilee.
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HATS, ANCIENT AND MODERN
[Indicator, March 8, 18^]

W* know not what wUl be thought of our taste in so
important a matter, but we must confess we are not fond
of a new hat. There is a certain insolence about it : it
seema to value itself upon its finished appearance, and
to presume upon our liking before we are acquainted
With it. In the first place, it comes home more like
a marmot or some other living creature, than a manu-
facture. It is boxed up, and wrapt in silver paper, and
brought delicately. It is as sleek as a lap-dog. Then
we are to take it out as nicely, and people ar*^ to wonder
how we shall look in it. Maria twitches on*, his way,
and Sophia that, and Caroline that, and Catharine
t other. We have the difficult task, all the while, of
looking easy, till the approving votes are pronoimced

:

our only resource (which is also difficult) is to say good
things to all four ; or to clap the hat upon each of their
heads, and see what pretty milk-women they make.
At last the approving votes are pronounced ; and (pro-
vided it is fine) we may go forth. But how uneasy the
sensation about the head ! How unlike the old hat,
to which we had become used, and which must now make
way for this fop of a stranger ! We might do what we
liked with the former. Dust, rain, a gale of wind, a fall,
a squeeze,—nothing affected it. It was a true friend,
a friend for all weathers. Its appearance only was
agamst it : in everything else it was the better for wear.
But if the roads or the streets are too dry, the new hat
is afraid of getting dusty : if there is wind, and it is not
tight, it may be blown off into the dirt : we may have
to scramble after it through dust or mud; just
teaching it with our fingers, only to see it blown away
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again. And if rain comes on ! Oh, ye gallant
apprentices, who have issued forth on a iMinday
morning, with Jane or Susan, careless either of storms
at nightfall, or toib ar d scoldings next day ! Ye, who
have received your new hat and boots but an hour
before ye sot out ; and then issue forth triumphantly,
the charmer by your side ! She, with arm in yours, and
handkerchief in hand, blushing, or eating gingerbread,
trips on : ye, adnuring, trudge : we ask ye, whether
love itself has prevented ye from feeling a certain fearful
consciousnras of that crowning glory, the new and glossy
hat, when the first drops of rain announce the coming
of a shower ? Ah, hasten, while yet it is of use to haste ;

ere yet the spotty horror fixes on the nap I Out with
the protecting handkerchief, which tied round the hat,
and flowing of! in a comer behind, shall gleam through
the thickening night like a suburb comet ! Trust not
the tempting yawn of stable-yard or gateway, or the
impossible notion of a coach ! The rain will continue

;

and alas! ye are not so rich as in the morning. Hasten!
or think of a new hat's becoming a rainspout ! Think
of its well-built crown, its graceful and well-measured
fit, the curved-up elegance of its rim, its shadowing
gentility when seen in front, its arching grace over the
ear when beheld sideways ! Think of it also the next
day I How altered, how dejected

!

How changed from him
That life of measure, and that soul of rim

!

Think of the paper-like change of its consistence ; of
its limp sadness,—^its confused and flattened nap, and
of that polished and perfect circle, which neither brush
nor hot iron shall restore !

We have here spoken of the beauties of a new hat

;

but, abstractedly considered, they are very proble-
matical. Fashion makes beauty for a time. Our an-
cestors found a grace in the cocked hats now confined
to beadles, Chelsea Pensioners, and coachmen. They
would have laughed at our chimney-tops with a border

;

though upon the whole we do think them the more
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graceful of the two. The be«t modem covering for the

JSi'^.'T: V"**
»°"^tion o' the broad Spanish hit in Z•bout thirty years back, when Mr. Stothard made Zde«.|n. for the AavdiM^» Magazine. But in pro^rtionas Society ha. been put into a buatle, our haSi^soom

lu^\S''"°'''^ I^""'"
^^^^oion*: the flapa werechpped off more and more tiU they became a rim ; andnow the rim haa contracted to a mere nothing ; so that

^fdr«nT t°^.^"^ •^"d our tight Bucchict modeof dress we look as if we were intended for nothing but

I'ltif1.^**';^''!!"^
^"""^ ^""^""^ °° °»»tters of busmess,with aa httle hindrance to each other as possible.

rhia may give us a greater distaste to the hat than

i t^^JT"'' ^Y^K^*^ looking or not. we know of noHituation m which a new one can be said to be useful.We have seen how the case is during bad weather : but
if the weather w m the finest condition possible, withneither ram nor dust, there may be a not simshine ; and

?t LMS® , K f *°° """"V ^° «*^**i« "» •' no great evil.
It IS true I but we must have our pique out against theknave, and turn him to the only account in oS power!

w7lf«Sv
""'^ "P

u""
^'"- ^^^ «^«^ other pw-pose.we hoW him as naught. The only place a new hat%aS

nfpnfJ^^f
,"" ° .T*^ **fefy' " * ^^"^*=^

;
^or there isplenty c^ room there. There also takes place its onlyunion of the ornamental with the useful, if so it is totecaUed:-we allude to the preparatory ejaculation

7n^rj^'f^''}^
by the genteel worshipiJr.We 2eturns round and makes a bow to Mr. and Mrs. Jones and

^L I^°"fP"*'-
^^^® ^" * '^^"1» ^OT this occa-

Jr!LL
<*°"btles8 ,t is often used, to say nothing ofextempore eflfusions :-but there are Tvicked ima<rina-

tions, who suspect that instead of devouter whisp^ra
mnrfr°"f^^i'^^^^^""^"* somkimes ejacXtes noW **^*» S^»"ow. St. James's Strett ; or, Augarde andSpain. Hatters. No. 51, Oxford Street. LondoS :-XrWhich he draws up his head with infinite gravity and
preparation, and makes the gentle recognition aforesaid.

Jiut wherever there is a crowd, the new hat is worseman useless. It is a pity that the general retrenchment
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of people's finances did away with the flat opera hat,

which was a very sensible thing. The round one is only

in the way. The matting over the floor of the Opera

does not hinder it from getting dusty ; not to mention

its chance of a kick from the inconsiderate. But from

the pit of the other theatres, you may bring it away
covered with sawdust, or rubbed up all the wrong way
of the nap, or monstrously squeezed into a shapeless

lump. The least thing to be expected in a pressure is

a great poke in its side Uke a sunken cheek.

Boating is a mortal enem^ to new hats. A shower

has you fast in a common boat ; or a sail-line, or an

inexperienced oar, may knock the hat off ; and then

fancy it tilting over the water with the tide, soaked all

the while beyond redemption, and escaping from the

tips of your outstretched fingers, while you ought all

to be pulling the contrary way home.

But of all wrong boxes for a new hat, avoid a mail-

ooaoh. If you kept it on, you will begin nodding per-

haps at mimiight, and then it goes jamming against the

side of the coach, to the equal misery of its nap and your

own. If you take it off, where is its refuge ? Will the

clergyman take the least heed of it, who is snoring com-

fortably in one comer in his nightcap ? Or will the

farmer, jolting about inexorably ? Or the regular tra-

veller, who in his fur-cap and infinite knowledge of

highway conveniences, has already beheld it with con-

tempt ? Or the old market-woman, whom it is in

vain to reque'^t to be tender ? Or the young damsel,

who wonders how you can think of sleeping in such a

thing ? In the morning, you suddenly miss your hat,

and ask after it with trepidation. The traveller smilee.

They all move their legs, but know nothing of it ; till

the market-woman* exclaims, * Deary me I Well-
lord, only think ! A hat, is it, sir ? Why I do believe,

—but I'm sure I never thought o' such a thing more

than the child unborn—that it must be a hat then

which I took for a pan I've been a buying ; and so I've

had my warm foot in it. Lord bless us, ever since five

o'clock this blessed morning i

'
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UBe ,8 vo astoniBh the old lacJ^stZ s^lt whn^*"
°5^^

how 80 small a thini? gai, V^"V'"° ^^'eet, who wonder
end. it U5ed to be tobbS into thFi ""V """^ *° *^'«
head, where it hunrUkVa wo^stid ^^°5 °' "^^^ °' *h«
tbe^faahion of Katiari^aV^I,^ Zty:^^::^

A custard coflan, a bauble.
^*

But wemay not add :

I love thee weU, in that thou lik'st it not.

nui^^" "^'ui' :ffio'ct"'Hr^-^« ^^"* *^-' -'<!

weather used We to fed in 0^7,^""?^^^?^^^* °^ th«
thick shoes. yeUow JoretS Z^t^^

^"^^
J

dress.-our
coat or go'^ ! oTcal w^^S^^T •

^°^^^»°ng
than on our head let th« ^Yff», u ' J° ^'^^ ^^an^i

We felt a Pride M win «i«i
^®**^er be what it would.^ hur^y^g tKS XhtttZ^: ^^'^ ^T^P^^'^y else

summerVhoweiS^^S^uneovl?^ D^ T]^^ '^' !"»
hair like the feathers of aK ^ ' ^^ °''' «'^^

It must be said for hats in irenpral tKo* *i,
jeiy ancient part of dress Srhlrf» ft • * J^^^ ^^ *
for a nearo who h^^^' Perhaps the most ancient

;

finds itT^cewarv te^iS*^ ttil'P^'^ ^^^ sometimes
leaves or st^w^l^e^Sl-^^ *^ '^ ^'*^ * ^^^ °^
farther back tian mTv ntSS.^""^,^

"""^ *^^' «^<>^d8
both narrow-SxneJ^ iS^'V'^ ^ ^'^"^^ '^««'

of the Greeks a?ah«rJTfo5S ^^ are apt to think
to be sorbut they hS hatefo.^°P'' '

^^^ '^^^ ^'^^

I au«x
^^« ^te'^ nations generaUy wore

IJ
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turbans, and do still, with the exception of the Persians,

who have exchanged them for large conical caps of felt.

The Romans copied the Greeks in their dress, as in

everything else ; but the poorer orders wore a cap like

their boasted Phrygian ancestors, resembling the one

which the reader may now see about the streets upon

the busts of Canova's Paris. The others would put

their robes about their heads upon occasion,—a custom

which probably gave rise to the hoods of the middle

ages, and to the cloth head-dresses which we see in the

portraits of Dante and Petrarch. From these were

taken the draperies on the heads of our old Plantagenet

kings and of Chaucer. The velvet cap which succeeded,

appears also to have come from Italy, as in the portraits

of Raphael and Titian : and it would probably have

continued till the Jrench times of Charles the Second,

for our ancestors up to that period were always great

admirers of Italy, had not PhiUp the Second of Spain

come over to marry our Queen Mary. The extreme

heats of Spain had forced the natives upon taking to

that ingenious union of the hat and umbrella, still

known by the name of the Spanish hat. We know not

whether Philip himself wore it. His father, Charles the

Fifth, who was at the top of the world, is represented

as delighting in a little humble-looking cap. But we

conceive it was either from Philip, or some gentleman

in his train, that the hat and feather succeeded among

us to the cap and jewels of Henry the Eighth. The

ascendancy of Spain in these times carried it into other

parts of Europe. The French, not requiring so much

shade from the sun, and always playing with and

altering their dress, like a child with his toy, first covered

the brim with feathers, then gave them a pinch in front

;

then came pinches up at the side ; and at last appeared

the fierce and triple-daring cocked hat. This disap-

peared in our childhood, or only survived among the

military, the old, and the reverand, who could not

willingly part with their habitual dignity. An old beau

or so would also retain it, in memory of its victories

when young. We remember it« going away from the
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to beadles and coachmen &c Th! r^fST
**^^^«<J.

beaver, aineeablv tnihl^t vu ?• ® modem clerical

estebl^S depart from ^m'**^^? ^*^ ^^i^^i^ onr
hat with the WndXrWH™^"* T*°°»' ^ » °octed
remaining i^ frontTlhL Hlff^ ^^^^ '^ «¥«^* P^-^^
judges, the lawyere beW nf J^^ 'f

'^^'^ *^''' "^^ ^^e

a solitaiV old^ntW„ **^«T ^^^ *°d *l»ere with
suchco^C teeeL lU.^** T^^'-^^^'

it appears in
There waS^forStw'in ^'"^'^^P^^**^* rei^rence.

bieddrawingZm trm«f/f^i.''°'^^^^°^ ^^^ 'he high-
the gaUaTC qSaSo„r?I"r^ centnry.^in

being lifted up S^8a?utaS^™^v.l'*^ i^^'^'
"''^ init»

ness. the arm^aSa un^^f^*? ^^^^ feUberate lofti-

by the front ana?«w^^ front and slowly raising it

«ot eLS ii^^wl tL^^tl*^^ *^'^»>'--that co?ld

8chool7remMk;bleforT/'°^''.ur^*^ ^'^^ ^^^'^ at
dignity,7eTt offi cSh'^t^^^^ ^^^^ P'*^'^^^^ ''^^

undoubtedly, thouffW« H^r 3 *f"?'^.°°®'*^®'e^.
our minX a snrt nf w^ ^ -^ ^^^^ *^^^^ confess it t<I

His Crow^JmpSal w^ate w\'?J^°^°^^^^
divesting a cohimn T? t "®.^^8^*«*^- It was like

«tatei w« tK Sfoi'n,'*^;^^- ^".* *^« »»«^«o was mere, mfornung the new hat. He

^S his original Werfl"";^'

D d 2

I
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Orientals, oh the same account, put off their slippers

instead of turbans ; which is the reason why the Jews

still keep their heads covered during worship. The

Spanish grandees have the privilege of wearing their

hats in the royal presence, probably in commemora-

tion of the free spirit in which the Cortes used to crown

the sovereign ; telling him (we suppose in their cor-

gorate capacity) that they were better men than he,

at chose him of their own free will for their master.

The grandees only claim to be as good men, unless theif

families are older. There is a well-known story of a

picture, in which the Virgin Mary is represented with

a label coming out of her mouth, saying to a Spanish

gentleman, who has politely taken off his hat, ' Ck)U8in,

be covered.' But the most interesting anecdote con-

nectedwith a hat, belongs to the familyofthe DeCourcys,

Lords Kinsale. One of their ancestors, at an old period

of our history, having overthrown a huge and insolent

champion, who had challenged the whole court, was

desired by the king to ask him some special favour. He
requested that his descendants should have the privi-

lege of keeping their heads covered in the royal presence,

and they do so to this day. The new lord, we believe,

always comes to court on purpose to vindicate his right.

We have heard that on the last occasion, probably

after a long interval, some of the courtiers thought it

might as well have been dispensed with ; which was

a foolish as well as a jealous thing : for these exceptions

only prove the royal rule. The Spanish grandees origi-

nally took their privilege instead of receiving it ; but

when the spirit of it had gone, their covered heads were

only so many intense recognitions of the king's dignity,

which it was thought such a mighty thing to resemble.

A Quaker's hat is a more formidable thing than a

grandee's.
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FASHIONS—THE HOOP
[Old Court Suburb]

into thrvSn«mS/u^^®°'«®*^® *'»"*; went

uirlier W «i'i «?S °^*°«ed their coats from uclv to

Sf^^anS^taltr^^rf1^^^^^^ narrowfLU?
retained to show S5 ?k5 ^' *^®'' '^^^'^ toeing

to men Th« -h^i?? i^® "*"*?'^ Bhoulders belong
not f^ng ^o tSh*^ t^?\'J?**-^*^'°

ascenda^
was tiw%mretrnd i^fT*''^^^'"PP^^ horse-collar.

coatsT CJ^VS m^^^'«^''*^ °^«P"°« o^ these

§u«,.up and flo^giit ;?tt *,r:^^°"^„;

mtiftke SS.^.^^- "»y ^«'" ««» tooueu gowns; or, at least, gowns unlaoed.
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And the bosom, in general, would be thought too much
exposed. But the walking-dress, besides being more

careful in that respect, showed an opposite extreme of

tightness in the stays, while its skirts carried a weight of

flounce and furbelow. Tory and Whig ladies, during

the disputes about the Hanover succession, patched at

one another in beauty-spots, differently arranged ; and

the white rose of the Pretender was sometimes ventured

in public, on the bosom of the fair partisan. But the

great glory of the whole period, with the exception of a

brief interval, was the hoop. This Spanish mvention

(for such it is supposed to have been, and which

originated perhaps in some royal dropsy, or other reason,

best known to tne inventor) is said to have been first

copied by the court of France, in the time of Francis the

First. It began there with the fardingales, which gradu-

ally swelled into the * wheel,* ' big drum,* or sort of

• go-cart ' ; but in England it seems to have burst forth

at once into all its bloom about the year 1708, during

the reign of Anne ; and it waxed and waned afterwards,

in proportion as general adoption rendered the vicissi-

tu^ necessary to the exclusives. The Tatler immedia-

ately took notice of it, in papers full of pleasant astonish-

ment ; and Pope assigned its * important charge,' and
• wide circumference,' to twenty of his guardian spirits

in the Bape of the Lock ; who, besides the circum-

ventions of the designing, were to save it from the

aspersions of tea and coffee

—

Trembling, and conscious of the rich brocade.

The hoop is considered the most monstrous enormity

that ever made its appearance in the world of fashion.

We confess we cannot think so. We think the notion

originates in a mistake ;—in a confusion of ideas ; and

that the mcmstrosity was confined to its minor phases

;

—^to the drum, the go-cart, and the pair of panniers

;

which last was the form of it that prevailed towards the

close of the reign of George the Third ; and, under

which, it finally went out in that of his son (for the hoop

lasted a good hundred years in England) : and even the
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paiiniew, we think, were by no means at their worstwhen they were at their biggest. For the philowphy
of the matter (to use a fine modem phrase) we take tobe this. The hoop, like any other habiliment, waa onlyugly imismuch as it interfered with the mind's idea of

i«L J- ^ ^^^Fl- J*^^ "K'y* ^^e" i* made the hips
appear dislocated, the body swollen, the gait unnaturaT
in other words, as long as it suggested the idea of some
actual deformity, and might have been considered asmade to suit it.

But when it was large, and the swell of it hunff at aproper distance from the person, if became, not an
nabiUment, but an enclosure. The person stood alooffrom it, and was imagined to do so. The lady, Uke a
goddess, was half concealed in a hemisphere ; out of
which the rest of her person rose, like Venus out of the
billows. Wlien she moved, and the hoop was of
proper length as weU as breadth, she did not walk •—
her steps were not visible ;—she was borne along : shewas wafted; came gliding. So issued the Wortlev
Montagues, the Coventrys, and the Harveys, out of
their sedans; and came radiant with admirations of
beholders, through avenues of them at palace doors.

tu^' £°°^ ^"® Antoinette came, during the height
of her bloom and ascendancy, through arrays, on either
Biae, of guards and adorers ; and swept along with her
the eyes and the reformations of Mr. Burke.

Therefore, we do not at all wonder at the enthusiasm
of Ihomson in his juvenile days, when he wrote the
verses on Beauty :—

j^e thing I mind—a spreading hoop she wore,
Than nothing which adorns a lady more.
With equal rage could I its beauties sing,
1 d, with the hoop, make all Parnassus ring.

With ladies there my ravish'd eyes did meet.
That oft I've seen grace fair Edina's street,
niien their broad hoops cut through the willing air.
Pleased to give place unto the lovely fair.
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He thoueht High Street, Edinbureh, heaven itself,

while the hoops were thus ethereuly making their

way:

—

Sure this is like those blissful seats above.
Where all is peace, transporting joy, and lore.

And again, in some verses written expreesly 'On
the Hoop.' Its appearance, it seems, in the Scottish

capital, was not Qqually welcome to all parties. There
were grave elders, wuose imaginations beheld more
danger in it than was conceivable by the juvenile poet.

He grows angry, calls them hypocrites, and vindicate*

the innocence of the beloved enormity in a pleasant
strain ofmingled indignation, humour, and weak versi*

fication. There is one capital line, however, about the
Quakers :

—

The hoop, the darling, justly, of the fair.

Of every generous swain deserves the care.

It is unmanly to desert the weak

;

*Twoul(f urge a stone, if possible, to speak.

To hear staunch hypocrites bawl out, and cry
' This hoop 's a (wanton) garb ; fie, ladies, fie ?

*

O cruel and audacious man, to blast

The fame of ladies more than vestals chaste

!

Should you go search the globe throughout,^

None wUl you find so pious and devout.
So modest, chaste, so handsome, and so fair.

As our dear Caledonian ladies are.

When awful beauty puts on all her charms.
Nought gives our sex such terrible alarms.

As wnen the hoop and tartan both combine
To make a virgin like a goddess shine.

Let Quakers cut their clothes unto the quick.

And with severities themselves afflict.

But may the hoop adorn Edina's Street,

Till the South Pole shall with the Northern meet.

Thomson's countryman, Allan Ramsay, was equally

* A foot has been dropped out of this verse.
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He hu even »
Bealous in behalf of hoops and tartans,
good word to say for patches :--

In your opinion, nothing matches,O horrid sin f the crime of patchea !

Tis false, ye clowns. I'll malce 't appear,^e glonous sun does patches wear

;

Wif? ^}^°''f^^ «^/T frame of nature,
Jpu 11 find a patch for every creature

;

E en you yourselves, ye blacken'd wretches,
10 Hehconians are the patches.

^^
Wilton likens Dalila full dressed to a ship in fuU

Z-f^'fliSi'®''
^^'^''^^ on, and tackle trim,

oaus bli d, and streamers waving.

*o.?"*
Dalila must have been dressed after Eastern

couWhIv«°^?'i,*^"u*°PP^ ^^"^ ribbons*
' mZcoma be have said, had he seen his image of the shin

Zl^^n^ ^S^' ?"' '^^^^ *^« nava??Shl bytheBweUing hoop, the air-catching fan, the soUd mast-liko

fL^T^ """"^^ "^ '^^ ^^•' ^^ ribbons'a la

the inSy'T^'K '^'^^itP'S-
They are aU comin^p

w£n p ^^^ roadstead of KTensington Gardensbetween Bayswater and the town; the centlemen

wigs, with their hats under their arms ; and Se l^e«who have not been to court that day'fSfeV^^of the slaughter. Then: sails are not S^WwS ^

from1nTSt*h°iiT^ '^^Z' ^"^ ^°P^' ^^° ^ ^^^
StT of 1- p^^^^^^.T'^^'^^ ^*^ ^- Mead, sees^spirits of his Hope of the Lock filliping the iei^ intheur ears, to make them tremble in the sun!

'
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FACES. ABROAD

[Autobiography]

At Parii we could stop but two day«, and I had but

two thouohts in my head ; one of the Revolution, the

other of the times oi Molidre and Boileau. Accordingly

I looked aboutforthe Sorbonne, and wentto seetheplace

wher the guillotine stood ;—the place where thousands

of spirits underwent the last pang of mortality ; many
guilty, many innocent, but all the victims of a reaction

againit tyranny, such as will never let tyranny be what

it was, unless * convulsion of nature should swallow

up knowledge, and otiake the world begin over again.

These are the thoughts that enaUe tis to bear such

sights, and that serve to secure what we hope for.

Paris, besides being a beautiful city in the quarter

that strangers most look to, the Tuileries, Quai de Vol-

taire, &;c., delights the eye of a man of letters by the

multitude of its bookstalls. There seemed to be a

want of old books ; but the new were better than the

BhoeA oi Missals aad Uvea of the Saints that disappoint

the lover of duodec- os on the stalls of Italv ; and the

Rouigseaus and Vo' <re8 were endless. I thought, if I

were a bachelor, vt; an Englishman, and had no love

for old friends and fields, and no decided religious

opinions, I could live very well, for the rest of my life,

in a lodging above one of the bookseller's shops on the

Quai de Voitaire, where I should look over the water

to the Tuileries, and have the EJysian fields in my eye

for my evening walk.

I liked much what little I saw of the French people.

They are accused of vanity ; and doubtless they have

it, and after a more obvious fashion than other nations

;

but their vanity, at least, includes the wish to please

;

other people are necessary to them ; they are no<'

wrapped up in themselves ; not sulky ; not too vain

even to tolerate vanity. Their vanity is too much con-

founded with self-satisfaction. There is a good deal of
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touchinew. I sufpeot. among them- a good deal ofready-mad« heat, prepared to fire up in ca«e the littleoommeroe of flatteiy and sweetnei is not property
carried on. But this is better than ill-temper, or tha

J

•uch effotism aa m not to be appeased by anythinff short
of subjection. On the other £Sd. there is moreTelan
choly than one could expect, especially in old faces
Consciences m the south are frightened in their old aeeperhap. for nothing. In the north, I suspect, they are

£yi si ••'^^l* P*!£*P" *'*»°» ^V""^ '^^t of kiow-

l!Sf*».** ^^?}.''' ^''°' " <»* *«"*• from aU that Iaaw), that fine old faces are rare. There are multitudes
of pretty girls ; but the faces of both sexes faU off de-
plorably as they advance in life ; which is not a Koodsymptom. Nor do the pretty faces, whUe they last
appear to contain much depth, or sentiment, or fimness
of purpose. They seem made like their toys, not to
last, but to break up.

Fine faces in Italy are as abundant as cypresses.
However, m both countries, the inhabitants appeared tous amiable, as well as inteUigent ; and without dis-
paragement to the angel faces which you meet with in
i!.n^ —1, and some of which are perhaps finer than anyyou see anywhere else, I could not help thinking, that
as a race of females, the countenances both of the Frenchand Italian women announced more pleasantness and
reasonableness of intercourse, than those of my fairand serious countrywomen. The Frenchwoman looked

*f ^\!?u ^"Sf** o? P'®"® y°" ** *"y ^^^' »nd to be
pleased nerself. She is too conscious ; and her coquetry
IS said, and I beUeve with truth, to promise more than
an Enghshman would easUy find her to perform

:

but at any rate she thinks of you somehow, and issmihng and good-humoured. An Italian woman appears
to think of nothing, not even of herself. Existence
seems enoygh for her. But she also is easy of inter-
course. smUmg when you speak to her. and very un-
afiected. Now. m simplicity of character the Italian
appears to me to have the advantage of the English
women, and in pleasantness of intercourse both Italian
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II

and French. When I came to England, after a reiideBoe
of four voara abroad, I was grieved at the Bucoeaaion of
fair sulky faces which I met in the streets of London.
Thev all appeared to come out of unhappy homes. In
truth, our virtues, or our climate, or whatever it is, sit

so uneasily upon us, that it is surely worth while for our
philosophy to inquire whether, in some points of moral
ard political economy, we are not a little mistaken.
Cir- K. . will hardly allow us to lay it to the climate.
H was a bleiised moment, nevertheless, when we found

/ -selves among those dear sulky faces, the country-
*-

' hdn of dearer ones, not sulky. We set out from
1 inis in the steamboat, which carried us to London,
• aergetically trembling all the way under us, as if its

burning body partook of the fervour of our desire.
Here (thought we), in the neighbourhood of London,
we are ; and may we never be without our old fields

again in this world, or the old ' familiar faces ' in this
world or in the next.

SHAKING HANDS
[Indicator, July 12, 1820]

Auoxa the first things which we remember noticing
in the manners of people, were two errors in the custom
of shaking hands. Some, we observed, grasped every-
body's hand alike,—with an equal fervour of grip. You
would have thought that Jenkins was the best friend
they had in the world ; but on succeeding to the squeeze,
though a slight acquaintance, you found it equally
flattering to yourself ; and on the appearance of some-
body else (whose name, it turned out, the operator had
forgotten) the crush was no less complimentary :—the
face was as earnest and beaming, the glad to see you

'

as syllabical and sincere, and the shake as close, as long,
and as rejoicing, as if the semi-unknown was a frigid
come home from the Desarts.
On the other hand, there would be a gentleman now
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jnd then M coy of hi. hand m if he were « prude orh^ • whitlow. It wu io vain that your ur^Znnl
Jd not go beyond the ' civU ~lute '^of throJdTnaJJ
»±' "V**** *^^« introduced to h,m in a frieSSKmwmer andexpected toshake hands with the restofScompany, you could not in decency omit his Hi!

SThSk^i£itT^« ^''*' '^"^ *>*•' re'trea^lng ecrS?
^ni^ •* ^°1 rr? ^'""S '« *^o them a mischief •and when you got hold of them, the whole shake wL*
sTvJr

''^^
'' '^

°i^'''
^""^ ^^ but proudly or -S!lively acquiesce -there was no knowing which f yoJ^»d tOBustain ,t, a. you might a lady's Cn handingff

^i» J v*°**
**,''^ *° "a?*^ perplexity to know

dnl^* 'J?^' ^"'.^ ^^'^
»' 8°- *h« one seemed a violen<^

^hntf^K
***

?!t**'"* '
^^*» o^»^e' »° awkward resp^^•ibUity brought upon yourself. You did not knot^althe evenmg. whetW you were not an object of d^iiketo the person

; till on the party's breakini up you saw
wh^ t^TJ^^l *° ^*1"^"^ "'"^'^d genta^to anwho practwed the same unthinking civility.

bufofMoT *'"°"' ^^ '*^' ^"'8^*^ ^e" be avoided :but of the two we must say we prefer the former If

100*8 more bke general kindness; and if those tVn^rtues are to be separated (wh.oh they a- uredK^llJ

b^tte^;fforSrS^'''^ ^'^t"' ^J^'^^'^^ ^^^'^ ^0''»<i 'an

rr«f.?f u
^*«Pense with an unpleasant truth than

mK^"o?tr*"''^;i, ^^''^^«' '''' ™o^ difficu t tomafce sure of the one, than to pract e the other • and

a^^lTe'oHhat'w''''^'"'/'-'^^^'''- ^ 'on« as'^eare sure of that, we are sure of some 1 ing, and of some-

etS? tZ^J:J' " t^r^^ *^« bestV, if notTtterery instance the most logical ri.cans.inw manual shyness is sometimes attributwi to

Efh^f^' ^^''^Z'' ^^ «"^P«^*' ^i^h justice. unSs i?

i. i sort of mcxiesty, whose fear of committing itsJf

bufZl^r^Pr^"-
Want of address is a betterr^^;but this particular mstance of it would be grounded in

pnde or distrust. We have met with two really kind

II

I
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men, who evinoed this soreness of hand. Neither of

them perhaps thought himself inferior to anybody about

him, and both had good reason to think hi^ptdy <k them*

selves ; but both had been sanguine men contradicted

in their early hopes. There was a plot to meet the hand
of one of them with a fish-slice, in order to show him
the disadvantage to which he put his friends by that

flat mode of salutation ; but tiie conspirator had not

the courage to do it. Whether Le heard ol the inten*

tion, we know not ; but shortly afterwards he took very

kindly to a shake. The other was the only man of a

warm set of politicians who remained true to his first

love df mankind. He was impatient at the change of

his companions and at the folly and inattention of the

rest ; but though his manner became cold, his con-

sistency still remained warm ; and this gave him m
right to be as strange as he pleased.

GALLANTRY
[A Year of Honeymoons]

When I had finished this lovely passage, Harriet,

who had been loud and profuse in her expressions of

delight at the others, said simply at this, in a low voice,
' How very sweet

!
' and stooping down on mv hand,

kissed it. It was to thank me for all the thoughts

which she knew had passed between us on the subject,

though we had not spoken, and for the relief I had
afforded her by means of the poet. She is exquisite at

this kind of toomavly gcUlarUry, if I may so call it,

without degrading the feeling by the word. She never

would allow from the first (indeed I never contested the

point with her), that all the manifestation of courtesy,

and deference, and gratitude should be on the man's

side ; and she says there are moments of exceeding

fullness of heart', understood on both sides, when it is

a grace in a woman to be foremost in manifesting her

feelings. I know that, from a person of her exquisite

taste, it is a very exquisite compliment.
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CiaSBEISM

[Autobioffraphy]

Thb famous order of things caUed Cicutbeism is the

?S#^^^''''\°f *
'**^ °? ^'^^y °»o" inconsistent than^elf though less startling to the habits of the world^

S?«l^f managed m a foolish manner ; and, strange

^a ^L ^^ fImost as gross, more formal, and quite

f
ypocnjjcal M what it displaced. It is a sturid

2l!!";i
^* poorer the people, the less, of course; ittakes plaw among them ; but as the husband, in aU

lHa^' ^^ ""?"Vo <*o for his family, and is the personkast oared for. he is resolved to get What he can heforemamage
;
so a vJe custom prevail among the poorest,^ which no gurl can get married unless she brings awrtam doyny. Unmarried females are also watehedwith exceedmg stnctness ; and in order to obtain at

S?°^«f °^^^ *°d fr^dom, every nerve is strained

^r^!!f '^i'^P?"*?* ^?'^' I^aughters scrape up,

ornamentthemselves, as a help towards their object, I do
notknowwhether even thenatural vanityof youthwouldnot be sacrificed, and girls hang out rags a« a proof of
their hoard, instead of the ' outward and visiWe sign'
of crosses and earrings. Dress, however, disputes thepalm with savmg

; and as a certain consciousi ess of
their fine eyes and their natural graces survives every-
thing else among southern womankind, English pet ule

humblest females in Italy carry it at a dance or an

tin^F"^^'
Hair dressed up, white gowns, satins,

flowers, fans, and goid ornaments, aU form a part of the
gutter of the evening, and aU, too, amidst as great, andperhaps as graceftil a profusion of compliiSents andlove-makmg as takes place in the most privUeged ball-

^"Z '^fi
^* " twenty to one that i£ne out ofTn

^tJfl"" ?^
room have dirty stockings on. and shoesout at heel. Nobody thinks of saving up articles of

i
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that description ; and they are too useful, and not
showy enough, to be cared for en passant. Therefore

Italian girls may often enough be well compared to

flowers ; with head and bodies all ornament, their feet

are in the earth ; and thus they go nodding forth for

sale, 'growing, blowing, and all alive.' A foolish

^glish seiTant whom we brought out with us, fell into

an absolutie rage of jealousy at seeing my wife give a
crown of flowers to a young Italian servant, who was
going to a dance. The latter, who was of the most
respectable sort, and looked as lady-like as you please

when dressed, received the flowers with gratitude,

though, without surprise ; but English and Italian

both Were struck speechless when, in addition to the

crown, my wife presented the latter with a pair of her

own shoes and stockings. Doubtless, they were the

triumph of the evening. Next day we heard accounts

of the beautiful dancing ;—of Signor F., the English

valet, opening the ball with the handsome chandler's-

shopkeeper, &c., and our poor countrywoman was ready

to expire.

RESPECTABILITY

[TdbU-Talk]

* Whbn the question was put to one of the witnesses

on the trial of Thurtell, " What sort of a person waa
Mr. Weare T " the answer was, " Mr. Weare was re-

speckMe.' ^ being pressed by the examining counsel

as to what he meant by respectability, the definition

the witness was, that " he kept a gig "
!

*

' A person,' says the York CourarU, on this incident,
* was annoying a whole company in a public room, and
one of them reproving him sharply for his indecorum,

an apologist whispered, ' Pray, do not offend the

gentleman ; I assure you he is a respectable man. He
is worth two hundred a year independent property*

There is no getting at the root of these matters,

unless we come to etymology. People mean some-
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"•P^li.: that fa to «y. ^te™Uy.'»rX'S fe

^A^J-" '"™,"'« '""' "' » Jootiikn,^^ look

sSSrP?o»--t?tetf-ss!
STs told „? Th ^*' *^?° '*^^- The Tor* Coura^

ooJgjS-^an:??,-^^-^^^^^^^^ He
-J

token m by appearances. He may look like a centleman
;
he may be decently dressed fyou m^r have seen

?n^&^ * charitable action ; he may b^ alolS
burSfaU thf«T' " P'l"°*' "^'' * greafpWlSsopW •

tnlJnwii- '^5^'^^'^\^°^y°" are in too much hast^

Cta the o?h.\*^V^" «^« "^^y ^^^« ^"^ bo^o^
m^ A f

^^"^ ^*°'*' appearances must not condemna

C;s UP toThl^H^"^ T^ ^^^* ^'^^'^^'^ *° «-» hL*orives up to the door of an inn; his face (to vourthmkmg) IS equally destitute of s;nse and goodn^s^

S^L Sll *^ ^°^^^ ^' ^°"® till it is raw, and con.demns with energetic impartiality, the eyes of^l
pr^t.h,shor.o's,thebyst^nders'.SidhSo^ Nowbefore you pronounce this man a blackguard/or tS
\Z!S^^r. *? ^ ^'^^^ *^^y fro'" with^oatC. thS^ok«i at twice out of respect behave you as impfrtlaHy

whom'ho^ K^ ""^t^^^.
**•***'' ^'^ tl^e red-face^ fellowwhom he has brought in the gig with him, and ask.

Hi

L. BDHT xe
ii
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* la the gig his own ?

' The man, for aught you know,

may reply, * His own ! Lord love you, he has u mint of

money. He could ride in his coach if he pleased. He
has kept a gig and Moll Fist these two years.' Thus

you wee, without knowing it, you might have loathed

a respectable man. * He keeps his gig.'

But this respectable gentlemannot only keeps his gig-
he might keep his co8<5h. He is respectable in ease ; in

posse ne is as respectable as a sheriff—^you ms^ look

twice at him; nay, many times. Let us see. We have

here a clue to the degrees of a man's respectability. To
keep a gig is to be simply respectable ; you may look

t^ice ^at the gig-man. A curricle, having two horses,

and costing more, is, of course, more respectable. You
may look at the possessor of a curricle at least twice and

a half. A chariot renders him fit to be regarded over

and over again : a whole carriage demands that you
should many times turn your neck to look at him ; if

you learn that he drives a coach and four, the neck may
go backwards and forwards for three minutes ; and if

the gentleman abounds in coaches, his own carriage for

himself, and another for his wife, together with gig,

buggy, and dog-cart, you are bound to stand watching

him all the way up Pall Mall, your head going like a

fellow's jaws over a pan-pipe, and your neck becoming

stiff with admiration.

The story of ' the two hundred a year independent

property' is a good appendage to that of the gig-

keeping worthy. The possessor of this virtue was

annoying a whole company in a public room, and one

of them reproving him for his indecorum, somebody
whispered, ' Do not offend the gentleman ; he is a

respectable man, I assure you. He is worth two

hundred a year independent property.' The meaning

of this is,
' I am a slave, and believe you to be a slave

:

think what strutting fellows tee should be if we possessed

two hundred a year ; and let us respect ourselves in the

person of this btdly.'

U peoide of this description could tranriate the feelings

they have towards the rich, such is the language their
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Jn^*??'^°'^?P^!^''* *° *^®°'' *°d it °^ght teach themsomething which they are ignorant of at present. The
pretence of some of them is, that money is a great meansof good as weU as evil, and that of cours^ they should
secure the good and avoid the evil. But this is not therea ground of their zeal ; otherwise they would be
zealous m behalf of health, temperance, and honeetj^

?S^; .^S""' ^^Zu^""^^'
generosity, sincerity, public

>artue. and everything else that advances the good ofmankmd. No
; it is the pure, blind love of power, andthe craving of weakness to be filled with it. Allow-ance should be made for much of it. as it is the naturalabuse in a country where the most obvious power is

commercial
; and the blindest love of power, after aU

(let them bo told this secret for the comfort of human
oJhriJllfi^*?''?*

T* °^«37npathy-i8 founded on what
others wiU thmk of us, and what means we shall find inour hands for addmg to our importance. It is this
value for one another's opinion which keeps abuses solong m existence

; but it is in the same c^er of thehuman heart, now that reform has begun, that the salva-
tion of the world will be foimd.
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^^•^,^l"aSo?s^b?lS>^?^^^^^ ,,^ Other

SHORTER. ^^ ^ c«i«.rted With an Introduction

BOOKCASES
, TO hold S> ^o'-Sl^erworiJ?<ss§tr'."
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by*} inches Price 5!-ncl.
-aper, Of SOO

U. To hold 100 volumes ord.nanrg^f5 ^

b, 6 inches. ^Price^^^^„^
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